
    
    

    
    

    
    
 
 

               
        

Al
an
 

Pa
rk

er
 
 
 

   
Th

is
 
fa
st
-m
ov
in
g,
 

un
se

nt
im

en
ta

l 
an

d 
un
de
ni
ab
ly
 
fu
nn
y 

pl
ay
 

ha
s 

be
en
 

sp
ec

ia
ll

y 
ad

ap
te

d 
fr

om
 

Al
an
 

Pa
rk

er
's

 
po

pu
la

r 
fi

lm
. 

It 
fe
at
ur
es
 

an
 
ex
te
ns
iv
e 

ca
st
 

of
 
ma
le
 
an
d 

fe
ma
le
 
ch

ar
ac

te
rs

 
(w
it
h 

15
 
ma

jo
r 

pa
rt

s)
, 

gr
ea
t 

co
st
um
es
 

an
d 

me
mo

ra
bl

e 
so
ng
s,
 

an
d 

is 
en
or
mo
us
ly
 

en
te

rt
ai

ni
ng

, 
ir
re
sp
ec
ti
ve
 

of
 
ag

e!
 

—_ 
Bu
gs
y 

Ma
lo
ne
 

Al
an
 
Pa
rk
er
 

  

Th
e 

re
so
ur
ce
 

se
ct
io
n 

in
cl
ud
es
 
ba

ck
gr

ou
nd

 
in

fo
rm

at
io

n 
on
 

th
e 

ch
ar

ac
te

rs
, 

st
il

ls
 
fr

om
 

th
e 

fi
lm
 
an
d 

he
lp

fu
l 

ad
vi
ce
 

on
 
ho
w 

th
e 

pl
ay
 
ca
n 

11
: 

e
e
 

be
st
 

be
 
st
ag
ed
. 

Id
ea
l 

as
 
ei

th
er

 
a 
dr
am
a 

i
 

re
so
ur
ce
 

fo
r 

th
e 

cl
as
sr
oo
m,
 

or 
as 

a 
sc
ho
ol
 

FR
EE
DO
M 

TO
 
TE

AC
H 

7 
, 

Pee
 

; 
Fi

nd
 

us
 
at

 w
ww

.c
ol

li
ns

.c
o.

uk
 

| 
pr

od
uc

ti
on

, 
its

 
te
rr
if
ic
 
se

ns
e 

of
 
fu
n 

wi
ll
 
ap
pe
al
 

S
o
i
n
 
Ma
se
 
m
e
a
s
 

| 
to
 
st
ud
en
ts
 

of
 

all
 

ab
il

it
ie

s.
 

i
n
a
n
e
 
N
a
e
e
m
 

sce
 
ny
 

W@
Fr

ee
do

mT
or

ea
ch
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C
A
S
T
 
L
I
S
T
 
 
 

(In 
order 

of 
appearance) 

M
A
I
N
 
C
H
A
R
A
C
T
E
R
S
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

F
L
A
S
H
 
F
R
A
N
K
I
E
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

D
O
O
D
L
E
 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

FAT 
S
A
M
 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

L
O
U
I
S
 

| 

S
N
A
K
E
 
E
Y
E
S
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

C
A
P
T
A
I
N
 
S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

R
I
T
Z
Y
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

M
I
N
O
R
 
C
H
A
R
A
C
T
E
R
S
 

B
e
n
n
y
 
Lee 

Y
o
n
k
e
r
s
 

Roxy 
Robinson 

U
n
d
e
r
t
a
k
e
r
s
 

(2) 

Violinist 

B
a
r
b
e
r
 

Girl 
Singers 

(3) 
Pop 

B
e
c
k
e
r
 

Radio 
A
n
n
o
u
n
c
e
r
 

Waitress 

English 
Reporter 

Foreign 
Reporters 

1 
and 

2 
Louella 

Cellist 
Butler 

Tillie 
Lorretta 

Oscar 
de 

Velt 

M
a
r
b
i
n
i
 

Ventriloquist 
D
u
m
m
y
 

L
e
n
a
 
Marrelli 

S
o
u
n
d
 
M
a
n
 

S
e
y
m
o
u
r
 
Scoop 

S
h
a
d
y
 

C
h
i
n
e
s
e
 
L
a
u
n
d
r
y
 
W
o
r
k
e
r
s
 

Louella 
Cellist 
Waiter 
R
a
z
a
m
a
t
a
z
 

L
o
o
n
e
y
 
B
e
r
g
o
n
z
i
 

Boxers 

Cagey 
Joe 

Pickett 
V
e
l
m
a
 

D
o
w
n
 

and 
Outs 

Priest 
C
o
o
k
s
 

Baseball 
G
u
a
r
d
s
 

B
a
b
y
f
a
c
e
 

P
o
l
i
c
e
m
e
n
 

 
 

 
 

A
C
T
 
O
N
E
 
 
 

House 
lights 

on. 
‘
B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
’
 

played. 
Instrumental. 

Black..Ominous 
piano 

music. 
A 

red 
light 

flickers 
onto 

the 
dark 

stage. 
—
 

R
o
b
i
n
s
o
n
 

enters 
along 

the 
audience 

gangway. 
Scared. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(0.S.) 
S
o
m
e
o
n
e
 
once 

said, 
if 

it 
was 

raining 
brains, 

Roxy 
Robinson 

wouldn’t 
even 

get 
wet. 

In 
all 

of 
N
e
w
 
York 

they 
didn’t 

come 
m
u
c
h
 
d
u
m
b
e
r
 
than 

Roxy 
the 

Weasel. 
To 

be 
frank, 

Roxy 
was 

a 
dope. 

R
o
x
y
 

nervously 
runs 

right 
and 

left 
across 

the 
stage. 

Scared. 
O.S. 

we 
hear 

sound 
effects: 

screeching 
car 

tyres; 
s
l
a
m
m
i
n
g
 

car 
doors; 

voices. 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

(0.S.) 
Shoulders, 

the 
alley-way 

quick. 
He’s 

making 
for 

Perito’s. 
Benny 

cover 
the 

back. 
Yonkers 

watch 
the 

sidewalk. 

The 
H
o
o
d
s
 

enter 
stage 

left: 
B
r
o
n
x
 
Charlie, 

L
a
u
g
h
i
n
g
 
Boy, 

B
e
n
n
y
 

Lee, 
and 

Y
o
n
k
e
r
s
.
 
R
o
x
y
 

is 
trapped. 

The 
H
o
o
d
s
 

slowly 
walk 

towards 
him. 

R
o
x
y
 

backs. away, 
taking 

off his 
hat. 

I
m
p
e
n
d
i
n
g
 

disaster. 
Over 

this 
we 

hear: 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(O.S.) 
D
u
m
b
 

as 
Roxy 

was, 
he 

could 
smell 

trouble 
like 

other 
people 

could 
smell 

gas. 
But 

he 
should 

never 
have 

taken 
that 

blind 
alley 

by 
the 

side 
of Perito’s 

Bakery. 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

Your 
n
a
m
e
 
Robinson? 

R
O
X
Y
 

Uh 
huh 

(Nods) 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

Roxy 
Robinson? 

R
O
X
Y
 

Uh 
huh 

(Wods) 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

Also 
k
n
o
w
n
 

as 
Roxy 

the 
Weasel? 

R
O
X
Y
 

Uh 
huh 

(Nods) 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

The 
same 

Roxy 
the 

Weasel 
who 

works 
for 

Fat 
Sam? 

R
O
X
Y
 

Uh 
huh 

(
N
o
d
s
)

Mobile User



      

 
 

R
o
x
y
 

ts 
sp

lu
rg

ed
 
an

d 
th

e 
H
o
o
d
s
 

wa
lk
 

of
f.
 
A 
ju
mp
 
an

d 
a 
cl
ic
k 

of
 t

he
 

he
el

s.
 
A
c
c
o
m
p
a
n
y
i
n
g
 

mu
si
c.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(0
.S

.)
 

W
h
a
t
e
v
e
r
 
ga
me
 

it 
wa

s 
th
at
 
ev
er
yo
ne
 
wa
s 

pl
ay

in
g,

 
su

re
 

as
 
eg
gs
 

is 
eg
gs
, 

Ro
xy
 
Ro
bi
ns
on
 
ha
d 

be
en

 
we
ll
 

an
d 

tr
ul
y 

sc
ra
mb
le
d.
 

Tw
o 

U
n
d
e
r
t
a
k
e
r
s
 

wa
lk
 

on
 
an
d 

ca
rr
y 

of
f 

th
e 

st
if

fe
ne

d 
bo
dy
 

of
 R
ox
y,
 

un
de
r 

th
ei
r 

ar
ms
 

li
ke
 

a 
ta

il
or

’s
 
d
u
m
m
y
.
 

A 
Vi
ol
in
is
t 

pl
ay

in
g 

a 
fu

ne
ra

l 
me

lo
dy

 
wa
lk
s 

be
hi
nd
 
th
em
. 

Li
gh
t 

up
 
on
 
B
a
r
b
e
r
 

cu
tt

in
g 

Fl
as
h 

Fr
an

ki
e’

s 
ha
ir
. 

Ra
di
o 

so
un
d 

ef
fe

ct
s 

of
 a

 
ho
rs
e-
ra
ce
. 

En
te
r 

B
u
g
s
y
 

st
ag
e 

ri
gh
t.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(t
o 

au
di
en
ce
) 

No
w,

 
th
e 

gu
y 

in
 
th
e 

ch
ai
r 

he
re
 

is 
Fl
as
h 

Fr
an

ki
e.

 
Th
e 

be
st
 
la

wy
er

 
in
 
N
e
w
 

Yo
rk

. 
Su
re
, 

he
’s
 a
 

li
tt
le
 

sh
ad
y,
 

bu
t 

he
’s
 
th

e 
be
st
 

. 
. 

. 
be

li
ev

e 
me
, 

Fl
as
h 

Fr
an

ki
e’

s 
si
lv
er
 
to

ng
ue

 
ca
n 

ge
t 

a 
gu
y 

ou
t 

of
 j

ai
l 

qu
ic

ke
r 

th
an
 

a 
tr
uc
k 

lo
ad
 

of
 
dy

na
mi

te
. 

..
. 

Th
e 

H
o
o
d
s
 
fr
om
 
pr
ev
io
us
 
sc

en
e 

ag
ai
n 

en
te
~,
 
dr
am
at
ic
al
ly
. 

Fl
as

h 
F
r
a
n
k
i
e
 

is 
sp

lu
rg

ed
, 

as
 

is 
th

e 
Ba

rb
er

. 
Th

e 
U
n
d
e
r
t
a
k
e
r
s
 

mo
ve
 

in
, 

pi
ck
 

up
 

th
e 

st
if
fe
ne
d,
 
sp

lu
rg

ed
 
bo

di
es

 
an

d 
ex
it
. 

Th
ey

 
st
op
 

at
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

wh
o 

re
ve

re
nt

ly
 
pl
ac
es
 

a 
ho

t 
to

we
l 

ov
er
 
Fr

an
ki

e’
s 

pe
tr
if
ie
d 

fa
ce
. 

Th
e 

Vi
ol
in
is
t 

ha
s 

be
en

 
pl

ay
in

g 
th
ro
ug
ho
ut
 
an
d 

ex
it
s 

wi
th

 
th
e 

U
n
d
e
r
t
a
k
e
r
s
.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
w,
 

as
 
yo

u 
ca
n 

se
e,
 
so
me
th
in
g 

ki
nd

 
of
 
fi

sh
y 

is 
go

in
g 

on
 
he
re
. 

To
 
be
 
pe

rf
ec

tl
y 

ho
ne

st
, 

I’
m 

be
gi

nn
in

g 
to

 
wo
nd
er
 

wh
at

’s
 
go

in
g 

on
 
my

se
lf

. 
.. 

. 
I 
m
e
a
n
 

th
is
 
pl

ay
’s

 
on

ly
 
ju
st
 

st
ar

te
d 

an
d 

al
re

ad
y 

th
e 

st
ag

e 
is 

fu
ll
 
of

 
st

if
fs

! 
Oh
, 

by
 
th
e 

wa
y,

 
yo

u'
re

 
pr

ob
ab

ly
 
w
o
n
d
e
r
i
n
g
 
w
h
o
 

I 
am

. 
M
y
 
n
a
m
e
’
s
 

Ma
lo

ne
, 

Bu
gs
y 

Ma
lo

ne
. 

— 

Li
gh
t 

up
 

on
 
Th
re
e 

Gi
rl
 
Si

ng
er

s 
le

ft
 
of
 s

ta
ge

, 
wh

o 
si
ng
 

in
to
 
an
 
ol

d-
 

fa
sh
io
ne
d 

mi
cr
op
ho
ne
, 

th
e 
‘
B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
’
 

so
ng
 
wh

ic
h 

we
 
he
ar
 

un
de

r 
th
e 

su
bs
eq
ue
nt
 
ac

ti
on

: Bu
gs
y 

Ma
lo
ne
 

He
’s
 

a 
si
nn
er
 

Ca
nd
y-
co
at
ed
 

Fo
r 

al
l 

hi
s 

fr
ie

nd
s 

He
 
al

wa
ys

 
se

em
s 

to
 
be

 
al
on
e 

Bu
t 

th
ey

 
lo

ve
 
hi

m 
Bu
gs
y 

Ma
lo
ne
 

A 
ci
ty
 
sl
ic
ke
r 

He
 
ca
n 

ch
ar

m 
yo

u 
W
i
t
h
 

a 
sm

il
e 

an
d 

a 
st

yl
e 

al
l 

hi
s 

ow
n 

Ev
er
yb
od
y 

lo
ve
s 

th
at
 
m
a
n
 

Bu
gs

y 
Ma
lo
ne
 

Ho
t-
he
ad
ed
 
Bu
gs
y 

ma
ke

s 
hi

s 
mi
nd
 
up
 

Do
n’
t 

me
ss
 
wi

th
 
Bu

gs
y 

or
 
yo
u'
ll
 
wi
nd
 

up
 

Wi
sh

in
g 

yo
u'
d 

le
ft
 
we

ll
 
en
ou
gh
 
al
on
e 

He
’s
 

a 
ma
n,
 

a 
m
o
u
n
t
a
i
n
 

He
’s
 

a 
ro
Hi
ng
 
st

on
e 

A
n
d
 

wi
ll
 

he
 

le
av

e 
yo
u 

Sa
d 

an
d 

lo
ne
ly
, 

cr
yi
ng
? 

I 
co
ul
dn
’t
 

sa
y,

 
bu

t 
it
’s
 
k
n
o
w
n
 

Th
at
 
ev

er
yb

od
y 

wa
nt
s 

th
at
 
m
a
n
 

Bu
gs
y 

Ma
lo
ne
 

Du
ri

ng
 

th
e 

so
ng

, 
B
u
g
s
y
 

cr
os

se
s 

ri
gh

t.
 
Fi
zz
y 

wa
lk
s 

on
, 

pu
ts
 

a 
ch
ai
r 

on
 

a 
ra

is
ed

 
bo
x.
 
A 

bo
ok

ca
se

 
on
 
wh

ee
ls

 
is

 
p
u
s
h
e
d
 

on
, 

as
 

is 
a 

co
un

te
r,

 
ab

ov
e 

wh
ic
h 

a 
si
gn
 
re
ad
s:
 

‘
B
O
O
K
 
E
M
P
O
R
I
U
M
 

— 
A 
B
O
O
K
 

IS
 
C
H
E
A
P
E
R
 
T
H
A
N
 

A 
S
T
E
A
K
.
 

R
E
A
D
 
O
N
E
,
 
L
E
A
R
N
 

A 
L
I
T
T
L
E
 
A
N
D
 
E
A
T
 
B
E
T
T
E
R
.
’
 

Po
p 

B
e
c
k
e
r
 

le
an
s 

be
hi
nd
 

th
e 

co
un

te
r.

 
Fi
zz
y 
gi
ve
s 

B
u
g
s
y
 

a 
sh
oe
- 

sh
in
e 

th
ro
ug
ho
ut
 

th
e 

sc
en
e.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

re
ad
s 

hi
s 

ne
ws
pa
pe
r.
 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

en
te

rs
 
st

ag
e 

ri
gh

t,
 
ca

rr
yi

ng
 

a 
la

rg
e 

ba
g 

wi
th
 

a 
ba

se
-b

al
l 

ba
t 

pr
ot

ru
di

ng
 
fr
om
 

it.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

lo
ok

s 
up
 
fr
om
 

hi
s 

ne
ws

pa
pe

r 
an
d 

ey
es
 
he
r 

up
 
an

d 
do

wn
. 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
ha

nd
s 

P
o
p
 
B
e
c
k
e
r
 a
 p
i
e
c
e
 

of
 p
ap

er
. 

Po
p 

B
e
c
k
e
r
 
kn
oc
ks
 

on
 

th
e 

bo
ok

-c
as

e.
 
A 

do
or
 
op

en
s 

an
d 

he
 
va
ni
sh
es
 
in

si
de

. 
Un

de
r 

th
e 

ne
xt
 
li
ne
s 

we
 
he
ar
 

th
e 
Th
re
e 

Gi
rl

s 
hu

rn
mi

ng
 

th
e 

‘B
UG

SY
. 

M
A
L
O
N
E
’
 

so
ng
. 

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(t
o 
au

di
en

ce
) 

W
i
t
h
 

an
 
It

al
ia

n 
M
o
t
h
e
r
 
an
d 

an
 
Ir

is
h 

Fa
th
er
 

I’
d 

na
tu

ra
ll

y 
gr
ow
n 

up
 a
 l
it
tl
e 

co
nf

us
ed

. 
I 
di

dn
’t

 
se
e 

m
u
c
h
 

fu
tu

re
 

as
 

a 
sp

ag
he

tt
i 

wa
it

er
 

at
 
M
a
m
a
 

Lu
gi

ni
’s

 
or

 
pu

sh
in

g 
a 
pe

n 
at
 
Ci
ty
 
Ha
ll
, 

so
 

I’
d 

dr
if

te
d 

fr
om
 

th
is
 

to
 
th
at
, 

yo
u 

kn
ow
, 

w
a
l
k
i
n
g
 

th
e 

li
ne

, 
tr
yi
ng
 
ha

rd
 

no
t 

to
 

fa
ll
 
ei

th
er

 
si

de
..

. 
un
ti
l,
 
th

at
 

is,
 
th
e 

ni
gh

t 
I 
wa
lk
ed
 

in
 
he

re
 

to
 
Po

p 
Be
ck
er
’s
 
Bo
ok
 

St
or

e.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(t
o 
Bl
ou
se
y)
 

Hi
, 

ho
w 

yo
u 

do
in

g?
 
I’

m 
Bu

gs
y 

Ma
lo
ne
. 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

ig
no

re
s 

hi
m.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Yo
u 

a 
d
a
n
c
e
r
?
 

A 
si

ng
er

, 
ri

gh
t?

 
Oh
, 

a 
ba
se
-b
al
l 

pl
ay

er
. 

He
 
pu

ll
s 

he
r 

ba
se
-b
al
l 

ou
t 

of
 h

er
 
ba
g.



    

 
 

    

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Zip 
the 

lip, 
wisey. 

I’m 
in 

no 
mood 

for 
conversa- 

tion. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Y
o
u
 

don’t 
like 

me? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Listen, 
wisey. 

I’m 
surprised 

you 
don’t 

stoop 
with 

all 
that 

dandruff 
on 

your 
shoulders. 

B
u
g
s
y
 
self-consciously 

brushes 
his 

shoulders. 
Pop 

B
e
c
k
e
r
 

has 

returned 
through 

the 
book-case 

door. 

P
O
P
 
B
E
C
K
E
R
 

Honey, 
you 

can 
go 

in 
now. 

Blousey 
steps 

through. 
Fizzy, 

who 
follows 

her, 
speaks 

to 
B
u
g
s
y
 

before 
ducking 

through 
the 

door. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

If 
she’s 

here 
about 

the 
audition, 

Bugsy, 
she’s 

got 
a 

long 
wait. 

Every 
day 

they 
tell 

me 
to 

come 
back 

t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(to 
audience) 

Now, 
you 

might 
be 

wondering 
what 

kind 
of 

crazy 
place 

this 
is 

— 
with 

people 
disappearing 

into 
book-cases. 

Well, 
firstly, 

this 
neighbourhood 

ain’t 
for 

d
u
m
b
 

b
u
m
s
 

and 
secondly, 

this 
book 

store 
ain’t 

no 
book 

store. 
This 

is 
Fat 

Sam’s 
place 

— 
Fat 

Sam’s 
Grand 

Slam -— liveliest 
joint 

in 
town. 

— 

He 
p
u
s
h
e
s
 

off 
the 

book 
shelves 

and 
the 

stage 
is 

lit 
fully 

for 
the 

first 

time. 
The 

‘
B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
’
 

song 
which 

has 
been 

playing 
contin- 

uously 
over 

the 
previous 

scene 
gives 

way 
to 

the 
loud 

and 
energetic 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
’
S
 
G
R
A
N
D
 
S
L
A
M
’
 

song. 
The 

stage 
is 

full 
and 

busy. 
The 

chorus 
dances. 

Fat 
Sam’s 

G
r
a
n
d
 
S
l
a
m
 

A
n
y
b
o
d
y
 
who 

is 
anybody 

Will 
soon 

walk 
through 

that 
door 

At 
Fat 

Sam’s 
Grand 

Slam 
speakeasy 

Always 
able 

to 
find 

you 
a 

table 
There’s 

room 
for 

just 
one 

more 
At 

Fat 
Sam’s 

Grand 
Slam 

speakeasy 

*Once 
you 

get 
here 

Feel 
the 

good 
cheer 

Like 
they 

say 
in 

the 
poem 

Fat 
Sam’s 

ain’t 
humble 

But 
it’s 

your 
h
o
m
e
-
s
w
e
e
t
-
h
o
m
e
 

Plans 
are 

made 
here 

G
a
m
e
s
 

are 
played 

here 
I 
could 

write 
me 

a 
book 

E
a
c
h
 
night 

astounds 
you 

R
u
m
o
u
r
s
 

are 
a-buzzing 

Stories 
by 

the 
dozen 

Look 
a
r
o
u
n
d
 
you 

cousin 
At 

the 
n
e
w
s
 
we’re 

m
a
k
i
n
g
 
here 

A
n
y
b
o
d
y
 
w
h
o
 

is 
a
n
y
b
o
d
y
 

Will 
soon 

walk 
t
h
r
o
u
g
h
 
that 

door 
At 

Fat 
Sam’s 

Grand 
Slam 

speakeasy 

See 
the 

politician 
Sitting 

by 
the 

kitchen 
Said 

he 
caught 

his 
fingers 

In 
the 

well 
he 

was 
wishing 

in 

*Repeat 

The 
n
u
m
b
e
r
 
ends 

and 
we 

see 
B
u
g
s
y
 
and 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

collide 
centre 

front 
of 

stage. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ouch, 
look 

where 
you're 

going 
will 

you. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

rubs 
his 

shin. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

[
m
s
o
r
r
y
,
 

I’m 
truly 

sorry. 
Oh 

it’s 
you, 

Dandruff. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Don’t 
worry, 

I’ve 
had 

a 
shampoo 

since 
we 

last 
spoke. 

That 
base-ball 

bat 
could 

be 
classified 

as 
a 
dangerous 

w
e
a
p
o
n
 
you 

know. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

M
y
 
mother 

made 
me 

pack 
it. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

/Yov’re a 
sports 

nut? 
- 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

It’s 
for 

protection, 
in 

case 
I 

get 
robbed. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

/Yov’re a 
singer, 

right? 
| 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

That 
depends 

on 
your 

taste 
in 

music. 
I’m 

here 
about 

a job. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Did 
you 

get 
the 

job? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

They 
said 

come 
back 

tomorrow. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

They 
always 

do. 
What’s 

your 
name 

a
n
y
w
a
y
?
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Brown. 
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Sounds 
like 

a 
loaf 

of bread. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Blousey 
B
r
o
w
n
.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Sounds 
like 

a 
stale 

loaf 
of bread. 

_
~
B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Keep 
your 

jokes 
behind 

your 
teeth, 

wisey. 

~
B
U
G
S
Y
 

Pleased 
to 

meet 
you. 

I’m 
Bugsy 

M
a
l
o
n
e
.



            

 
 

As
 

th
ey
 
sh

ak
e 

ha
nd
s,
 
su
dd
en
ly
 

we
 
he
ar
 
lo
ud
 
sc
re
am
s 

fr
om
 

th
e 

oc
cu

pa
nt

s 
of
 
th
e 

sp
ea
ke
as
y.
 

Th
e 

H
o
o
d
s
 
fr
om
 

be
fo
re
 
bu
rs
t 

in
. 

Th
er

e 
is 

fu
ll
-s
ca
le
 
pa

ni
c.

 
Ta

bl
es

 
ar
e 

tu
rn
ed
 

ov
er
; 

pe
op
le
 
ru
n 

ba
ck
wa
rd
s 

an
d 

fo
rw

ar
ds

 
ac

ro
ss

 
st

ag
e.

 
M
a
n
y
 
pe

op
le

 
ar
e 

sp
lu
rg
ed
. 

Th
e 

H
o
o
d
s
 
ma
ke
 

th
ei
r 

ex
it
. 

On
e 

of
 
th
e 
H
o
o
d
s
,
 

an
 
un
fo
rt
un
at
e 

ca
ll

ed
 
Do
od
le
, 

dr
op

s 
on
e 

of
 t

he
 
pr
ec
io
us
 
sp
lu
rg
e 

gu
ns

. 
He
 
ru
ns
 

ou
t.
 
B
r
o
n
x
 
Ch
ar
li
e 

se
nd

s 
hi
m 

ba
ck
 

fo
r 

it.
 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

Th
e 

gu
n,

 
Do
od
le
! 

Yo
u 

d
u
m
m
y
!
 

Ge
t 

th
e 

gu
n.
 
Yo
u 

ca
n’

t 
le
av
e 

th
e 

gu
n!

 

D
o
o
d
l
e
 

re
tr
ie
ve
s 

th
e 

gu
n,

 
ho

ld
in

g 
it 

th
e 

w
r
o
n
g
 
wa
y 

r
o
u
n
d
 

so
 
th

at
 
he

’s
 

po
in
ti
ng
 

it 
at
 
hi

ms
el

f.
 
He
 
ba

ck
s 

of
f,
 
b
u
m
p
i
n
g
 

in
to
 
ta
bl
es
 

un
ti
l 
B
r
o
n
x
 

Ch
ar

li
e 

an
d 

Y
o
n
k
e
r
s
 

re
tu
rn
 
an
d 

ph
ys
ic
al
ly
 
ya
nk
 
hi

m 
of

f 
th
e 

st
ag

e.
 

Th
e 

cu
st
om
er
s 

of
 t

he
 
sp
ea
ke
as
y 

pi
ck
 
th
em
se
lv
es
 

up
 
an
d 

ch
at

 
am

on
gs

t 
th
em
se
lv
es
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 
ap

pe
ar

s 
fr
om

 
un

de
r 

a 
ta
bl
e.
 
Ne

rv
ou

sl
y 

he
 

tr
ie

s 
to 

re
as

su
re

 
hi
s 

cu
st
om
er
s.
 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

O
K
.
 

ev
er
yb
od
y,
 

it
’s
 
O.
K.
, 

no
th

in
g 

to
 
wo

rr
y 

ab
ou
t 

no
w.
 
Ba
ck
 

to
 
yo

ur
 

ta
bl

es
. 

Ra
za

ma
ta

z!
 

Mu
si
c!
 

I 
w
a
n
n
a
 

se
e 

ev
er

yb
od

y 
en
jo
yi
ng
 
th
em
se
lv
es
. 

Fr
ee
 
dr
in
ks
 

on
 
th
e 

ho
us
e.
 

It
’s

 
ju
st
 

a 
li

tt
le

 
ex

ci
te

me
nt

, 
th

at
’s

 
al

l.
 
No
 
on

e 
ca
n 

sa
y 

Fa
t 

Sa
m’
s 

ai
n’

t 
th

e 
li

ve
li

es
t 

jo
in

t 
in
 
to
wn
. 

(L
au
gh
s 

ne
rv

ou
sl

y 
to 

hi
ms
el
f)
 

Th
e 

ba
nd
 
pl

ay
s 

on
, 

a 
li

tt
le

 
mu
te
d.
 
Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

st
ra

ig
ht

en
s 

a 
fe
w 

up
- 

tu
rn

ed
 
ch
ai
rs
. 

He
 
wa

lk
s 

ov
er
 

to
 
wh
er
e 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

si
ts

, 
p
r
o
p
p
e
d
 

up
, 

ho
ld
in
g 

hi
s 

sp
lu

rg
ed

 
ar
m.
 
Th
e 

ot
he

r 
m
e
m
b
e
r
s
 

of
 t

he
 
ga

ng
 

ar
e 

ar
ou

nd
 

hi
m.
 
Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

to
uc

he
s 

th
e 

sp
lu
rg
e.
 
He

 
ex
am
in
es
 

th
e 

go
oe
y 

me
ss

 
on

 
th
e 

en
d 

of
 h

is
 
fi

ng
er

s.
 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
,
 

di
s 

m
e
a
n
s
 

tr
ou
bl
e.
 

Li
gh

ts
 
do
wn
 

to
 
bl

ac
k.

 
A 

pa
pe
rb
oy
 
ru
ns
 
th

ro
ug

h 
th
e 

au
di

en
ce

 
wa
vi
ng
 

ne
ws

pa
pe

rs
 
an
d 

sh
ou
ti
ng
 
ex
ci
te
dl
y.
 

P
A
P
E
R
B
O
Y
 

Re
ad
 

al
l 

ab
ou

t 
it.

 
N
e
w
 
we

ap
on

 
fo
r 

mo
bs
te
rs
. 

Re
ad

 
al
l 

ab
ou
t 

it.
 
N
e
w
 
ga
ng
 
wa

rf
ar

e 
fl
ar
es
. 

Re
ad
 

it 
in
 
Th

e 
Re
co
rd
. 

Re
ad

 
al
l 

ab
ou

t 
it.

 

On
 
st

ag
e 

le
ft

 
a 

li
gh

t 
on

 
th
e 
R
a
d
i
o
 
A
n
n
o
u
n
c
e
r
.
 

He
 
re

ad
s 

th
e 

ne
ws
 

bu
ll

et
in

 
wi

th
 
gr
ea
t 

ur
ge
nc
y.
 

Th
e 

ol
d 

fa
sh

io
ne

d 
mi

cr
op

ho
ne

 
is 

as
 
be

fo
re

. 
A 

la
rg

e 
re

d 
‘O
N 

AI
R’
 
si
gn
 
no
w 

ha
ng

s 
be

hi
nd

. 

R
A
D
I
O
 
A
N
N
O
U
N
C
E
R
 

We
 
in

te
rr

up
t 

th
is

 
p
r
o
g
r
a
m
m
e
 

of
 

mu
si

c 
to

 
br

in
g 

yo
u 

an
 
im

po
rt

an
t 

ne
ws

 
fl
as
h.
 

. 
. 

. 
Re
po
rt
s 

  ar
e 

co
mi
ng
 

in
 

of
 

a 
ga
ng
la
nd
 
in
ci
de
nt
 

on
 
th

e 
Lo
we
r 

Ea
st

 
Si
de
 
in
vo
lv
in
g 

a 
ce
rt
ai
n 

Ro
be
rt
 
Ro
bi
ns
on
, 

k
n
o
w
n
 

to
 
th
e 

po
li
ce
 

as
 
‘R
ox
y 

th
e 

We
as
el
’,
 
be
li
ev
ed
 

to
 
be

 
a 
m
e
m
b
e
r
 

of
 
th

e 
ga
ng
 

of
 
al
le
ge
d 

Mo
bs
te
r 

Ki
ng
, 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

St
ac
et
to
. 

Ro
bi
ns
on
 

wa
s 

th
e 

vi
ct
im
 

of
 

a 
se
ns
at
io
na
l 

ev
en
t 

an
d 

we
 

go
 
ov
er
 

to
 
ou
r 

re
po
rt
er
 
on
 
th
e 

sp
ot
 
fo
ra
..
..
 

Li
gh
t 

do
wn
 

on
 
R
a
d
i
o
 
A
n
n
o
u
n
c
e
r
.
 
Li
gh
t 

up
 
on
 
Fa
t 

Sa
m’
s 

ro
om
, 

on
a 

ra
is
ed
 
pl
at
fo
rm
 

ri
gh
t 

of
 s

ta
ge
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

is 
ra
nt
in
g 

an
d 

ra
vi
ng
. 

Hi
s 

tr
us
te
d 

h
e
n
c
h
m
e
n
 

si
t 
an
d 

li
st
en
 
in
te
nt
ly
. 

F
A
T
 
SA
M_
 

5o
 

te
ll
 
me
 
ho
w 

yo
u 

al
lo
w 

th
is
 

to
 
ha
pp
en
? 

Ro
xy
 

wa
s 

on
e 

of
 
m
y
 

be
st
. 

W
h
a
t
 
ha
ve
 
yo
u 

go
t 

to
 
sa
y 

fo
r 

yo
ur
se
lv
es
, 

yo
u 

bu
nc
h 

of
 
d
u
m
m
i
e
s
?
 
Kn
uc
kl
es
? 
Ri
tz
y?
 

An
ge
lo
? 

Sn
ak
e 

Ey
es
? 

Ca
ll
 
yo
ur
se
lv
es
 
ho
od
lu
ms
. 

Yo
wr
e 

a 
di
sg
ra
ce
 

to
 
yo
ur
 
pr
of
es
si
on
. 

Do
 
yo
u 

he
ar
 
me
? 

A 
di
sg
ra
ce
. 

An
d 

mo
st
 

of
 
al
l 

yo
u’
re
 

a 
di
sg
ra
ce
 

to
 
me
. 

Fa
t 

Sa
m.
 

He
 
pa
ts
 
hi
ms
el
f 

pr
ou
dl
y.
 
He
 
go

es
 

to 
th
e-
dr
in
ks
 
ca
bi
ne
t 

an
d 

ge
ts
 
ou
ta
 

gl
as
s 

an
d 

a 
de
ca
nt
er
 

of
 o

ra
ng
e 

ju
ic

e.
 
Th

e 
ga
ng
 

ar
e 

ve
ry
 
du
mb
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

An
d 

we
 

al
l 
k
n
o
w
 
wh
o’
s 

be
li
gi
d 

al
l 

th
is
, 

do
n’
t 

we
? 

G
A
N
G
 

Su
re
, 

Bo
ss
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Yo
u 

do
n’
t 

ne
ed
 

a 
ha
tf
ul
 

of
 b

ra
in

s 
to

 
k
n
o
w
 

th
at
, 

do
 

yo
u?
 

G
A
N
G
 

Ce
rt

ai
nl

y 
no
t,
 
Bo
ss
. 

Th
ey
 

ai
l 

sh
ak
e 

th
ei
r 

he
ad
s.
 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

We
al
l 

k
n
o
w
 
wh
o’
s 

m
o
n
k
e
y
i
n
g
 

us
 
ar
ou
nd
, 

do
n’
t 

we
? 

G
A
N
G
 

Su
re

 
do
, 

Bo
ss
. 

F
A
T
 
SA
M_
 

So
 
wh
o 

is 
it

, 
yo
u 

d
u
m
m
i
e
s
?
 

Th
ey
 

lo
ok
 

at
 
on
e 

an
ot
he
r,
 
un
su
re
 
wh

et
he

r 
th
ey
 
sh

ou
ld

 
an

sw
er

. 

G
A
N
G
 

D
a
n
d
y
 
Da
n,
 

Bo
ss

. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
_
 

Do
n’
t 

da
re
 
m
e
n
t
i
o
n
 

hi
s 

na
me
 
in
 

th
is
 

of
fi

ce
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

ha
s 

fa
ll

en
 

of
f 

hi
s 

ch
ai
r 

in
 
ex

ci
te

me
nt

. 
Fi
zz
y 

po
ke
s 

hi
s 

he
ad
 

ar
ou
nd
 

th
e 

do
or
. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Er
 
Bo
ss
, 

er
, 
ho
w 

ab
ou
t 

my
 
au

di
ti

on
? 

Yo
u 

sa
id

 
co
me
 

ba
ck

 
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.



    

 
 

  

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

AmI 
g
o
i
n
g
 
m
a
d
?
 
Are 

m
y
 

ears 
playing 

tricks 
on 

me? 
C
o
m
e
 

back 
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
,
 

Fizzy. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

But 
today 

is 
tomorrow, 

Mr 
Sam. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Fizzy, 
will 

you 
get 

out 
of 

here? 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

lunges 
at 

Fizzy 
and 

in 
the 

process 
trips 

over 
Fizzy’s 

bucket. 
Once 

again, 
the 

gang 
pick 

him 
up 

and 
brush 

him 
down. 

L
O
U
I
S
 

Y
o
u
 
O.K. 

Boss? 

S
N
A
K
E
 
E
Y
E
S
 

T
a
k
e
 

it 
easy 

Boss, 
you'll 

break 
something. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

B
r
e
a
k
 
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g
?
 
Sure 

I'll 
break 

something, 

Snake 
Eyes. 

I’ll 
break 

your 
d
u
m
b
 

neck! 
Dancers, 

dancers. 
I’m 

surrounded 
by 

n
a
m
b
y
 
p
a
m
b
y
 

dancers, 
singers, 

piano 
players, 

banjo 
players, 

tin 
whistle 

players, 
at 

a 
time 

when 
I 
need 

brains. 
You 

hear 
me? 

Brains! 
Brains 

and 
muscles. 

G
A
N
G
 

You 
got 

us 
Boss. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

takes 
the 

soda 
syphon 

in 
order 

to 
top 

up 
Fat 

Sam’s 
orange 

Juice. 
Fat 

S
a
m
 

holds 
out 

the 
glass. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

squeezes 
and 

misses. 
The 

soda 
spray 

splashes 
everywhere 

but 
in 

the 
glass. 

Mostly, 
it goes 

on 
Fat 

S
a
m
 

who 
is 

drenched 
and 

naturally 
furious. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

You! 
You 

m
a
n
u
r
e
 
face... 

you... 
y
o
u
.
.
.
 

great 
hunk 

of lard! 
Your 

trouble 
is 

you’ve 
got 

muscle 
where 

you 
ought 

to 
have 

brains. 
I 

tell 
you, 

m
y
 

pet 
canary’s 

got 
m
o
r
e
 

brains 
than 

you! 
You 

d
u
m
b
 

salami! 

He 
pulls 

Knuckle’s 
hat 

over 
his 

head. 
Snatching 

the 
soda 

syphon, 
he 

squirts 
it 

into 
Knuckle’s 

face. 
Ritzy, 

Angelo, 
Louis, 

and 
S
n
a
k
e
 

Eyes 
giggle. 

Their 
faces 

change 
as 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

stalks 
them 

round 
the 

room, 

F
A
T
 
SAM_ 

So 
what’s 

funny? 

He 
squirts 

the 
syphon 

at 
all 

of them. 

G
A
N
G
 

Nothing 
Boss. 

A
a
a
a
a
a
a
a
h
!
 

Light 
out 

on 
Fat 

Sam’s 
office. 

Light 
up 

on 
B
u
g
s
y
 
and 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
who 

are 
left 

and 
front 

of stage. 
B
u
g
s
y
 

is 
still 

trying 
to 

befriend 
her. 

She 
is 

still 
uninterested 

in 
him. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

CanI 
give 

you a lift? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

You 
got a 

car? 

8 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Er, 
no. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

T
h
e
n
 
h
o
w
 
you 

g
o
n
n
a
 

give 
me a lift, 

Buster? 
Put 

m
e
 

in 
an 

elevator? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It’s 
anice 

night, 
we 

could 
walk. 

Which 
way 

you 
going? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Which 
way 

you 
going? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

This 
way..(Points 

left) 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

ThenI’m 
going 

this 
way. 

(Moves 
off right) 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Let 
me 

carry 
your 

bag 
at 

least. 
Have 

you 
eaten? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Ever 
since 

L was 
a 

child. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Then 
how 

come 
your'e 

so 
skinny 

smartie? 
B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

I watch 
my 

weight. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Yeah, 
I do 

that 
when 

I’m 
broke 

too. 
You 

hungry? 
B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

No. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

/Yovu’re 
not 

hungry? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

No, 
starving. 

“ 

A 
table 

with 
a 

red 
check 

tablecloth 
has 

been 
brought 

on 
centre 

stage. 
A 

waiter 
holds 

the 
chair 

out 
for 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

to 
sit 

down. 
The 

Violinist 
walks 

on 
and 

plays 
his 

violin. 
The 

action 
ts 

continuous, 
as 

is 
the 

dialogue. 
Other 

tables 
wih 

check 
cloths 

are 
brought 

on 
and 

people 
sit 

at 
them 

until 
a full 

restaurant 
is 

created. 
A 

surly 
waitress 

comes 
up, 

chewing 
gum. 

She 
is 

very 
bored 

as 
she 

waits. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Are 
you 

going 
back 

to 
the 

speakeasy 
tomorrow? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Er 
no, 

I’m 
gonna 

try 
my 

luck 
at 

the 
Bijoux 

Theatre. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

The 
L
e
n
a
 
Marelli 

S
h
o
w
?
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

She’s 
walked 

out. 
They’re 

looking 
for 

a 
replacement. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh, 
she 

walks 
out 

every 
week 

and 
every 

week 
they 

have 
auditions 

and 
every 

week 
she 

walks 
back 

again... . 
But 

don’t 
let 

me 
put 

you 
off. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

You 
won't. 

W
h
a
t
 

do 
you 

do? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh, 
this 

and 
that. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Oh, 
crooked 

h
u
h
.
.
.
.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No, 
not 

quite. 
I find 

fighters, 
boxers. 

In 
fact 

I 
was 

a 
fighter 

myself 
once, 

pretty 
good 

too.



            

 
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Yo
u 

we
re

? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Su
re

, 
I 
co

ul
d 

ha
ve
 
be

en
 

a 
ch

am
pi

on
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Yo
u 

co
ul
d?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Su
re

, 
bu

t 
fo

r 
a 

co
up

le
 

of
 
th
in
gs
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Li
ke

 
wh

at
? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Li
ke
 
je
ll
y 

le
gs
, 

an
d 

a 
gl
as
s 

ja
w.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

So
me

 
ch
am
pi
on
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

I'
d 

do
 
we

ll
 

fo
r 

a 
co
up
le
 

of
 
ro
un
ds
 
bu
t 

I 
wa
s 

ab
ou

t 
as

 
to
ug
h 

as
 

a 
ba

ll
 

of
 
co
tt
on
 
wo

ol
. 

Th
is
 
ja
w 

(P
oi
nt
s)
 
ha
d 

mo
re
 

gl
as
s 

in
 

it 
th
an
 
Ma
cy
’s
 
wi

nd
ow

. 
On

e 
pu

nc
h 

wa
s 

en
ou
gh
 

to
 

se
nd
 
me

 
ba
ck
 

to
 
th

e 
dr
es
si
ng
 
ro
om
 

— 
ge

ne
ra

ll
y 

on
a 

st
re
tc
he
r.
 

..
. 

Th
ey

’d
 

sl
ap
 
my

 
fa

ce
, 

ge
t 

ou
t 

th
e 

sm
el

li
ng

 
sa
lt
s 

an
d 

I’
d 
co

me
 
ro

un
d 

ki
dd

in
g 

my
se

lf
 

it 
wa
s 

a 
lu

ck
y 

pu
nc

h.
 
H
o
w
 
m
a
n
y
 
ti

me
s 

ca
n 

it 
be

 
a 
lu
ck
y 

pu
nc
h?
 
Th
en
 

I 
wi

se
d 

up
, 

be
fo

re
 
my
 

fa
ce

 
lo

ok
ed

 
li

ke
 

a 
pl

at
e 

of
 m
a
s
h
e
d
 

po
ta

to
es

..
. 

. 
(H
e 

pu
sh

es
 

hi
s 

ea
r 

an
d 

no
se

 
to 

re
se

mb
le

 
a 

p
u
n
c
h
e
d
-
u
p
 

bo
xe

r.
) 

I 
co

ul
d 

ha
ve

 
be

en
 

a 
co

nt
en

de
r,

 
Ch
ar
li
e.
 

(M
ar
lo
n 

Br
an

do
 

vo
ic

e)
 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

la
ug
hs
. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

ki
ss
es
 

hi
s 

fi
ng

er
s 

an
d 

to
uc
he
s 

he
r 

no
se

. 

W
A
I
T
R
E
S
S
 

(c
he

wi
ng

) 
Lo
ok
 
Bu
dd
y,
 

in
 
ca

se
 
yo
u’
re
 

wo
nd
er
in
g,
 

I 
ai
n’
t 

pa
rt

 
of
 t

he
 
fu
rn
it
ur
e.
 
(P

ro
no

un
ce

d 
‘f
oy
ni
tu
re
’)
 
Ar
e 

yo
u 

ea
ti
n’
 

or
 
ar
e 

yo
u 

me
et
in
’?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Er
..

.n
o,

 
we

'l
l 

ha
ve
 
tw
o 

B
a
n
a
n
a
 
Bo

oz
le

s 
wi
th
 

do
ub
le
 

ic
e 

cr
ea

m 
wi
th
 
nu

ts
 
an
d 

ch
oc

ol
at

e 
sa

uc
e,

 
tw

o 
cr
ea
m 

Ar
iz

on
a 

do
ug

hn
ut

s 
an
d 

a 
co
ke
 
wi

th
 
tw

o 
st

ra
ws

. 

Su
dd

en
ly

, 
th

er
e 

is 
p
a
n
d
e
m
o
n
i
u
m
 

on
ce

 
mo

re
 

as
 
th

e 
H
o
o
d
s
 

ru
sh

 
in

 
an
d 

sp
lu

rg
e 

ag
ai

n.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 
an
d 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

ta
ke

 
re

fu
ge

 
un

de
r 

th
e 

ta
bl

e.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

We
ca

n’
t 

go
 
on

 
me
et
in
g 

li
ke
 

th
is
. 

Th
ey
 
sh
uf
fl
e 

fo
r 

sa
fe

ty
, 

ac
ro

ss
 

th
e 

st
ag
e,
 

on
 
th

ei
r 

kn
ee

s.
 

Li
gh
ts
 
do

wn
. 

Li
gh

ts
 

up
 
on

 
En

gl
is

h 
R
e
p
o
r
t
e
r
 

in
 
te

le
ph

on
e 

bo
x 

to
 
th

e 
ri
gh
t 

of
 s

ta
ge

. 

E
N
G
L
I
S
H
 
R
E
P
O
R
T
E
R
 

N
o
w
 

ge
t 

th
is
, 

ne
ws
 
de

sk
 

..
. 

th
er

e’
s 

be
en
 

a 
fr

ig
ht

fu
ll

y 
ba

d 
sh
ow
 
he
re
 

in
 
Am

er
ic

a 
ch

ap
s 

an
d 

th
is

 
ti

me
 

th
e 

Ya
nk

s 
ha
ve
 
go

ne
 

to
o 

fa
r 

an
d 

wh
at
’s
 
mo

re
 

it
’s
 j

us
t 

no
t 

cr
ic
ke
t.
 
An
d,
 

as
 

I 
sp

ea
k,

 
th

er
e’

s 
a 

pi
tc

h 
ba
tt
le
 
go

in
g 

on
 

he
re
 
an
d.
..
 

F
O
R
E
I
G
N
 
R
E
P
O
R
T
E
R
S
 

1 
A
N
D
 

2 
(S
im
il
ar
 

to
 
th
e 

ab
ov
e 

bu
t 

in
 
ap
pr
op
ri
at
e 

fo
re
ig
n 

la
ng
ua
ge
s.
) 

Li
gh
ts
 
do
wn
 

to 
bl
ac
k.
 
M
u
c
h
 
co
mm
ot
io
n.
 
Li
gh
ts
 

up
 
ag
ai
n 

an
d 

th
e 

th
re
e 

in
tr
ep
id
 
re
po
rt
er
s 

ar
e 

fr
oz
en
 

by
 
th
ei
r 

ph
on
es
, 

co
ve
re
d 

in
 
sp
lu
rg
e 

an
d 

cu
st
ar
d 

pi
e.
 

Li
gh
ts
 

up
 
on
 
D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 
an
d 

Lo
ue
ll
a 

fr
on
t 

of
 s

ta
ge
 

in
 
th
ei
r 

ar
m 

ch
ai
rs
. 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

in
 
hi
s 

si
lk
 
dr
es
si
ng
 
g
o
w
n
 
an
d 

cr
av
at
. 

Lo
ue
ll
a 

is
 

el
eg
an
tl
y 

dr
es
se
d 

in
 
sa
ti
n.
 
A 

Ce
ll
is
t 

pl
ay
s 

ne
xt
 

to
 
th
em
. 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

ge
ts
 
up
 
an
d 

sw
it
ch
es
 
hi
m/
he
r 

of
f 

li
ke

 
a 

ra
di
o 

(b
y 

tw
it
ch
in
g 

th
e 

no
se
, 

pe
rh
ap
s)
. 

L
O
U
E
L
L
A
 

Oh
 
ho
ne
y,
 

do
n’
t 

sw
it
ch
 
th
at
 

of
f,
 

I 
wa
s 

en
jo

yi
ng

 
th
at
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

I
h
a
v
e
 

to
 
co

nc
en

tr
at

e,
 
Pr
in
ce
ss
. 

I 
ha

ve
 

a 
li

tt
le

 
bu

si
ne

ss
 

to
 
at
te
nd
 

to
. 

A 
B
u
t
l
e
r
 

ha
s 

en
te
re
d.
 

B
U
T
L
E
R
 

[v
e 

sh
ow

n 
Mr
 
Br
on
x 

Ch
ar
li
e 

an
d 

C
o
m
p
a
n
y
 

in
to
 

th
e 

co
ns
er
va
to
ry
, 

Si
r.

 
~ 

L
O
U
V
E
L
L
A
 

Bu
t 

ai
n’

t 
yo

u 
go

nn
a 

pl
ay
 
no
 
mo

re
, 

ho
ne

y?
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

La
te
r 

m
y
 

ro
se

, 
la

te
r.

 
. 

He
 

de
ft

ly
 
ki

ss
es

 
he

r 
ha
nd
 
an

d 
wa

lk
s 

up
 

th
e 

st
ai
rs
 

to 
th

e 
pl
at
fo
rm
 
on
 

le
ft
. 
B
r
o
n
x
 
Ch

ar
li

e 
an

d 
th
e 
H
o
o
d
s
 
j
u
m
p
 

up
 
fr

om
 
th

ei
r 

ca
su
al
 

sl
um

pe
d 

po
si

ti
on

s,
 
st

an
di

ng
 

to
 
at

te
nt

io
n,

 
an
d 

ya
nk
in
g 

of
f 

th
ei
r 

ha
ts

. 
D
o
o
d
l
e
 

is 
on

 
th
e 

en
d 

of
 
th
e 

li
ne
. 

. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Hi
 
bo
ys
. 

O.
K.

, 
re

la
x.

 
We

ll
, 

gu
ys

, 
I’
d 

li
ke

 
to

 
ta
ke
 

th
is

 
op

po
rt

un
it

y 
of
 t

ha
nk

in
g 

yo
u 

fo
r 

yo
ur
 
wo

rk
 

so
 
fa

r.
 

Ev
er

yt
hi

ng
’s

 
go
ne
 

sw
el

l,
 
ju
st
 
sw

el
l.

 

B
R
O
N
X
 
C
H
A
R
L
I
E
 

Th
an

ks
 

Bo
ss

. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 
mu

st
 
ha

ve
 
ha
d 

qu
it

e.
a 

sh
oc
k.
 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

ha
s 

ta
ke

n 
fi
ve
 
re
d 

ro
se
s 

an
d 

ha
nd
s 

th
em
 

ou
t.
 
He
 
mi

ss
es

 
ou

t 
Do

od
le

. 
, 

B
r
o
n
x
 
Ch
ar
li
e,
 
L
a
u
g
h
i
n
g
 
Bo

y,
 
Sh
ou
ld
er
s,
 
Y
o
n
k
e
r
s
,
 
B
e
n
n
y
 

Le
e,

 
an
y 

m
o
m
e
n
t
 
no
w,
 
Fa

t 
Sa

m 
wi

ll
 

be
 
cr
aw
li
ng
 
on

 
hi
s 

kn
ee

s 
to
 
me

. 

Th
e 

Bu
tl
er
 
wa

lk
s 

on
 
wi
th
 

a 
tr
ay
 

of
 c

us
ta

rd
 
pi

es
. 

D
o
o
d
l
e
 

lo
ok
s 

at
 
hi
s 

em
pt

y 
ha

nd
. 

Th
er

e 
se

em
s 

to
 

be
 
so

me
 
mi
st
ak
e.
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D
O
O
D
L
E
 

E
r
.
.
.
I
 

don’t 
have 

a 
flower 

Boss. 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

ignores 
him, 

takes 
a 

pie 
and 

h
a
n
d
s
 

the 
others 

to 
the 

other 

g
a
n
g
 
m
e
m
b
e
r
s
.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Soon 
all 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

will 
have 

is 
the 

clothes 
he 

stands 
up 

in 
and 

a 
suitcase 

full 
of 

memories. 

D
O
O
D
L
E
 

Er... 
what 

about 
my 

flower 
Boss?I...don’t... 

h
a
v
e
 

...a f
l
o
w
e
r
.
.
.
 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 
and 

the 
H
o
o
d
s
 
surround 

him. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

You 
goofed, 

Doodle. 
You 

dropped 
the 

gun. 
And 

I 
don’t 

allow 
m
i
s
t
a
k
e
s
 

in 
this 

outfit, 
’cause 

mistakes 
could 

put 
us 

all 
in 

the 
caboose 

and 
Sing 

Sing 
ain’t 

my 
style. 

D
O
O
D
L
E
 

No 
Boss, 

please 
no. 

I didn’t 
mean 

to 
drop 

the 
gun, 

honest 
I 
didn’t. 

It just 
kind 

of 
slipped 

out 
of my 

hands. 
Any 

guy 
can 

make 
a 
mistake. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Button 
your 

lip, 
Doodle 

. 
. . you’re 

all 
washed 

up. 

D
O
O
D
L
E
 

Boss, 
give 

me a 
break. 

Boss! 

They 
throw 

their 
pies 

at 
close 

range. 
Doodle 

freezes 
and 

the 
H
o
o
d
s
 

carry 
off his 

stiff 
body. 

Lights 
down. 

Lights 
up 

on 
the 

opposite 
side 

of stage, 
front, 

where 
Fizzy 

sweeps 
up. 

He 
whistles 

his 
song. 

The 
chorus 

girls, 
Tillie, 

Loretta, 
Dotty 

and 

Bangles, 
chatter 

away 
as 

they 
come 

down 
the 

stairs 
from 

Sam’s 
office. 

Each 
one 

kisses 
Fizzy 

and 
leaves 

left 
of stage. 

T
I
L
L
I
E
 

Night 
Fizzy. 

._ 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Night 
Miss 

Tillie. 
Night 

Miss 
Loretta. 

B
a
n
g
l
e
s
 

gives 
him 

a 
huge 

hug 
and 

kiss, 
lifting 

him 
into 

the 
air, 

much 

to 
Fizzy’s 

pleasure. 

Night 
Miss 

Bangles... ! 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

comes 
down 

the 
stairs, 

followed 
by 

the 
faithful 

Knuckles, 

who 
cracks 

his 
knuckles 

as 
always. 

F
A
T
 
SAM_ 

Stop 
crackin’ 

your 
knuckles, 

Knuckles. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

But 
it’s 

howI 
got 

my 
n
a
m
e
 

Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Well 
k
n
o
c
k
 

it 
off, 

or 
c
h
a
n
g
e
 
your 

n
a
m
e
.
 

(Calls 
up) 

12 

Tallulah, 
are 

you 
ready? 

H
o
w
 
m
u
c
h
 

longer 
do 

you 
w
a
n
t
 

us 
to 

wait? 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

(0.S.) 
C
o
m
i
n
g
 
honey. 

You 
don’t 

w
a
n
t
 
m
e
 

looking 
a 
mess, 

do 
you? 

Fat 
S
a
m
 
paces 

up 
and 

down 
nervsouly. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 
paces 

obediently 
after 

him. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Er, 
Mr 

Sam, 
about 

my 
audition. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Later 
Fizzy, 

I’m 
busy 

right 
now. 

Keep 
practising. 

.. 
. ll 

see 
you 

t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.
 

. 
. 

. I 
promise 

you, 
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.
 

‘ 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

But 
yesterday 

you 
said 

t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

Boss. 

Tallulah 
has 

appeared, 
momentarily 

letting 
S
a
m
 

off the 
hook. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(up 
to 

Tallulah) 
Tallulah! 

You 
spend 

more 
time 

prettying 
yourself 

up 
than 

there’s 
time 

in 
the 

day. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Listen, 
honey, 

if I 
didn’t 

look this 
good, 

you 
wouldn’t 

give 
me 

the 
time 

of day. 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

storms 
off, 

frustrated 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

follows. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

I'l 
see 

you 
in 

the 
car... 

(to 
Knuckles) 

Don’t 
do 

that 
Knuckles. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Sorry 
Boss, 

it just 
slipped 

out. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Night 
Fizzy. 

(Kiss) 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Night 
Miss 

Tallulah. 

Fizzy 
is 

alone 
in 

the 
speakeasy. 

He 
sings 

(and 
dances 

also, 
if possible) 

his 
song. 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 
never 

comes 
W
h
a
t
 

kind 
of 

a 
fool 

Do 
they 

take 
me 

for? 
T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

A 
resting 

place 
for 

b
u
m
s
 

A 
trap 

set 
in 

the 
slums 

But 
I 
k
n
o
w
 

the 
score 

I 
won’t 

take 
no 

for 
an 

a
n
s
w
e
r
 

I 
was 

born 
to 

be 
a 

dancer 
now 
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T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

as
 
th

ey
 

sa
y 

An
ot

he
r 

wo
rk

in
g 

da
y 

An
d 

an
ot

he
r 

ch
or
e 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

An
 
aw
fu
l 

pr
ic
e 

to
 
pa
y 

I 
ga

ve
 

up
 
ye
st
er
da
y 

Bu
t 

th
ey
 

st
il

l 
wa

nt
 
mo
re
 

Th
ey
 

ar
e 

bo
un
d 

to
 
co

mp
ar

e 
me

 
To
 
Fr
ed
 
As

ta
ir

e 
wh
en
 

I’
m 

do
ne
 

*
A
n
y
o
n
e
 
wh
o 

fe
el

s 
th
e 

rh
yt
hm
 

Mo
vi

ng
 
th

ro
ug

h 
’e
m 

K
n
o
w
s
 

it
’s
 
go
nn
a 

do
 

’e
m 

go
od
 

To
 

le
t 

th
e 

mu
si
c 

bu
rs

t 
ou
t 

W
h
e
n
 

yo
u 

fe
el

 
as
su
re
d 

Le
t 

th
e 

pe
op
le
 
kn
ow
 

it 
Le
t 

yo
ur
 
la

ug
ht

er
 

lo
os
e 

Un
ti

l 
yo

ur
 
s
c
r
e
a
m
 

B
e
c
o
m
e
s
 

a 
lo
ve
-s
ho
ut
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
’
s
 

fa
r 

a
w
a
y
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

as
 
th

ey
 
sa
y 

Is
 
re

se
rv

ed
 

fo
r 

d
r
e
a
m
s
 

T
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
 

To
mo
rr
ow
’s
 

lo
ok

in
g 

gr
ey
 

A 
pl
ay
gr
ou
nd
 
al
wa
ys
 
lo
ck
ed
 

Tr
ai
ns
 

no
 
wi

nn
in

g 
te
am
 

I 
wo
n’
t 

ta
ke
 
no
 

fo
r 

an
 
an
sw
er
 

I 
wa
s 

bo
rn
 

to
 

be
 

a 
da
nc
er
 
no
w 

*R
ep
ea
t 

At
 

th
e 

en
d 

of
 F

iz
zy

’s
 
so
ng
, 

th
e 

cu
rt

ai
n 

(i
f 

th
er

e 
is 

on
e)
 

fa
ll
s.
 

If
 n

ot
 

li
gh
ts
 

to
 
bl
ac
k.
 

Cu
rt
ai
ns
 
op
en
. 

A 
la
dy
 

in
 
Vi
ki
ng
 
he
lm
et
 
an
d 

br
ea
st
pl
at
e 

co
me
s 

fr
om
 

be
hi

nd
 

th
e 

jo
in
 

in
 
th
e 

cu
rt
ai
ns
 
an
d 

st
ep
s 

in
to
 

a 
si

ng
le

 
sp
bt
. 

Sh
e 

cl
ea
rs
 

he
r 

th
ro

at
 
an
d 

st
ar
ts
 

to
 
si
ng
 

in
 

a 
to
rt
uo
us
 
op
er
at
ic
 

vo
ic
e.
 

S
I
N
G
E
R
 

Ve
li

a,
 

oh
 
Ve
li
a 

th
e 

wi
tc
h 

of
 
th
e 

wo
od
 

.. 
. 

O
S
C
A
R
 
DE
 
V
E
L
T
 

(f
ro

m 
th
e 

au
di

en
ce

) 
Ne

xt
! 

S
I
N
G
E
R
 

Bu
t 

I 
ha
ve
 
ot

he
r 

so
ng
s.
 

O
S
C
A
R
 
DE

 
V
E
L
T
 

Ye
ah
 
ho

ne
y,

 
bu
t 

do
 
yo
u 

ha
ve
 
ot

he
r 

14
 

    yr 
vo
ic
es
 

..
. 

? 
Ne
xt
. 

Co
me
 

on
, 

pl
ea
se
, 

sh
ak
e 

it 
up
 
yo
u 

gu
ys
, 

we
'v
e 

go
t 

a 
s
h
o
w
 

to
 
pu
t 

on
 
he
re
. 

Si
ng
er
 

le
av
es
 

in
 
te

ar
s.

 

A 
ma
gi
ci
an
 

in
 
wh
it
e 

ti
e,
 

ta
il
s,
 
to
pp
er
 
an
d 

ca
pe

 
wa
lk
s 

on
 
ce
nt
re
 
st
ag
e.
 

M
A
R
B
I
N
I
 

Go
od
 
ev
en
in
g,
 

I 
am
 

th
e 

Gr
ea
t 

Ma
rb
in
i,
 

Il
lu
si
on
is
t 

to
 
Ki
ng
s.
 

I 
ha
ve
 
be
en
 
pr
iv
il
eg
ed
 

to
 
ha
ve
 
ob
ta
in
ed
 
se
co
nd
 

bi
ll
in
g 

at
 
th
ea
tr
es
 

in
 
Mi
ss
ou
ri
, 

Po
la
r 

Bl
uf
f 

an
d 

No
rf
ol
k 

Ne
br
as
ka
, 

an
d 

I w
il
l 

no
w 

pe
rf
or
m 

fo
r 

yo
u 

a 
tr
ic
k 

se
en
 

be
fo
re
 
on
ly
 
by
 
th
e 

cr
ow
ne
d 

he
ad
s 

of
 E

ur
op
e.
 
F
r
o
m
 

th
is
 h

at
, 

I 
wi
ll
 
pr
od
uc
e 

no
t 

on
e 

ra
bb
it
 

(r
ol
l 

on
 
dr
um
s)
 

no
t 

tw
o 

ra
bb
it
s 

(d
ru
ms
) 

bu
t 

th
re
e 

ra
bb
it
s.
 

O
S
C
A
R
 
D
E
 
V
E
L
T
 

Ne
xt
! 

Ne
xt
! 

Ne
xt
! 

(A
s 

M
a
r
b
i
n
i
 
wa
lk
s 

of
f)
 

Do
n’
t 

gi
ve
 

up
 
yo
ur
 
da

y 
jo
b.
 

Li
gh
t 

up
 
on
 
si

de
 

of
 s

ta
ge

. 
A 

li
ne
 

of
 p
er
fo
rm
er
s,
 

al
l 

so
rt
s 

an
d 

si
ze
s,
 

m
a
n
y
 

ex
ot
ic
al
ly
 
at

ti
re

d.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 
an
d 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

ar
e 
a
m
o
n
g
 
th
em
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

I 
wi

sh
 
th
ey
’d
 
hu
rr
y 

up
. 

I 
ge
t 

ne
rv

ou
s 

wa
it

in
g.

 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Qu
it

 
wo

rr
yi

ng
, 

wi
ll
 
yo

u?
 

; 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

[d
id

n’
t 

co
un
t 

on
 
th
is
 
m
a
n
y
 

pe
op

le
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh
 

th
is
 
bu

nc
h 

ar
e 

al
l 

co
nj

ur
or

s 
an
d 

ma
gi

ci
an

s 
by
 
th
e 

lo
ok

 
of

 
it.

 
Yo

u’
ve

 
go

t 
no

 
co

mp
et

it
io

n,
 

be
li

ev
e 

me
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

H
o
w
 

do
! 
l
o
o
k
?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Yo
u 

lo
ok
 
gr
ea
t.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

[I 
lo
ok
 

a 
wr

ec
k.

 

A 
Ve
nt
ri
lo
qu
is
t 

co
me

s 
on
, 

co
mp
le
te
 
wi
th
 
D
u
m
m
y
.
 

D
U
M
M
Y
 

(b
ad

ly
) 

He
ll

o 
ev

er
yb

od
y.

 

V
E
N
T
R
I
L
O
Q
U
I
S
T
 

We
ll
 
ho
w 

ar
e 

yo
u,
 
Cl

ar
en

ce
? 

D
U
M
M
Y
 

Do
n’

t 
as
k.
 

I 
su

pp
os

e 
yo
u’
re
 
wo

nd
er

in
g 

wh
y 

I’
m 

he
re
. 

O
S
C
A
R
 
D
E
 
V
E
L
T
 

Y
o
u
 

be
t.
 
Ne

xt
! 

Th
e 

Ve
nt
ri
lo
qu
is
t 

be
gi
ns
 

to
 
le
av
e.
 
Th

e 
D
u
m
m
y
 

ha
s 

ta
ke
n 

it 
wo
rs
e 

th
an
 

it
s 

ow
ne
r.
 

It
 j
ab

be
rs

 
aw
ay
 

as
 
th
ey
 
le
av
e 

th
e 

st
ag
e.
 

D
U
M
M
Y
 

W
h
a
t
 

do
es
 
he
 
m
e
a
n
 

‘n
ex

t’
? 

Do
es

n’
t 

he
 

li
ke

 
us

? 
Do
es
 

he
 
kn
ow
 
wh

o 
we
 

ar
e?

 
I'
ll
 
pu
nc
h 

th
e 

su
ck

er
 
on

 
th
e 

no
se
..
. 

1
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The 
owner 

and 
the 

D
u
m
m
y
 

scuffle. 
The 

D
u
m
m
y
 

seems 
to 

win. 

There 
follow 

a 
number 

of 
amusing 

acts 
in 

rapid 
succession. 

A 
harp 

player 
wheels 

on 
her 

harp 
but 

before 
she 

even 
gets 

to play 
we 

hear 
‘next’. 

There 
are 

high-kicking 
dancers 

who 
fall 

over 
etc. 

Each 
gets 

Osear’s 
t
h
u
m
b
s
-
d
o
w
n
 

‘next’. 
Finally 

it’s 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
’
s
 

turn; 
she 

moves 

centre 
stage, 

(or 
almost). 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Blousey 
Brown. 

Singer. 

O
S
C
A
R
 
D
E
 
V
E
L
T
 

The 
light, 

honey. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

(nervously) 
Er, 

sorry 
Mr 

De 
Velt, 

I 
didn’t 

catch 

that. 

O
S
C
A
R
 
D
E
 
V
E
L
T
 

The 
light, 

honey. 
Move 

into 
the 

light. 
So 

we 
can 

see 
you. 

This 
musical 

ain’t 
set 

in 
a 
mine 

shaft. 
N
a
m
e
?
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Blousey 
Brown. 

Singer. 

As 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

opens 
her 

mouth 
to 

sing, 
L
e
n
a
 
Marrelli 

storms 
down 

the 

centre 
aisle. 

L
E
N
A
 

Oscar, 
Oscar... 

I’m 
back! 

I'll 
give 

you 
one 

more 

chance, 
else 

I’m 
out 

for 
good. 

Y
o
u
 
hear 

me, 
Oscar. 

Out! 

Out! 
Out! 

Oscar 
has 

welcomed 
her 

and 
joined 

her 
as 

she 
walks 

on 
stage. 

Lena 
takes 

over 
the 

spotlight 
from 

Blousey, 
cattily 

dismissing 
her. 

L
E
N
A
 

O.K. 
honey. 

Beat 
it 

back 
to 

Iowa, 
this 

s
h
o
w
 
has 

got 
its 

star 
back.:-Lena’s 

c
o
m
e
 
home. 

Hit 
it, 

Joe! 

The 
Pianist 

begins. 
Lena 

belts 
out 

a 
horrid 

show 
business 

song. 

Lena 
sings 

the 
first 

verse 
of her 

song 
and 

the 
spot 

follows 
her 

off as 
she 

carries 
on 

singing 
in 

the 
wings. 

Light 
on 

the 
line 

of auditioners 
who 

are 
rather 

dejected. 
They 

disperse 
in 

different 
directions. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

joins 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
who 

sits 
on 

the 
edge 

of the 
stage. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Cheer 
up, 

there’s 
a 
million 

other 
jobs. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Sure, 
on 

the 
street 

corner 
with 

a 
hat 

to 
catch 

the 
dimes 

in. 

She 
kicks 

at 
a 

stack 
of cardboard 

boxes 
full 

of costumes. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It’s 
only 

a 
matter 

of time. 
Look, 

cool 
it 

will 
you? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

I’ve 
been 

w
a
l
k
i
n
g
 

the 
streets 

of 
N
e
w
 
York 

for 
six 

16 

m
o
n
t
h
s
 
n
o
w
 
and 

the 
only 

fancy 
steps 

I’ve 
done 

so 
far 

are 
avoiding 

the 
m
a
n
 
who 

collects 
the 

rent. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

So 
it 

takes 
time 

to 
be 

a 
m
o
v
i
e
 

star! 
W
e
 

could 
come 

back 
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

C
o
m
e
 

back 
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
!
 
C
o
m
e
 
back 

t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.
 

That’s 
all 

I 
ever 

hear. 
I spent 

my 
whole 

life 
coming 

back 
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w
.
 

orchestra. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

K
n
o
c
k
 

it 
off 

will 
you 

Blousey! 
Cool 

down! 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

I 
will 

not 
cool 

down! 
I will 

not! 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

has 
sat 

down 
on 

a 
box. 

She 
has 

her 
head 

in 
her 

hand. 
Sobbing. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

consoles 
her, 

a 
hand 

on 
her 

shoulder. 
He 

loans 
her 

his 
handkerchief. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Don’t 
worry, 

there’s 
always 

Fat 
Sam’ 

s 
place. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

He 
won’t 

see 
me. 

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

[ll 
talk 

to 
him. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Y
o
u
 
k
n
o
w
 
him? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

K
n
o
w
 
him? 

W
e
r
e
 

like 
that 

(He 
crosses 

his 
fingers) 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Real 
good 

friends? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No, 
not 

exactly. 
It’s 

just 
that 

when 
I talk 

to 
him 

I 
cross 

my 
fingers 

that 
he 

won’t 
hit 

me. 

Light 
up 

on 
Radio 

A
n
n
o
u
n
c
e
r
,
 

left 
of stage. 

The 
red 

‘ON 
AIR’ 

sign 
behind 

him. 
Urgently, 

as 
ever, 

he 
reads 

the 
news 

from 
the 

sheet 
of 

p
a
p
e
r
 

he 
holds 

in 
front 

of 
him. 

R
A
D
I
O
 
A
N
N
O
U
N
C
E
R
 

We 
interrupt 

our 
c
o
m
m
e
n
t
a
r
y
 

on 
tonight’s 

exciting 
Red-Sox 

ball-game 
to 

bring 
you 

a 
further 

bulletin 
on 

developments 
in 

the 
latest 

outbreak 
of hoodlum 

gang 
warefare. 

Police 
now 

officially 
state 

that 
the 

new 
weapon, 

of 
devious 

foreign 
manufacture, 

k
n
o
w
n
 

as 
‘The 

Splurge 
Gun’, 

is 
being 

widely 
used 

by 
the 

mobster 
gangs. 

We 
interrupt 

our 
interruption 

to 
go 

straight 
over 

to 
our 

reporter, 
S
e
y
m
o
u
r
 

Scoop, 
who 

is 
on 

the 
spot 

at 
the 

latest 
splurging. 

Curtain 
up. 

Light 
on 

centre 
stage. 

Upturned 
restaurant 

tables. 
We 

see 1
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      ga
ng
 

of
 
re
po
rt
er
s 

hu
st
li
ng
 
O’
Dr
ea
ry
, 

a 
de
te
ct
iv
e,
 

of
 I

ri
sh
 
li
ne
ag
e.
 

S
e
y
m
o
u
r
 
Sc
oo
p,
 

ac
e 

re
po
rt
er
, 

as
ks
 

th
e 

qu
es
ti
on
s,
 
mi
cr
op
ho
ne
 

in
 

ha
nd
. 

Th
e 

wi
re
 

of
 
th
e 

mi
cr
op
ho
ne
 

is 
at
ta
ch
ed
 

to 
a 
S
o
u
n
d
 
Ma
n,
 

wh
o 

ha
s 

ea
rp
ho
ne
s.
 

Th
e 

co
rd
 

is 
ve
ry
 
sh
or
t 

an
d 

S
e
y
m
o
u
r
 
S
c
o
o
p
 

ve
ry
 

pe
rs
is
te
nt
, 

so
 
th
at
 

th
e 
S
o
u
n
d
m
a
n
 

ge
ts
 
dr
ag
ge
d 

ar
ou
nd
 

th
e 

st
ag
e 

by
 

hi
s 

ea
rp
ho
ne
s.
 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

H
a
v
e
 
yo
u 

lo
ca
te
d 

th
e 

sp
lu
rg
e 

gu
n 

ye
t,
 

L
i
e
u
t
e
n
a
n
t
?
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

I
m
 

af
ra
id
 I
 

ca
n’
t 

a
n
s
w
e
r
 

th
at
. 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

Yo
ur
e 

no
t 

at
 
li
be
rt
y 

to
 
sa
y?
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

No
, 

I 
do
n’
t 

k
n
o
w
 

th
e 

an
sw
er
. 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

Ha
ve
 
yo
u 

lo
ca
te
d 

th
e 

so
ur
ce
 

ye
t,
 

L
i
e
u
t
e
n
a
n
t
?
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Su
re
 

I 
ha
d 

it 
on
 
my
 
h
a
m
b
u
r
g
e
r
 

fo
r 

lu
nc
h.
 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

No
, 

th
e 

so
ur
ce
 

of
 
th
e 

gu
ns
. 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Oh
. 

Ye
ah
, 

er
 

I 
me
an
, 

no
. 

I 
me
an
 

I’
m 

no
t 

at
 

li
be
rt
y 

to
 
sa
y.
 
Yo
u'
ll
 
ha
ve
 

to
 
as
k 

Ca
pt
ai
n 

Sm
ol
sk
y 

th
at
 

qu
es
ti
on
. 

..
. 

O’
Dr
ea
ry
’s
 

bo
ss
 
C
a
p
t
a
i
n
 
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

ha
s 

en
te
re
d.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

O.
K.
 
O’
Dr
ea
ry
, 

br
ea
k 

th
is
 
cr
ow
d 

up
. 

Le
t’
s 

go
 

gu
ys
. 

Sp
li
t.
 
Th
is
 

is
 
po
li
ce
 
bu
si
ne
ss
 
an
d 

po
li
ce
 
bu
si
ne
ss
 
we
 

go
tt
a 

do
. 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

Er
, 

S
e
y
m
o
u
r
 

Sc
oo
p,
 
RT
Z 

Ra
di
o,
 
Ca
pt
ai
n 

Sm
ol
sk
y.
 
Ca
n 

yo
u 

te
ll
 
us
 

if 
yo
u 

ha
ve
 
lo
ca
te
d 

th
e 
sp
lu
rg
e 

gu
ns
 

ye
t?
 

SM
OL
SK
Y 

No
 
co
mm
en
t.
 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

Ha
ve
 
yo
u 

lo
ca
te
d 

th
e 

so
ur
ce
? 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

No
 
co
mm
en
t.
 

S
E
Y
M
O
U
R
 
S
C
O
O
P
 

Ca
pt
ai
n 

Sm
ol
sk
y,
 

is 
it 

tr
ue
 
th
e 

gu
ns
 

ar
e 

be
in
g 

us
ed
 
by
 
on
ly
 
on
e 

ga
ng
? 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

No
 
co
mm
en
t.
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 
|
 f
ix
ed
 
yo
u 

a 
pa
st
ra
mi
 

on
 
ry
e 

sa
nd
wi
ch
, 

Ch
ie
f.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

No
 
co
mm
en
t.
 

O.
K.
 

ge
t 

ou
t 

of
 h

er
e.
 

Th
e 

P
o
l
i
c
e
m
e
n
 
pu
sh
 

th
e 

Pr
es
s 

M
e
n
 

of
f 

th
e 

st
ag
e.
 
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

re
tu
rn
s 

to
 
ce
nt
re
 
st
ag
e 

wh
er
e 

O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 

ha
s 

br
ou
gh
t 

on
 
th
e 

Vi
ol
in
is
t.
 
Th
e 

Vi
ol
in
is
t 

is 
a 

re
ce
nt
 
im
mi
gr
an
t 

of
 E
as
te
rn
 
Eu
ro
pe
an
 

de
sc
en
t.
 
Hi
s 

 
 

1
0
 

 
 

              ac
ce
nt
 

is 
as
 
th
ic
k 

as
 

hi
s 

mo
us
ta
ch
e.
 
Sm
ol
sk
y 

si
ts
 
as
tr
id
e 

a 
be
nt
wo
od
 

ch
ai
r 

an
d 

ti
ps
 
ba
ck
 

hi
s 
ha
t.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

No
w,
 
we
 
kn
ow
 

th
er
e 

we
re
 

fi
ve
 
gu
ys
 
he
re
. 

W
h
a
t
 

el
se
 
di
d 

yo
u 

se
e?
 

V
I
O
L
I
N
I
S
T
 

Nu
tt
in
k.
 

I 
se
e 

nu
tt
in
k.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Yo
u 

mu
st
 
ha
ve
 
se
en
 
so
me
ti
nk
! 

i 
tt
in
k.
 

I 
ca
me
 

V
I
O
L
I
N
I
S
T
 

Nu
tt
in
k.
. 

Ho
ne
st
ly
 
Mr
 

Co
p.
 

I 
se
e 

nu
 

on
 
th
e 

bo
at
 
ju
st
 
th
is
 
ye
ar
. 

I 
go
t 

pa
pe
rs
. 

I 
O.
K.
 

I 
se
e 

nu
tt
in
k.
 

I 
ju
st
 
pl
ay
 
mu
si
c.
 

| 
mi
nd
 
ow
n 

bu
si
ne
ss
. 

I 
no
 
ne
ed
 
ce
me
nt
 

o
v
e
r
c
o
a
t
.
 

O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 

br
us
he
s 

aw
ay
 

on
 

th
e 

fl
oo
r 

wi
th
 

hi
s 

Pr
ec
in
ct
 
Fi
ng
er
-P
ri
nt
 

Ki
t.
 
He
 
bl
ow
s 

ba
by
 
po
wd
er
 

ov
er
 
th
e 
cl
ue
. 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Ca
pt
ai
n,
 

I 
fo
un
d 

so
me
th
in
g.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

W
h
a
t
 

is 
it 

O’
Dr
ea
ry
? 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

A 
br
us
h,
 
Ca
pt
ai
n?
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

No
, 

wh
at
 
ha
ve
 
yo
u 

fo
un
d?
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

A 
gu
n,
 
Ca
pt
ai
n?
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

W
h
a
t
 

ki
nd
 

of
 
gu
n?
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 
A
 b
i
g
 

gu
n,
 
Ca
pt
ai
n?
 

S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

ba
sh
es
 
hi
m 

wi
th
 

hi
s 

ha
t.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Kn
uc
kl
eh
ea
d.
 

I 
se
nd
 
yo
u 

on
.a
 

si
x m
o
n
t
h
 
fi
ng
er
 

pr
in
t 

co
ur
se
 
an
d 

al
l 

yo
u 

ca
n 

te
ll
 
me
 

is 
it
’s
 

a 
bi
g 

gu
n!
 
Yo
u 

no
od
le
 
br
ai
ne
d 

Ir
is
h 

st
ew
-p
ot
. 

(
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

ba
sh
es
 
hi
m 

wi
th
 

hi
s 

ha
t 

al
l 

th
e 

wa
y 

to
 
th
e 

wi
ng
s.
) 

We
 
he
ar
 

th
e 
‘
B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
’
 

so
ng
. 

B
u
g
s
y
 
co
me
s 

on
 
st
ag
e.
 

On
e 

sp
ot
. 

He
 
re
su
me
s 

hi
s 

ro
le
 

as
 

th
e 

na
rr
at
or
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

As
 
yo
u'
ve
 
pr
ob
ab
ly
 
ga
th
er
ed
, 

Sm
ol
sk
y 

an
d 

O’
Dr
ea
ry
 

ha
ve
 
ab
ou
t 

as
 
m
u
c
h
 
ch
an
ce
 

of
 
so
lv
in
g 

th
is
 
ca
se
 

as
 

I 
ha
ve
 

of
 

be
in
g 

Pr
es
id
en
t 

of
 t

he
 
Un
it
ed
 
St
at
es
. 

Ap
ar
t 

fr
om
 

th
e 

su
bw
ay
 
h
o
m
e
 

th
e 

on
ly
 
th
in
g 

Sm
ol
sk
y 

ev
er
 
ca
ug
ht
 
wa
s 

As
ia
n 

F
l
u
.
.
.
.
.
-
-
 
M
e
a
n
w
h
i
l
e
 
ba
ck
 

in
 
ou
r 

st
or
y,
 
Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

is
 
de
fi
ni
te
ly
 
ge
tt
in
g 

a 
li
tt
le
 
ne
rv
ou
s 

—I
 m
e
a
n
 

if 
yo
u 

ha
d 

a 

ga
ng
 

of
 
d
u
m
b
 
b
u
m
s
 

li
ke
 
th
is
 

to
 
re
ly
 

on
 
yo
u'
d 

be
 
ne
rv
ou
s.
 

Fa
t 

Sa
m’
s 

Ga
ng
 

en
te
r 

fr
om
 

st
ag
e 

le
ft
. 

Li
gh
ts
 

up
 a
s 

th
ey
 
si
ng
 o
nd
 

da
nc
e 

th
ei
r 

so
ng
. 

Th
ey
 

ar
e 

no
t 

th
e 

gr
ea
te
st
 
da
nc
er
s 

in
 
th
e 

wo
rl
d.



        
 
 

H
O
O
D
S
 

Bad 
Guys’ 

Song 

We 
could 

have 
been 

anything 
that 

we 
wanted 

to 
be 

But 
don’t 

it 
m
a
k
e
 

your 
heart 

glad 
That 

we 
decided, 

a 
fact 

we 
take 

pride 
in 

To 
b
e
c
o
m
e
 

the 
best 

at 
being 

bad 
W
e
 

could 
have 

been 
anything 

that 
we 

wanted 
to 

be 
With 

all 
the 

talent 
we 

had 
No 

doubt 
about 

it, 
we 

fight 
and 

we 
tout 

it 
We’re 

the 
very 

best 
at 

being 
bad 

guys 
We're 

rotten 
to 

the 
core 

M
y
 
congratulations, 

no-one 
likes 

you 
any 

more 
Bad 

guys, 
we're 

the 
very 

worst 
Each 

of 
us 

contemptible, 
we’re 

criticised 
and 

cursed 

We 
made 

the 
big 

time, 
malicious 

and 
mad 

We're 
the 

very 
best 

at 
being 

bad 
We 

could 
have 

been 
anything 

that 
we 

wanted 
to 

be 
We 

took 
the 

easy 
way 

out 
With 

little 
training 

we 
mastered 

complaining 
M
a
n
n
e
r
s
 

s
e
e
m
e
d
 

unnecessary, 
we’re 

so 
rude 

it’s 
almost 

scary 

We 
could 

have 
been 

anything 
that 

we 
wanted 

to 
be 

With 
all 

the 
talent 

we 
had 

With 
little 

practice, 
we 

made 
every 

black 
list 

We're 
the 

very 
best 

at 
being 

bad 
Hey, 

look 
at 

me, 
I’m 

dancing 

We're 
the 

very 
best 

at 
being 

bad 
We're 

the 
very 

best 
at 

being 
bad 

Fat 
S
a
m
 
comes 

down 
from 

his 
office. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

W
h
a
t
 

the 
heck 

is 
going 

on 
here, 

you 
d
u
m
m
i
e
s
?
 

Can 
I believe 

my 
eyes? 

You 
bunch 

of peanut 
brains, 

you 
hear 

me? 
Get 

up 
here, 

pronto. 
Snap 

it 
up. 

Get 
your 

legs 
movin’ 

in 
this direction! 

The 
G
a
n
g
 

go 
up 

into 
Fat 

Sam’s 
office. 

S
n
a
k
e
 
Eyes 

throws 
his 

dice 
on 

the 
table. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

cracks 
his 

knuckles. 

Quit 
throwin’ 

the 
dice, 

Snake 
Eyes. 

S
N
A
K
E
 
E
Y
E
S
 

Sorry, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

And 
quit 

crackin’ 
the 

knuckles, 
Knuckles. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Sorry, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

I 
swear 

I’m 
surrounded 

by 
a 
bunch 

of nervous 

20 

wrecks. 
(Twitch) 

Right. 
Let’s 

start 
at 

the 
beginning. 

We’re 
being 

outsmarted 
by 

that 
lounge 

lizard, 
right? 

G
A
N
G
 

Right, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

And 
we're 

gonna 
get 

right 
back 

on 
top. 

Right? 

G
A
N
G
 

Right 
back 

on 
top, 

Boss. 

line. 

G
A
N
G
 

You 
bet, 

Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(humble) 
Sure. 

We’ve 
b
e
e
n
 a little 

slow 
off 

the 
mark, 

but 
w
h
e
n
 

it 
comes 

to 
the 

crunch, 
d
u
m
b
 
b
u
m
s
 

we 

ain’t. 

G
A
N
G
 

N
o
-
—
d
u
m
b
 
b
u
m
s
 
we 

ain’. 

Unconvincing. 
They 

look 
and 

sound 
remarkably 

like 
d
u
m
b
 
bums 

to 
the 

audience. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

N
o
w
,
 

I’m 
g
o
n
n
a
 

tell 
you 

k
n
u
c
k
l
e
h
e
a
d
s
 
w
h
e
r
e
 

we're 
going 

wrong. 
Louis. 

Stand 
against 

the 
wall. 

L
O
U
I
S
 

W
h
o
 

me, 
Boss? 

" 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Are 
you 

Shake 
Down 

Louis? 

L
O
U
I
S
 

Sure 
l
a
m
,
 

Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

_ 
The 

s
a
m
e
 
S
h
a
k
e
 
D
o
w
n
 

Louis 
who 

used 
to 

be 

Harvey 
Spleendecker 

before’s 
I 
gave 

you 
the 

n
a
m
e
 
Shake 

D
o
w
n
 

Louis? 

L
O
U
I
S
 

Yeah, 
that’s 

me, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(shouting) 
Then 

stand 
against 

the 
wall, 

porridge 
brain. 

Ritzy, 
hand 

me a 
pie. 

Ritzy 
hands 

him 
a 
mean-looking 

custard 
pie. 

L
O
U
I
S
 

A 
pie, 

Boss? 
W
h
a
t
 

I do 
wrong? 

Talk 
to 

me 
boss. 

Tell 
me 

what 
I 
did 

wrong! 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

You 
didn’t 

do 
nothin’ 

Louis. 
Nothin’. 

(He 
throws 

the 
pie, 

but 
Louis 

ducks. 
The 

pie 
splatters 

the 
wall.) 

See 
what 

I 
mean? 

Missed. 
O.K. 

Louis 
you 

can 
sit 

down 
now. 

See, 
even 

a 
d
u
m
b
 
m
u
g
 

like 
Louis 

is 
too 

quick 
for 

us. 
That’s 

the 
root 

of 
our 

trouble. 
We’re 

behind 
the 

times. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

[don’t 
get 

it, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Knuckles, 
we’re 

never 
gonna 

get 
on 

top 
with 

this 
kind 

of hardware. 
It’s 

old-fashioned. 
Obsolete. 

Defunct. 
In 

short 
... 

we 
gotta 

get 
ourselves 

that 
gun. 
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  Li
gh

t 
go
es
 
do
wn
 

on
 

of
fi

ce
. 

A 
li
gh
t 

go
es
 

up
 

le
ft

 
of
 s

ta
ge
. 

A 
sh

ad
y 

lo
ok
in
g 

ch
ar

ac
te

r 
lo

ok
s 

fu
rt
iv
el
y 

ov
er
 

hi
s 

sh
ou
ld
er
s.
 

(S
ui

ta
bl

e 
dr

am
at

ic
 
mu
si
c.
) 

He
 

is 
dr

es
se

d 
in
 
Ch

in
es

e 
la

un
dr

y 
cl
ot
he
s.
 
He
 

ti
p-

to
es

 
to
 
th
e 
ph

on
e 

bo
x 

at
 
th
e 

si
de
 

of
 t

he
 
st

ag
e.

 

S
H
A
D
Y
 

He
ll

o 
Sa
m.
 

Li
gh

t 
up

 
ju
st
 
on

 
Fa

t 
Sa

m.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Ye
ah
, 

st
ar

t 
ga
bb
in
’.
 

S
H
A
D
Y
 

[l
oc
at
ed
 

th
e 

gu
ns

. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Sp
il

l,
 
Sh
ad
y.
 

Sp
il
l.
 

S
H
A
D
Y
 

Yo
u 

kn
ow
 

th
e 

H
u
n
g
 

Fu
 
Sh

in
 
la

un
dr

y?
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

On
 
Ka

st
 
14

th
 
St

re
et

? 

S
H
A
D
Y
 

Th
at
’s
 

it.
 
2n

d 
Fl

oo
r.

 
Be
hi
nd
 

th
e 

la
un
dr
y.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

T
h
a
n
k
s
,
 
Sh
ad
y.
 

I'
ll
 
se
e 

yo
u’

re
 
O.
K.
 
G
o
o
d
 

bo
y.
 
Di
s 

is
 
go
od
 
ne
ws
. 

I'
ll
 
be
 
se

nd
in

g 
my

 
bo

ys
. 

Li
gh
ts
 
do
wn
 

on
 
Fa
t 

Sa
m.
 
S
h
a
d
y
 

wa
lk
s 

ce
nt
re
 
st

ag
e 

wh
er
e 

he
 
me
et
s 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 
wh
o 

pa
ys
 

ou
t 

cr
is
p 

do
ll
ar
 

bi
ll
s 

fr
om
 

hi
s 

cr
oc
od
il
e 

sk
in
 

wa
ll
et
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Go
od

 
wo
rk
, 

Sh
ad

y.
 
Yo
u 

ea
rn
ed
 
yo
ur
 
mo

ne
y.

 
| 

SH
AD

Y 
Th

an
ks

, 
Da
nd
y 

Da
n.

 
| 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Sa
m’
s 

bo
ys
 

ar
e 

in
 
fo
r 

qu
it

e 
a 

pa
rt
y.
 
N
o
w
 

ge
t 

ou
to

fh
er

e.
 

S
h
o
u
l
d
e
r
s
 

ha
s 

wa
lk

ed
 
on
 
ou
t 

of
 S
ha

dy
’s

 
si
gh
t.
 
He
 
ho
ld
s 

a 
pi
e 

at
 
he
ad
 

he
ig
ht
 
be
hi
nd
 
Sh
ad
y.
 
S
h
a
d
y
 

tu
rn
s 

an
d 

wa
lk

s 
st

ra
ig

ht
 

in
to
 

it.
 

St
if

fe
ns

. 
Co

ll
ap

se
s.

 
D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

re
tr
ie
ve
s 

hi
s 

mo
ne
y 

an
d 

re
tu
rn
s 

it 
to
 

hi
s 

wa
ll
et
. 

Sh
ou
ld
er
s,
 

if 
th

er
e’

s 
on

e 
th
in
g 

I 
ca

n’
t 

ab
id
e,
 

it
s 

a 
tw
o-
 

ti
mi
ng
 
ca

na
ry

. 

Li
gh
ts
 
go

 
do

wn
. 

Th
er

e 
is 

a 
lo

ud
 
no

is
e 

fr
om

 
th

e 
re

ar
 
of
 t

he
 
au

di
to

ri
um

 
as

 
Lo
ui
s,
 
Ri

tz
y 

an
d 

S
n
a
k
e
 
Ey

es
 

bu
rs

t 
in

. 
Ea

ch
 
ca
rr
ie
s 

a 
pi
e.
 
Li
gh
ts
 

ha
ve

 
go
ne
 

up
 
on

 
st

ag
e 

re
ve

al
in

g 
a 
n
u
m
b
e
r
 

of
 C
hi

ne
se

 
L
a
u
n
d
r
y
 

W
o
r
k
e
r
s
 

wh
o 

sc
ru

b 
aw

ay
 

wi
th

 
wa
sh
bo
ar
ds
 

in
 

ti
n 

ba
th
s.
 
Be
hi
nd
 
th

em
 

ar
e 

fo
ur

 
la

rg
e 

la
un

dr
y 

ba
sk
et
s.
 
Th

ey
 

ta
lk
 

in
 
Ch

in
es

e 
(W

el
l,

 
so
rt
 
of
 

Ch
in
es
e.
) 

A 
si

gn
 
sa

ys
 
‘
H
U
N
G
 
F
U
 
S
H
I
N
 
L
A
U
N
D
R
Y
’
.
 

th
e 
G
a
n
g
 

cl
im

b 
on
to
 

th
e 

st
ag

e.
 
Th

e 
C
h
i
n
e
s
e
 
L
a
u
n
d
r
y
 
W
o
r
k
e
r
s
 
pa
ni
c,
 
ru
nn
in
g 

in
 
al
l 

22
 

  di
re

ct
io

ns
 
an
d 

ja
bb

er
in

g 
aw

ay
 

in
 
Ch
in
es
e.
 
Th
e 

G
a
n
g
 

fa
ce
s 

th
e 

au
di

en
ce

, 
ed
gi
ng
 
b
a
c
k
w
a
r
d
s
 
to

wa
rd

s 
th
e 

ba
sk
et
s.
 
S
u
d
d
e
n
l
y
,
 

th
e 

ba
sk

et
 

li
ds
 
ar
e 

th
ro

wn
 
op
en
 
an
d 

ou
t 

sp
ri

ng
 
m
e
m
b
e
r
s
 

of
 D
an

’s
 
Ga

ng
. 

D
A
N
’
S
 
G
A
N
G
 

Fr
ee

ze
! 

Th
e 

un
fo
rt
un
at
e 

Lo
ui
s,
 
Ri

tz
y 

an
d 

S
n
a
k
e
 
Ey

es
 

ar
e 

we
ll
 
an
d 

tr
ul

y 
sp

lu
rg

ed
. 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

wa
lk
s 

on
 
wi
th
 
Lo

ue
ll

a.
 

Th
e 

U
n
d
e
r
t
a
k
e
r
s
 
re
mo
ve
 

th
e 

st
if

fe
ne

d 
bo
di
es
 

of
 
S
a
m
’
s
 
G
a
n
g
.
 

Th
e 

Vi
ol
in
is
t,
 

as
 
al

wa
ys

, 
ac
co
mp
an
ie
s 

th
em

, 
ph

ys
ic

al
ly

 
an
d 

mu
si
ca
ll
y,
 

wi
th

 
su

it
ab

le
 

me
la
nc
ho
li
c 

mu
si

c.
 

L
O
U
E
L
L
A
 

Yu
k,

 
wh
at
 

a m
es
s.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Ju
st

 
a 

da
y’
s 

wo
rk

, 
my

 
ro

se
, 

ju
st
 

a 
da

y’
s 

wo
rk
 

— 
li
ke
 
ru

nn
in

g 
a 
ra

il
wa

y 
or
 
sh

oe
in

g 
a 

ho
rs
e.
 

L
O
U
E
L
L
A
 

S
a
m
 

ai
n’

t 
go

nn
a 

li
ke
 
th

is
, 

ho
ne
y.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

He
 

ai
n’
t 

go
nn
a 

do
 
no
th
in
’ 

ab
ou
t 

it,
 
my
 

ro
se

. 
Wi
th
ou
t 

hi
s 

ga
ng
 

he
’s
 
li
ke
 

a 
to
rt
oi
se
 
wi

th
ou

t 
it
s 

sh
el

l.
 

So
on

 
he

’l
l 

be
 
th
ro
wi
n’
 

in
 
th
e 

to
we

l.
 

- 

D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 
an

d 
Lo
ue
ll
a 

bi
te
 
in

to
 
th
ei
r 

ap
pl

es
 

as
 
th

ey
 
wa
lk
 

of
f 

st
ag

e.
 

Li
gh
t 

up
 
on
 
Sa

m’
s 

of
fi

ce
. 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

si
ts

 
on

 
th
e 

ed
ge
 

of
 t

he
 
de
sk
 

as
 

S
a
m
 

ta
ke

s 
th
e 
ph
on
e 

ca
ll
. 
Ba
d 

ne
ws
. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

.
.
.
W
h
a
t
.
.
.
!
I
 

do
n’

t 
be

li
ev

e 
it

!.
..

.T
he

 
wh

ol
e 

ga
ng

? 
Ev

er
yb

od
y?

 
Lo

ui
s,

 
Sn
ak
e 

Ey
es
 
an

d 
Ri
tz
y?
 

I 
do
n’
t 

be
li

ev
e 

it.
 

I 
ju
st
 
do
n’
t 

be
li
ev
e 

it!
 

He
 
sl
ow
ly
 
pu

ts
 

th
e 

re
ce

iv
er

 
do
wn
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
Th
e 

wh
ol
e 

ga
ng

’s
 
go
ne
, 

Kn
uc
kl
es
, 

sp
lu
rg
ed
. 

Th
at
 

le
av
es
 
ju
st
 
yo
u 

an
d 

me
. 

Ju
st

 
yo
u 

an
d 

me
, 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
!
 
We
’r
e 

on
 
ou

r 
ow
n.
 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

W
h
a
t
 
we

 
go
nn
a 

do
, 

Bo
ss
? 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

cr
ac
ks
 

hi
s 

kn
uc
kl
es
 
ne

rv
ou

sl
y.

 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
Do
n’
t 

do
 
th

at
, 

Kn
uc

kl
es

. 
H
o
w
 
m
a
n
y
 
mo
re
 
ti

me
s 

ha
ve
 

I 
go

t 
to
 
te

ll
 
yo
u!
 
We

 
do

 
no

th
in

g.
 
We
 

ac
t 

li
ke
 
no

th
in

g’
s 

ha
pp
en
ed
. 

Ca
rr

y 
on

 
as
 
no

rm
al

. 
‘T

ut
to

 
ca
sa
 
so
no
 
bu

on
o.

’ 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

W
h
a
t
’
s
 
th

at
 
m
e
a
n
,
 
Bo

ss
? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Yo
u 

do
n’

t 
sp

ea
k 

It
al
ia
n?
 

2
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K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

No, 
boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(incredulous) 
You 

call 
yourself 

a 
hoodlum 

and 
you 

don’t 
even 

speak 
Italian... ? 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

No 
boss, 

I’m 
Jewish. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

We 
play 

it 
cool. 

We 
relax. 

Like 
everything’s 

normal. 

There 
is 

a 
knock 

on 
the 

door 
(Blousey). 

S
a
m
 

nearly 
jumps 

out 
of his 

skin 
as 

he 
leaps 

behind 
his 

desk 
for 

protection. 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 
joins 

him. 
S
a
m
 
and 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 
would 

win 
no 

awards 
for 

bravery. 
There 

is 
another 

knock. 

Go 
see 

w
h
o
 

it 
is, 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
.
 

Act 
normal. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

gets 
up 

and 
gingerly 

opens 
the 

door. 
It’s 

Blousey. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

It’s 
the 

broad 
about 

the 
audition, 

Boss. 
He’s 

busy 
lady. 

C
o
m
e
 
back 

tomorrow. 

He 
closes 

the 
door. 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

leaps 
up 

and 
opens 

the 
door. 

He 
calls 

out 
to 

Blousey. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

No, 
wait 

honey! 
Wait. 

(He 
turns 

to 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
)
 
We 

act 
like 

normal, 
right? 

So 
acting 

n
o
r
m
a
l
 
m
e
a
n
s
 

acting 
normal. 

(Out 
of door) 

We'll 
be 

right 
there, 

honey. 
M
a
k
e
 

yourself 
comfortable. 

We’ll 
be 

a 
couple 

of minutes. 
Go 

powder 
your 

nose 
or 

somethin’. 
(Closes 

door) 
See, 

just 
like 

normal. 
That 

way 
they 

won’t 
know 

we're 
scared 

to 
death 

. .. er, 
I don’t 

m
e
a
n
 

scared 
I mean, 

er 
. . 

. concerned. 
We 

buy 
ourselves a 

little 
time. 

Thinking 
time, 

right 
Knuckles? 

C
o
m
e
 

over 
here, 

I’m 
gonna 

send 
for 

someone 
to 

help 
us 

out 
of 

our 
little 

predicament. 
No 

ten 
cent 

d
u
m
m
y
,
 

you 
hear. 

A 
specialist. 

He 
takes 

a photo 
from 

his 
drawer. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

(puzzled) 
A 

doctor, 
Boss? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Nota 
doctor, 

you 
bilberry. 

A 
hoodlum. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 
I
 

thought 
we 

was 
hoodlums, 

Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

N
o
t
a
 
d
u
m
b
 
bum, 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
.
 

This 
guy’s 

the 
real 

McCoy. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Looney 
Bergonzi? 
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F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

The 
very 

same. 
Off 

his 
trolley, 

mad-as-a-hatter 
Bergonzi, 

the 
best 

m
a
n
 

in 
Chicago. 

Right. 
Here’s 

what 
we 

do. 
(He 

snatches 
back 

the 
photo) 

We 
arrange 

a 
meeting 

with 
D
a
n
d
y
 
Dan. 

(He p
i
c
k
s
 

up 
the 

telephone 
and 

dials 
as 

he 
speaks) 

B
e
r
g
o
n
z
i
 

will 
be 

in 
the 

back 
of 

the 
car 

— 
next 

to 
me. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 
you 

drive. 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Right. 
(Pause) 

But 
I 
don’t 

drive, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Y
o
u
 

don’t 
drive? 

Y
o
u
 
m
o
t
z
a
h
 
head. 

(Into 
telephone) 

Oh 
hello! 

Is 
that 

D
a
n
d
y
 
Dan’s 

residence? 
Could 

I 
speak 

to 
himself 

please. 
This 

is 
S
a
m
 

Stacetto. 
Don’t 

worry 
w
h
a
t
 

it’s 
about 

fellah, 
he’ll 

k
n
o
w
 

me. 
(He 

puts 
his 

h
a
n
d
 

over 
the 

receiver 
as 

he 
talks 

to 
Knuckles) 

You 
don’t 

drive? 
Then 

we 
gotta 

get 
ourselves 

a 
driver. 

There 
is 

a 
light 

up 
on 

Dan, 
extreme 

left 
of 

stage. 
He 

answers 
the 

phone 
from 

his 
armchair. 

He 
is 

resplendent 
in 

his 
silk 

dressing 
gown 

and 
cravat. 

Louella 
sits 

knitting. 
The 

Cellist 
stands 

behind 
with 

a 
lamp 

shade 
on 

his/her 
head. 

He/she 
plays 

softly. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Hello. 
Hi 

Sam. 
W
h
a
t
 

can 
I do 

for 
you? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

I 
want 

to 
meet 

you 
Dan, 

to 
do a little 

talking. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Where? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

East 
Chester 

Park. 
Fiveways. 

At 
Lexburg 

and 
Denver. 

You 
hearing 

me? 

alone. 
No 

hoods, 
mind. 

- 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

No 
hoods, 

Dan. 
You 

have 
my 

word. 
(He 

puts 
hand 

over 
receiver) 

What’s 
he 

talking 
about? 

Don’t 
bring 

your 
hoods 

— 
he’s 

wiped 
out 

all 
my 

hoods. 
(Back 

to 
phone) 

Just 
you 

and 
m
e
 
and 

our 
drivers. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Agreed. 

They 
both 

put 
down 

the 
phones 

together. 

Got 
him, 

the 
k
n
u
c
k
l
e
h
e
a
d
.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

Got 
him, 

the 
salami. 

Lights 
out 

on 
both. 

Lights 
up 

on 
speakeasy. 

Fizzy 
is playing 

the 
piano. 

Not 
very 

well. 
B
u
g
s
y
 

enters. 
He 

carries 
a 

bunch 
of flowers. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Hi 
Fizzy. 
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F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Hi
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

H
o
w
 

we
 
do
in
’?
 

St
il
l 

pr
ac
ti
si
ng
? 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

St
il
l 

pr
ac
ti
si
ng
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ha
ve
 
yo
u 

se
en
 
Bl
ou
se
y?
 

I 
th
ou
gh
t 

sh
e 

wa
s 

he
re
 

fo
r 

he
r 

au
di
ti
on
. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Oh
, 

sh
e 

wa
s 

he
re
, 

bu
t 

sh
e 

we
nt
 

to
 
ge
t 

so
me
 

ai
r.
 
Sh
e 

go
t 

ti
re
d 

of
 
wa
it
in
g.
 
Sh
e 

le
ft
 
he
r 

b 
‘ 

co
mi
ng
 
b
a
k
 

ag
 

so
 

I 
gu
es
s 

sh
e’
s 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Th
an
ks
 

Fi
zz
y.
 

S
o
n
e
s
 

en
te
re
d 

an
d 

le
an
s 

on
 

th
e 

ra
il
 

at
 
th
e 

ed
ge
 

of
 t

he
 
st
ai
rs
 

to
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Su
dd
en
ly
 
ev
er
yo
ne
 
wa
nt
s 

to
 
be
 

in
 
sh
ow
 

bu
si
ne
ss
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

0h
, 

hi
 
Ta
ll
ul
ah
. 

Ta
ll
ul
ah
 

is 
jo
in
ed
 

by
 
Lo
re
tt
a,
 
Do
tt
y 

an
d 

Ti
ll
ie
. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

He
’s
 
bu
sy
 
Bu
gs
y.
 
W
h
y
 

do
n’
t 

yo
u 

ha
ve
 

a 
dr
in
k 

wh
il
e 

yo
u’
re
 
wa
it
in
g?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

W
h
y
 

no
t?
 

I'l
l 
h
a
v
e
a
 

sp
ec
ia
l 

on
 
th
e 

ro
ck
s.
 

G
I
R
L
S
 

Hi
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Hi
 
Lo
re
tt
a 

..
. 

Do
tt
y.
..
 

Ti
ll
ie
. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

O.
K.
 

gi
rl
s,
 

go
 
fe
ed
 
th
e 

du
ck
s.
 

G
I
R
L
S
 

Oh
 
Ta
ll
ul
ah
! 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

I 
sa
id
 
be
at
 

it.
 

Th
ey
 

le
av
e 

th
e 

wa
y 

th
ey
 
ca
me
. 

Ta
ll
ul
ah
 
an
d 

B 
i 

} 
| 

, 
ug
sy
 

si
t 
do
wn
 
at
a 

ta
bl
e.
 
A 

Wa
it
er
 
br
in
gs
 
on
 
tw
o 

br
ig
ht
 
gr
ee
n 

‘s
pe
ci
al
s’
 
on
 

a 
tr
ay
. 

He
 

le
av
es
. 

Fi
zz
y 

is 
st
il
l 

ti
nk
er
in
g 

wi
th
 

th
e 

pi
an
o.
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Lo
ng
 
ti
me
 

no
 
se
e 

Bu
gs
y.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

We
ll
 
yo
u 

k
n
o
w
 
ho
w 

it 
is.

 
T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Yo
u 

us
ed
 

to
 
co
me
 
an
d 

se
e 

me
 
ev
er
y 

ni
gh
t.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

[v
e 

be
en
 
bu
sy
. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Do
in
g 

wh
at
? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh
 

th
is
 
an
d 

th
at
. 

Ta
ll
ul
ah
 

is 
ir
ri
ta
te
d 

by
 
Fi
zz
y 

pl
ay
in
g 

in
 
th
e 

ba
ck
gr
ou
nd
. 
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  T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Fi
zz
y!
 
Wi
ll
 
yo
u 

qu
it

 
th
e 

iv
or

ie
s 

an
d 

hi
t 

th
e 

sh
oe

 
le
at
he
r?
 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Ye
s 

M
a
’
a
m
.
 

Fi
zz

y 
ex
it
s.
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Yo
v’

re
 

ac
es

, 
yo
u 

k
n
o
w
 

th
at
 
B
u
g
s
y
?
 

I’
ve

 
al
wa
ys
 

fo
un
d 

yo
u 

ki
nd
 

of
 s

pe
ci
al
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ca
re

fu
l 

Ta
ll

ul
ah

, 
yo
u’
re
 
ra

ci
ng

 
my
 
mo
to
r.
 

Sh
e 

ed
ge
s 

cl
os

er
. 

Ve
ry

 
se

du
ct

iv
e.

 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

C
o
m
e
 

on
 
Bu
gs
y,
 

gi
ve

 
a 

gi
rl

 
a 
br
ea
k.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Yo
u 

su
re
 
yo

u 
go

t 
th
e 

ri
gh

t 
gu
y?
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Oh
, 

yo
u’
e 

no
t 

li
ke
 

al
l 

th
os
e 

ot
he
r 

sa
ps
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
? 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Yo
u'
ve
 

go
t 

lo
ve

ly
 
b
r
o
w
n
 

ey
es

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Th
ey

'l
l 

be
 
lo

ve
ly

 
bl

ac
k 

ey
es
 

if 
Fa

t 
Sa
m 

ca
tc

he
s 

us
. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

C
o
m
e
 

on
 
su

ga
r,

 
ho
w 

ab
ou
t 

sm
ea
ri
n’
 
my

 
li
ps
ti
ck
? 

: 

Sh
e 

po
ut
s 

he
r 

li
ps
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ta
ll

ul
ah

, 
I’

m 
wa

rn
in

g,
 
yo
u 

..
. 

if 
yo
u 

co
me
 
an

y 
cl
os
er
 

Pl
l 

ca
ll
 
m
y
 
la
wy
er
. 

ao
e 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

So
 

ca
ll
 
hi
m.
 

Sh
e 

pu
ll

s 
hi
m 

to
 
he
r 

an
d 

pl
an
ts
 

a 
sm
ac
ke
r 

ri
gh

t 
on
 

hi
s 

fo
re
he
ad
. 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

en
te
rs
, 

wi
th
 
R
a
z
a
m
a
t
a
z
,
 

wh
o 

is 
lo

ok
in

g 
at

 
he
r 

mu
si

c 
an

d 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
,
 
wh
o 

sh
ou
ts
 

up
 

th
e 

st
ai

rs
. 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

sc
ow

ls
 

at
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Re
ad

y 
Bo
ss
. 

Th
e 

br
oa

d’
s 

re
ad

y 
fo
r 

he
r 

au
di

ti
on

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh
, 

hi
 
Bl
ou
se
y,
 

I 
wa
s 

lo
ok

in
g 

fo
r 

yo
u.

 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

H
u
s
h
 
yo
ur
 
m
o
u
t
h
,
 

je
rk
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 
co
me
s 

d
o
w
n
 

th
e 

st
ai
rs
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

O.
K.

 
ho

ne
y,

 
I’
m 

al
l 

ea
rs
. 

Th
ey
 

si
t 

as
tr

id
e 

ch
ai

rs
 

on
 

th
e 

si
de

 
of

 s
ta
ge
 
wh
il
e 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

si
ts
 
ce
nt
re
 

st
ag
e 

an
d 

si
ng

s 
to
 
th
e 

au
di

en
ce

. 
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I'm 
Feeling 

Fine 

I’m 
feeling 

fine 
Filled 

with 
emotions 

Stronger 
than 

wine 
They 

give 
me 

the 
notion 

That 
this 

strange 
new 

feeling 
Is 

something 
that 

youre 
feeling 

too 
M
a
t
t
e
r
 

of 
fact, 

I’m 
forced 

to 
admit 

it 
Caught 

in 
the 

act, 
and 

m
a
y
b
e
 

we've 
hit 

it 
Is 

this 
strange 

new 
feeling 

Something 
that 

you’re 
feeling 

too? 

Fat 
S
a
m
 

listens 
for 

a 
while 

and 
then 

abruptly 
brings 

the 
audition 

to 
an 

end 
by 

clapping 
his 

hands. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

O.K. 
honey, 

that’s 
enough. 

Very 
nice. 

Very 
nice. 

A 
little 

too 
c
o
n
t
e
m
p
o
r
a
r
y
 

for 
m
y
 

taste, 
but 

all 
the 

same, 
very 

nice. 
You're 

hired. 

He 
snaps 

his 
fingers 

and 
his 

entourage 
follow 

him 
off stage. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

goes 
up 

to 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
who 

is 
collecting 

her 
music. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Great 
Blousey. 

That 
was 

really 
swell. 

I 
told 

you 
you'd 

make 
it. 

That 
was 

terrific, 
really 

terrific. 

Blousey 
is 

not 
listening. 

She 
storms 

off. 

Blousey! 
What’s 

the 
matter 

with 
you? 

Look 
I 
can 

explain 
all 

that 
Tallulah 

smoochin’.... 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

exits 
as 

Fat 
S
a
m
 
appears 

from 
his 

office. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

Bugsy, 
how’d 

you 
like 

to 
earn 

yourself 
some 

green 
stuff? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

As 
long 

as 
you're 

not 
talking 

about 
cabbages. 

What’s 
the 

catch? 
© 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Nocatch, 
this 

is 
a job 

drivin’. 
Straight 

forward 
drivin’. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

K
n
o
w
i
n
g
 
you 

Sam, 
it’ll 

be 
ducking 

and 
driving. 

What’s 
the 

pay? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

_ 
Two 

hundred. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Cents? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

No, 
dollars. 
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B
U
G
S
Y
 

Dollars! 
Sounds 

like 
dangerous 

driving. 
F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Nah, 
sure 

it 
might 

get a little 
hot, 

but 
; 

get 
two 

h
u
n
d
r
e
d
 

dollars 
for 

drivin’ 
a 
milk 

fruck B
A
E
E
 

; 
B
U
G
S
Y
 

O.K., 
you 

got 
yourself 

a 
driver. 

F
A
T
 
SAM_ 

Good 
boy. 

Good 
boy. 

Knuckles! 
Get 

me 
a 
drink. 

Things 
are 

shapin’ 
up 

real 
fine, 

and 
I’m 

getting 
real 

thirsty 
. . 

. blood 
thirsty! 

B
u
g
s
y
 
M
a
l
o
n
e
 

has 
walked 

up 
to 

the 
dressing 

room 
door. 

He 
knocks. 

Bangles 
opens 

the 
door. 

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Hi 
Bangles. 

Is 
Blousey 

there? 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

She 
won’t 

see 
you 

Bugsy. 
She’s 

mad. 
She 

was 

holding 
a 

torch 
for 

you 
higher 

than 
the 

Statue 
of 

Liberty. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Look, 
just 

tell 
her 

I’m 
sick, 

will 
you? 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

/Yov’re 
sick? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Yeah, 
sick 

of 
waiting 

here. 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

I'l 
see 

w
h
a
t
 

I 
can 

do. 
But 

don’t 
count 

on 
it. 

B
u
g
s
y
 
straightens 

his 
tie 

and 
pats 

the 
flowers. 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
appears 

at 
the 

door. 
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Beat 
it 

wisie. 

flowers. 
. 

She 
takes 

them. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

['llsee 
Tallulah 

gets 
them. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Quit 
being 

so 
smart, 

O.K.? 
They’re 

for 
you. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Look, 
I’ve 

got 
to 

go. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

I'll 
see 

you 
later. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Yeah, 
like 

ten 
years 

later. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

I’ve 
got 

ajob. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

You 
don’t 

get 
paid 

for 
standing 

in 
breadlines 

buster. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 
A
 l
e
g
i
t
 

job. 
We’ll 

have 
enough 

money 
for 

two 
tickets 

to 
the 

coast 
and 

Hollywood 
. 

.. 
W
h
o
 
knows, 

they’re 
always 

looking 
for 

new 
stars... 
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B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

(s
he
 
in
te
rr
up
ts
) 

Oh
 

su
re
. 

I’l
l 

be
li

ev
e 

it 
wh
en
 

I 
se
e 

it
. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

T
w
o
 
m
i
n
u
t
e
s
 
ev
er
yb
od
y.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

[r
ea
ll
y 

ha
ve
 

to
 
go

. 
By
e.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Lo
ok
 
Bl
ou
se
y,
 

tr
us
t 

me
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

(u
nc
on
vi
nc
ed
) 

Su
re
. 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

cl
os
es
 

th
e 

do
or
. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

wa
lk
s 

to 
th

e 
fr
on
t 

of
 t

he
 
st
ag
e.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(t
o 
au
di
en
ce
) 

I 
kn
ow
, 

I 
kn
ow
, 

ne
ve
r 

tr
us
t 

an
yo
ne
 
wh
o 

sa
ys
 
tr
us
t 

me
. 

Bu
t 

I 
wa
s 

on
 
th

e 
le
ve
l,
 
ho
ne
st
 

I 
wa
s.
 

I 
wa
nt
ed
 

to
 
bu
y 

he
r 

th
e 

ti
ck
et
s 

bu
t 

fi
rs
t 

I 
ha
d 

to
 
ea
rn
 

th
e 

tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

bu
ck
s,
 
dr
iv
in
g 

Sa
m 

an
d 

Lo
on
ey
. 

Lo
on
ey
 

Be
rg

on
zi

. 
(S
ha
ke
s 

he
ad

) 
Bo
y,
 
wh
en
 

th
ey

 
sa
id
 
he
 
wa

s 
of

f 
hi

s 
tr
ol
le
y,
 
th
ey
 
we
re
n’
t 

ki
dd
in
g.
 

As
 

he
 
sp
ea
ks
 
va

ri
ou

s 
cu
t-
ou
t 

tr
ee
s 

ar
e 

pl
ac
ed
 

on
 
st
ag
e.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 
cr
ou
ch
es
 

do
wn
 
be
hi
nd
 

a 
cu

t-
ou

t 
br

an
ch

. 
Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

wa
lk
s 

on
. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Qu
ic

k 
Bu
gs
y,
 
he

re
 
he

 
co
me
s.
 

Is
 
he
 
al
on
e?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
 

Ye
p.
 
Lo

ok
s 

li
ke
 
ju
st
 
Da
n 

an
d 

th
e 

dr
iv

er
. 

F
A
T
 
SA
M_
 

Go
od

. 
Lo
on
ey
 

ge
t 

re
ad
y.
 
Lo

on
ey

. 
Lo

on
ey

. 

L
o
o
n
e
y
 
Be
rg
on
zi
 
co
me
s 

on
. 

He
 

is 
de
fi
ni
te
ly
 

we
ll
 
na
me
d.
 

A 
cr
az
ed
 

ho
od
, 

ca
rr
yi
ng
 
tw
o 

en
or
mo
us
 
gr

ee
n-

to
pp

ed
 
cu
st
ar
d 

pi
es
. 

Ke
ep
 

ou
t 

of
 
si
gh
t.
 
Ke
ep
 
yo
ur
 
he
ad
 
do

wn
. 

Wa
it

 
’ti

l 
I 
gi
ve
 

yo
u 

th
e 

O.
K.
 
Ri
gh
t?
 

L
o
o
n
e
y
 
se
er
s 

to
 

be
 
so

me
wh

er
e 

el
se
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

pa
ts
 
Lo
on
ey
’s
 

ch
ee

ks
. 

L
o
o
n
e
y
 
se
em
s 

to
 
co
me
 
ro

un
d.

 
D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

wa
lk
s 

on
 
ce
nt
re
 
st
ag
e.
 

S
a
m
 

br
us

he
s 

hi
ms

el
f 
do
wn
 
an

d 
wa
lk
s 

ce
nt
re
 
st
ag
e 

to
 
me
et
 
Da

n.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

W
h
a
t
 

ca
n I

 d
o
 

fo
r 

yo
u,
 
Sa
m?
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
Ho
w 

ab
ou
t 

a 
sm

al
l 

do
se
 

of
 
st
ra
ig
ht
 

ta
lk
, 

Da
n?
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Su
it
s 

me
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
Yo

u'
ve

 
be

en
 
ta
ki
ng
 
li

be
rt

ie
s 

Da
n.

 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

I’
ve

 
be
en
 
ta
ki
ng
 
wh
at
’s
 
mi
ne
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Tr
ou

bl
e 

is
, 

it 
be

lo
ng

s 
to

 
me
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

To
o 

ba
d.
 
Po
ss
es
si
on
 

is
 
ni
ne
 
te

nt
hs

 
of
 
th
e 

la
w,
 

Sa
m.
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  F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

N
o
w
 
h
a
n
g
 

on
, 

Da
n!
 

I’
m 

su
re
 
we
 

ca
n 

ta
lk
 
th
in
gs
 

ov
er

 
se
ns
ib
ly
. 

W
e
'
v
e
 
be

en
 

in
 
th
is
 
g
a
m
e
 

a 
lo
ng
 
ti
me
, 

yo
u’

s 
an
d 

me
. 

Af
te

r 
al

l,
 
’
m
 

a 
b
u
s
i
n
e
s
s
m
a
n
!
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Yo
u'

re
 

a 
di
me
 

a 
do

ze
n 

ga
ng

st
er

, 
Sa
m.
 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

N
o
w
 
yo

u 
bu
tt
on
 
yo

ur
 

li
p,

 
mi

st
er

. 
I 
do

n’
t 

li
ke
 
yo
ur
 

mo
ut
h.
 

I 
ha
ve
 

to
 
ha

ve
 
so
me
 

re
sp
ec
t.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 
Y
o
u
'
d
 

sl
it
 
yo
ur
 
ow
n 

th
ro

at
 

fo
r 

tw
o 

bi
ts
 
pl
us
 

ta
x.
 

> 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Yo
u 

ke
ep

 
yo
ur
 
wi
se
 
cr
ac
ks
 
be
hi
nd
 
yo

ur
 
te
et
h,
 

mi
st

er
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Ke
ep
 
ta
lk
in
g.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Ih
av
e 

my
 
po

si
ti

on
 

to
 
th

in
k 

of
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Ri
gh

t 
no
w,
 
yo
ur
 
po
si
ti
on
 

ai
n’
t 

wo
rt

h 
a 

pl
ug
 

ni
ck

el
, 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Yo
u 

di
rt
y 

ra
t,

 
Da
n.
 
(J
am
es
 
Ca

gn
ey

-i
sh

) 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

(s
mi
li
ng
) 

Yo
u’

ve
 
be

en
 
wa
tc
hi
ng
 

to
o 
m
a
n
y
 

mo
vi

es
 
Sa
m.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
O.
K.
 
Lo

on
ey

, 
le
t 

hi
m 

ha
ve

 
it!

 

L
o
o
n
e
y
 

le
ap

s 
fr
om
 
be

hi
nd

 a
 t
re
e.
 
Hi
s 

gr
ee

n 
pi
es
 
se
em
 

to
 

be
 
at

 
th
e 

— 
re
ad
y,
 

bu
t 

th
er
e 

do
es
n’
t 

se
em
 

to
 

be
 
mu

ch
 

in
te
ll
ig
en
ce
 
fl

ic
ke

ri
ng

 
be

hi
nd

 
hi
s 

cr
az
y,
 
st

ar
in

g 
ey

es
. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

st
il
l 

cr
ou
ch
es
 
be

hi
nd

 
th
e 

cu
t-

ou
t 

bu
sh

. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Y
o
n
k
e
r
s
!
 
Ch
ar
li
e!
 
Qu
ic
k,
 

it
’s
 

a 
do

ub
le

-c
ro

ss
! 

Da
n’
s 

G
a
n
g
 
ap

pe
ar

 
fr
om
 
be

hi
nd

 
th
e 

ot
he

r 
cu

t-
ou

t 
tr

ee
s.

 
Th
ey
 
ha
ve
 

th
ei

r 
sp

lu
rg

e 
gu
ns
 

at
 
th
e 

re
ad
y.
 
Th
ey
 
ap
pr
oa
ch
 
L
o
o
n
e
y
 
an

d 
sp

lu
rg

e 

hi
m 

co
ns
id
er
ab
ly
 

be
fo

re
 

he
 
ca
n 

re
ac

t.
 
He

 
co

ll
ap

se
s.

 
Ri

gi
d.

 
B
u
g
s
y
 

ta
ke

s 

th
e 

in
it
ia
ti
ve
. 

He
 
gr
ab
s 

th
e 

pe
tr

if
ie

d 
Sa

m.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

C
o
m
e
 

on
 
M
r
 
St

ac
et

to
, 

le
t’
s 

ge
t 

ou
t 

of
 
he
re
! 

Th
e 

li
gh
ts
 
go
 

ou
t.
 
Th

e 
sp
ot
s 

sw
ee
p 

th
e 

st
ag
e.
 
Th
er
e 

is 
m
u
c
h
 
sh
ou
ti
ng
 

an
d 

ac
ti
vi
ty
 

as
 
ev

er
yo

ne
 
ru
ns
 
ba

ck
 
an

d 
fo
rt
h 

ac
ro
ss
 

th
e 

st
ag

e.
 

Co
nf
us
io
n.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 
gu

id
es

 
S
a
m
 

of
f 

th
e 

st
ag
e 

an
d 

th
ey

 
do
 

a 
co
mp
le
te
 

_ 

ci
rc
le

 
of
 
th
e 

au
di
to
ri
um
. 

W
h
e
n
 

th
ey
 
ar
ri
ve
 
ba
ck
 

on
 
st
ag
e,
 
D
a
n
 
an

d 
hi
s 

ga
ng
 

ar
e 

go
ne
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(o
ut
 
of
 
br

ea
th

) 
Yo
u 

di
d 

gr
ea
t,
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

Gr
ea
t.
 
He
re
’s
 

yo
ur

 
tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

do
ll
ar
s,
 
an
d 

a 
hu

nd
re

d 
ex
tr
a 

fo
r 

yo
ur
 

qu
ic
k 

th
in
ki
ng
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ge
e,

 
t
h
a
n
k
s
 
M
r
 
St
ac
et
to
. 

3
1



 
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Treat 
yourself 

to 
a 
new 

suit. 
Get 

rid 
of that 

laundry 
sack 

you’re 
wearing. 

Here’s 
the 

n
a
m
e
 

of 
my 

tai] 
(He 

hands 
him 

a 
card) 

7 
A
C
T
 
T
W
O
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Thanks 
Mr 

Stacetto. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Think 
nothing 

of 
it. 

My 
pleasure. 

Right 
now, 

let’, 
get 

out 
of 

here. 

 
 

 
 

The 
stage 

is 
set 

as 
the 

girls’ 
dressing 

room. 
There 

are 
racks 

of clothes 
etc. 

Tillie, 
Loretta 

etc. 
and 

the 
rest 

of 
the 

chorus 
join 

in 
as 

Tallulah 
They 

exit. 
Light 

up 
on 

Blousey 
to 

one 
side 

of the 
stage. 

does 
her 

w
m
i
b
e
r
 

  
B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

(slower 
than 

normal) 
M
y
 
N
a
m
e
 

is 
Tallulah 

Hot 
headed 

Bugsy 
makes 

his 
mind 

up 
My 

n
a
m
e
 

is 
Tallulah 

Don’t 
mess 

with 
Bugsy, 

or 
you'll 

wind 
up 

My 
first 

rule 
of 

thumb 
Wishing 

you’d 
let 

well 
enough 

alone. 
I 
don’t 

say 
where 

I’m 
going 

He’s 
a 
man, 

a 
m
o
u
n
t
a
i
n
,
 

a 
rolling 

stone. 
Or 

w
h
e
r
e
 

I’m 
c
o
m
i
n
g
 
from 

And 
will 

he 
leave 

you 
sad 

and 
lonely 

I try 
to 

leave 
a 

little 
reputation 

behind 
me 

Crying 
— 

I 
couldn’t 

stay 
— 

But 
it’s 

k
n
o
w
n
 

So 
if you 

really 
need 

to 

That 
everybody 

loves 
that 

m
a
n
 

— 
Bugsy 

Malone. 
You'll 

know 
how 

to 
find 

me 

. 
My 

name 
is 

Tallulah 

a
 

I live till I die 
- 

Tl 
take 

w
h
a
t
 
you 

give 
me 

E
N
D
 

O
F
 
A
C
T
 
O
N
E
 

A
n
d
 

I 
won’t 

ask 
w
h
y
 

T’ve 
m
a
d
e
 a 

lot 
of 

friends 

In 
some 

exotic 
places 

I 
don’t 

r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 
n
a
m
e
s
 

But 
I 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 

faces 

*Lonely, 
you 

don’t 
have 

to 
be 

lonely 
© 

C
o
m
e
 

and 
see 

Tallulah 
W
e
 

can 
chase 

your 
troubles 

a
w
a
y
 

> 
If 

you’re 
lonely 

You 
don’t 

have 
to 

be 
lonely 

W
h
e
n
 

they 
talk 

about 
Tallulah 

| 
You 

know 
what 

they 
say 

No-one 
south 

of 
heaven’s 

gonna 
treat 

you 
finer 

| 
Tallulah 

had 
her training 

In 
North 

Carolina 

My 
n
a
m
e
 

is 
Tallulah 

A
n
d
 
soon 

I'll 
be 

gone 

A
n
 
open 

invitation 
Is 

the 
road 

[ll 
travel 

on 
Ill 

never 
say 

g
o
o
d
b
y
e
 

Because 
the 

words 
upset 

me 
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Yo
u 

ma
y 

fo
rg
iv
e 

my
 
go
in
g 

Bu
t 

yo
u 

wo
n’
t 

fo
rg
et
 
me
 

*R
ep

ea
t 

At
 

th
e 

en
d 

of
 
th

e 
n
u
m
b
e
r
 

we
 
he
ar
 

a 
ph
on
e 

ri
ng
. 

Ta
ll
ul
ah
 
an
sw
er
s 

it.
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Ye
ah
 

su
re

, 
I’l

l 
ge
t 

he
r.
 
Bl
ou
se
y!
 

It
’s
 
fo
r 

yo
u.

 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
go
es
 

to
 
th

e 
ph

on
e.

 

(s
ar
ca
st
ic
al
ly
) 

Gi
ve
 
hi
m 

my
 

lo
ve
. 

Th
e 

li
gh
ts
 
co
me
 

up
 
on
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

in
 
th
e 
ph
on
e 

bo
ot
h 

at
 
th
e 

si
de
 

of
 t

he
 

st
ag
e.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

He
ll
o.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

He
y 

Bl
ou
se
y,
 

it
’s
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

W
h
e
r
e
 

ar
e 

yo
u?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh
 
ar
ou
nd
. 

Li
st
en
. 

I 
ca
n’
t 

ta
lk
 

to
 
yo
u 

no
w,
 

bu
t 

I’
ve
 

ju
st

 
m
a
d
e
 

tw
o 

h
u
n
d
r
e
d
 
bu
ck
s.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Yo
u 

m
e
a
n
 

yo
u 

pr
in
te
d 

it 
yo
ur
se
lf
? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
lI
ea
rn
ed
 

it,
 
sw
ea
r 

to
 
Go
d.
 

(C
ro
ss
es
 
hi
ms
el
f)
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Do
in
g 

wh
at
? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Oh
 

th
is
 
an
d 

th
at
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

W
h
o
 

fo
r?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Fa
t 

Sa
m.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 
ga
ve
 
yo
u 

20
0 

do
ll
ar
s?
 

_ 
B
U
G
S
Y
 

An
d 

th
e 

lo
an
 

of
 h

is
 
se
da
n 

fo
r 

th
e 

af
te
rn
oo
n.
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

I 
do
n’
t 

be
li
ev
e 

yo
u.
 
Yo
u’
re
 
pu
tt
in
g 

me
 

on
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 
L
o
o
k
,
 
if
 
yo
u 

ge
t 

yo
ur
se
lf
 
ou
ts
id
e 

th
e 

Gr
an
d 

Sl
am
 

in
 

te
n 

mi
nu
te
s,
 

lo
ok
 
fo

r 
th

e 
sn
az
zy
 
se
da
n 

wi
th
 

th
e 

go
od
 

lo
ok
in
’ 

dr
iv
er
 
an
d 

yo
u'
ll
 
fi
nd
 
he
 
ha
s 

a 
ve
ry
 
cl
os
e 

re
se
mb
la
nc
e 

to
 
yo
ur
s 

tr
ul
y 

..
.O
.K
..
..
? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

O.
K.
 
Bu
t 

yo
u'
d 

be
tt
er
 
no
t 

be
 
pu
tt
in
g 

me
 

on
, 

Bu
st
er
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Cr
os
s 

my
 
he
ar
t 

it
’s
 
on
 
th
e 

le
ve
l.
 

So
 
lo
ng
. 

Th
e 

li
gh
t 

go
es
 
do
wn
 

on
 
B
u
g
s
y
 
an
d 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
pu
ts
 
on
 
he
r 

ha
t 

an
d 

co
at

 
an
d 

ex
it
s 

du
ri
ng
 

th
e 

ne
xt
 
sc
en
e.
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  B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

Da
te
 
Bl
ou
se
y?
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

So
rt
 

of
. 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

I'
m 

gi
vi
ng
 

up
 
gu
ys
, 

th
ey
’r
e 

no
th
in
’ 

bu
t 

tr
ou
bl
e,
 

be
li
ev
e 

me
. 

Fr
om
 
no
w 

on
 
I’
m 

lo
ok
in
’ 

fo
r 

hu
sb
an
ds
. 

An
d 

I 
ai
n’
t 

ge
tt

in
g 

to
o 

at
ta
ch
ed
. 

I’
m 

go
nn
a 

ch
an

ge
 

’e
m 

re
gu
la
r 

li
ke
 

a 
li
br
ar
y 

bo
ok
. 

He
y!
 
Do
n’
t 

yo
u 

th
in
k 

I 
lo
ok
 
cu
te
? 

Wh
at
 

do
 
yo
u 

th
in
k 

of
 
th
e 

dr
es
s 

Ti
ll
ie
? 

T
I
L
L
I
E
 

I 
do

n’
t 

k
n
o
w
,
 i

t’
s 
a
 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

C
o
m
e
 

on
 
Do

tt
y,

 
wh

at
 

do
 
yo
u 

th
in
k?
 

D
O
T
T
Y
 

Er
, 

we
ll
, 

I 
do
n’
t 

k
n
o
w
 
Ba

ng
le

s,
 
m
a
y
b
e
 

th
e 

co
lo
ur
’s
 

wr
on

g.
 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

W
h
a
t
 

ar
e 

yo
u 

ta
lk

in
g 

ab
ou

t?
 
Pu
rp
le
’s
 
my
 

co
lo
ur
. 

I 
al
wa
ys
 
we

ar
 
pu

rp
le

. 

L
O
R
E
T
T
A
 

(s
ar

ca
st

ic
al

ly
) 

Ye
ah
, 

it 
ma
tc
he
s 

th
e 

ve
in
s 

in
 
yo
ur
 

le
gs
. 

D
O
T
T
Y
 

M
a
y
b
e
 

it
’s

 
th
e 

le
ng

th
. 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

It
’s
 
th
e 

la
te
st
 
le

ng
th

. 
I 
re
ad
 

it 
in
 

a 
ma
ga
zi
ne
. 

V
E
L
M
A
 

M
a
y
b
e
 

it
’s
 
th
e 

fr
il

ls
, 

th
ey
 

st
ic
k 

ou
t 

to
o 

m
u
c
h
.
 

L
O
R
E
T
T
A
 

Th
ey
 
ma
tc
h 

he
r 

ea
rs
. 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

(a
ng

ry
) 

Do
 
yo
u 

th
in

k 
it
’l
l 

lo
ok
 
an
y 

be
tt
er
 
on

 
yo
u?
 

L
O
R
E
T
T
A
 

It
’l
l 

lo
ok
 
be
tt
er
 
on

 
a 

ho
rs
e.
 

ah
ea
d 

of
 
my
 
ti

me
? 

. 

A
L
L
 

Th
ey

’r
e 

wh
at
? 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

(s
ex
il
y)
 

Fu
ll
 

of
 p

er
so

na
li

ty
 

..
. 

ch
ar
ac
te
r.
..
 
ki
nd
a 

ea
rt
hy
..
. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Ye
ah
, 

li
ke
 

a 
bu
ck
et
 

of
 
mu
d.
 

Th
e 

gi
rl
s 

al
l 

la
ug
h 

as
 
B
a
n
g
l
e
s
 
st
or
ms
 

ou
t.
 
Li

gh
ts

 
do
wn
. 

Mu
si

ca
l 

re
pr

is
e 

of
 
T’

M 
F
E
E
L
I
N
G
 
FI

NE
’.

 
Li

gh
ts

 
up
 
on
 
si
de
 

of
 s

ta
ge
 
wh
er
e 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

is 
si

tt
in

g 
on
 

a 
sw
in
g.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

en
te
rs
 
wi
th
 
tw
o 

ho
t 

do
gs

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Mu
st

ar
d 

wi
th
 
on

io
ns

, 
Ke
tc
hu
p 

wi
th

ou
t.

 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Ke
tc
hu
p 

wi
th
ou
t.
 
Do
 
yo
u 

re
al
ly
 
ha

ve
 
20
0 

do
ll
ar
s?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
pe
. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

0h
 
ye
ah
, 

yo
u 

li
ed
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
, 

I’
ve

 
go
t 

19
8 

do
ll

ar
s 

an
d 

te
n 

ce
nt
s 

— 
I 
ju

st
 
bo

ug
ht

 
tw
o 

ho
t 

do
gs

. 
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B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

You 
didn’t 

do 
anything 

crooked, 
did 

you? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ofcourse 
not. I 

got 
it 

for 
driving 

and 
for 

helping 
Mr 

S
a
m
 

out 
of 

a 
little 

predicament. 
Oh, 

I nearly 
forgot. 

He 
hands 

a parcel 
to 

her. 
A 

big 
shoe-box 

tied 
with 

a 
ribbon. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

What’s 
this, 

a 
fingerbowl? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No, a p
r
e
s
e
n
t
 

wisie! 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

For 
me? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(he 
looks 

around 
him) 

WellI 
didn’t 

buy 
it 

for 
the 

audience... 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Oh 
Bugsy, 

it’s 
wonderful. 

Fantastic. 
W
h
a
t
 

is 
it? 

She 
looks 

through 
the 

wrong 
end 

of an 
old 

photo 
viewer. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 
A
 v
i
e
w
e
r
,
 
d
u
m
m
y
.
 

(He 
turns 

it round 
the 

correct 
way) 

Look, 
you 

turn 
the 

handle. 
All 

the 
Hollywood 

stars. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Oh, 
if only 

I 
could 

get 
to 

Hollywood. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

You 
can. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

O
h
s
u
r
e
,
 

I’ve 
heard 

that 
one, 

wise 
guy 

... 
in 

the 

front 
row 

of the 
Roxy 

on 
East 

38th 
Street. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No, 
really 

get 
to 

Hollywood. 

She 
beckons 

back 
with 

her 
thumb. 

You 
want 

me 
to 

leave? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

No, 
push 

me, 
d
u
m
m
y
,
 

and 
keep 

talking... 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

[I’ve 
got 

198 
dollars 

and 
10 

cents 
left, 

right? 
What 

does 
that 

buy? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Er... 
(Counting 

on 
her 

fingers) 
440 

hot 
dogs. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No, 
two 

tickets, 
stupid. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Two 
tickets? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

On 
the 

Super 
Chief. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Super 
Chief? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

The 
train, 

d
u
m
m
y
!
 

To 
Hollywood. 

Think 
about 

it. 

There 
is 

silence. 
B
u
g
s
y
 
moves 

away 
and 

starts 
to 

clean 
his 

fingers 
with 

a 
napkin. 
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B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

(swinging 
and 

singing 
to 

herself) 
I'm 

feeling 
fine. 

Filled 
with 

e
m
o
t
i
o
n
s
 

Stronger 
than 

wine 
They 

give 
me 

the 
notion 

That 
this 

strange 
new 

feeling 
Is 

something 
that 

you're 
feeling 

too. 
.
.
.
t
o
o
.
.
.
t
o
o
.
.
.
 

Two 
tickets? 

S
s
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(over 
his 

shoulder) 
Yeah, 

two 
tickets. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

(singing 
quietly) 

Matter 
of fact, 

I’m 
forced 

to 
admit 

it, 
I’m 

caught 
in 

the 
act, 

and 
maybe 

we’ve 
hit 

it, 
If 

this 
strange 

new 
feeling 

is 
something 

that 
you're 

feeling 
t
o
o
.
.
.
0
0
.
.
.
0
0
.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

So 
what’s 

the 
a
n
s
w
e
r
?
 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Did 
you 

honestly 
think 

it’d 
be 

anything 
but 

yes? 
Oh 

B
u
g
s
y
 

.. 
. 
(She 

e
m
b
r
a
c
e
s
 
him) 

H
o
l
l
y
w
o
o
d
!
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Knock 
it 

off 
will 

you? 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

/Yov’e 
putting 

me 
on! 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It’s 
the 

honest 
truth 

I tell 
you. 

(Kisses 
his 

finger, 
touches 

her 
on 

the 
nose.) 

It’s just 
that 

if I 
don’t 

get 
this 

sedan 
back 

soon 
Fat 

Sam 
will 

have 
my 

face 
looking 

like 
a 

plateful 
of 

yesterday’s 
fetucinni. 

They 
walk 

off arm 
in 

arm. 
Lights 

down. 
We 

hear 
dramatic 

sleuthing 
type 

music. 
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 
and 

O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 
come 

on. 
They 

are 
examining 

the 
ground 

with 
large 

magnifying 
glasses. 

They 
separate 

across 
the 

stage 
in 

different 
directions. 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

A
h
a
a
.
.
.
!
I
 
think 

I’ve 
found 

something. 
Come 

and 
take 

a 
look 

at 
this, 

O’Dreary. 

O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 
obediently 

runs 
to 

where 
his 

boss 
is 

crouched. 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

You've 
cracked 

it 
this 

time, 
Captain 

Smolsky. 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Ihave? 
(Surprised) 

W
h
a
t
 

do 
you 

see? 
Tell 

me, 
what 

do 
you 

see, 
O’Dreary? 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

(carefully 
looking 

down) 
Your 

foot, 
Captain? 

S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

takes 
off his 

hat 
and 

hits 
O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 

with 
it. 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Not 
my 

foot, 
knucklehead. 

Under 
my 

foot. 
Tyre 

marks! 
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O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Oh
, 

it
’s
 

a 
ty
re
 
ma

rk
 

al
l 

ri
gh
t,
 
Ca
pt
ai
n.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

To
o 

ri
gh

t 
it
’s
 

a 
ty

re
 
ma

rk
, 

yo
u 

Ir
is

h 
po

ta
to

 
he
ad
. 

Ge
t 

so
me

 
pl

as
te

r.
 
We

'l
l 

ta
ke
 

a 
mo

ul
d.

 

O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 

ru
ns
 

of
f.
 
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

lo
ok
s 

ar
ou

nd
 

fo
r 

mo
re
 

cl
ue
s.
 

Th
er
e 

ou
gh
t 

to
 
be

 
mo

re
 
ma

rk
s.

 
Th

er
e 

su
re
 

as
 
eg

gs
 

is 
eg
gs
 
wa
s 

mo
re

 
th
an
 
on
e 

se
da

n 
ar

ou
nd

 
he
re
. 

He
y,

 
wh

at
’s

 
th
is
? 

He
 
kn
ee
ls
 
do

wn
 
an
d 

O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 
pr
om
pi
ly
 

tr
ip

s 
ov
er
 
hi

m 
as

 
he
 
en

te
rs

, 
po

ur
in

g 
th

e 
wh

it
e 

li
qu

id
 
ov

er
 

hi
s 

bo
ss

. 

A
a
a
a
a
a
h
!
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Ge
e 

Ca
pt
ai
n.
 

I’
m 

so
rr
y 

si
r,

 
I 
di
dn
’t
 
se
e 

yo
u 

th
er

e,
 
ho

ne
st

ly
 

I 
di
dn
’t
..
. 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Yo
u 

du
mb
 

po
ta
to
 

fa
ce

 
Ir

is
h 

je
rk
! 

He
 
ch
as
es
 
hi

m 
ar

ou
nd

 
th

e 
st
ag
e.
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Co
ul

dn
’t

 
he
lp
 

it,
 
Ca

pt
ai

n 
.. 

. 
Ge

e,
 

’'
m 

so
rr

y,
 

C
a
p
t
a
i
n
 
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
.
 

It
 
wa

s 
an

 
ac

ci
de

nt
, 

ho
ne
st
ly
. 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

If
I 

ca
tc
h 

yo
u,
 
O’
Dr

ea
ry

, 
I’
m 

go
nn

a 
pu

nc
h 

th
at
 

st
up

id
 
Ir

is
h 

no
se
 
ri
gh
t 

ba
ck
 

to
 
Ti

pp
er

ar
y.

 

Th
ey
 
ru
n 

of
f,
 
st
ag
e 

ri
gh
t.
 
Fa
t 

S
a
m
 
an
d 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 
co
me
 

on
. 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

ca
rr

ie
s 

a 
st

ra
ng

e 
co

nt
ra

pt
io

n 
th

at
 
lo

ok
s 

li
ke
 

a 
ma

d 
co

mb
in

at
io

n 
of

 
ma

ch
in

e 
gu
n 

an
d 

bu
tc

he
r’

s 
mi

nc
er

. 
S
a
m
 

ca
rr
ie
s 

a 
ca

rd
bo

ar
d 

cu
t-
ou
t 

of
 D
a
n
d
y
 
Da
n.
 
He
 

si
ts

 
it 

up
 
on
 
on
e 

si
de

 
of
 t

he
 
st
ag
e 

as
 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

pr
ep

ar
es

 
th

e 
‘g

un
’ 

on
 

th
e 

ot
he

r.
 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Y
o
u
s
u
r
e
 

th
is
 

is 
go
in
g 

to
 
wo

rk
, 

Bo
ss
? 

(C
ra

ck
s 

hi
s 

kn
uc
kl
es
) 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Of
co

ur
se

 
it 

is.
 
Kn
uc
kl
es
, 

do
n’

t 
cr
ac
k 

yo
ur
 

kn
uc

kl
es

, 
it 
ma

ke
s 

me
 
ne

rv
ou

s.
 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

So
rr
y,
 
Bo

ss
. 

F
A
T
 
SA
M_
 

Of
 
co
ur
se
 

it
’l

l 
wo

rk
. 

It
 
lo

ok
s 

li
ke
 

a 
sp

lu
rg

e 
gu

n,
 

do
es

n’
t 

it
? 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 
sh
ak
es
 

hi
s 

he
ad
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(t
hr

ea
te

ni
ng

) 
Do

es
n'

t 
it
? 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Er
..
. 

su
re

 
Bo

ss
, 

ki
nd
 
of

..
. 

(H
e 

fr
ow
ns
) 
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  F
A
T
S
A
M
 

A
n
y
t
h
i
n
g
 
D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

ca
n 

do
, 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

ca
n 

do
 

be
tt

er
. 

A
m
 

I 
ri

gh
t 

or
 
am
 

I 
ri

gh
t?

 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

(p
on

de
ri

ng
 

th
e 

al
te
rn
at
iv
e)
 

Yo
u'

re
 

ri
gh

t,
 
Bo

ss
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Ri
gh
t.
 
No
w,
 

ar
e 

yo
u 

re
ad

y,
 
Kn

uc
kl

es
? 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Su
re

 
th

in
g,

 
Bo

ss
. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

O.
K.
 
Ge
t 

se
t.
..
 

K
N
U
C
K
L
E
S
 

Im
 

se
t,
 
Bo
ss
. 

FA
T 

SA
M.
..
 

an
d 

FI
RE
! 

Th
e 

gu
n 

ex
pl
od
es
 

in
 

a 
fo

un
ta

in
 

of
 c

re
am
y 

sp
lu
rg
e 

an
d 

cl
ou

ds
 

of
 s
mo

ke
. 

K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

is 
co
ve
re
d 

in
 
sp
lu
rg
e 

an
d 

st
ag

ge
rs

 
ar
ou
nd
 

as
 
Fa

t 
S
a
m
 
go
es
 

to 
ex
am
in
e 

th
e 

cu
t-

ou
t 

of
 D
a
n
d
y
 
Da
n.
 

Mi
ss

ed
! 

Ba
ck
 

to
 
th
e 

dr
aw
in
g 

bo
ar
d,
 
Kn
uc
kl
es
. 

Me
an

wh
il

e 
K
n
u
c
k
l
e
s
 

ha
s 

st
ag

ge
re

d 
ac
ro
ss
 

th
e 

st
ag
e 

in
 
a'

se
mi

-s
ti

ff
 

st
at
e 

an
d 

fi
na
ll
y 

co
ll
ap
se
d 

ju
st

 
ou
t 

of
 s

ig
ht

 
be
hi
nd
 

th
e 

si
de

 
of
 
th
e 

st
ag

e.
 

Kn
uc
kl
es
 

. 
.. 

sp
ea
k 

to
 
me

, 
Kn
uc
kl
es
 

. 
. 

. K
nu

ck
le

s!
 

He
 
ru
ns
 
ba
ck
 
an
d 

pu
nc

he
s 

th
e 

cu
t-
ou
t 

of
 D
an

. 

It
’s
 

al
l 

yo
ur
 
fa

ul
t,

 
I'
ll
 
ge

t 
yo
u 

fo
r 

th
is
, 

yo
u 

gr
ea
sy
 
lo
un
ge
 

li
za
rd
 

..
. 

Kn
uc
kl
es
. 

(C
ry
in
g 

al
mo
st
) 

Po
or

 
Kn

uc
kl

es
..

. 
(H

e 
ru
sh
es
 

of
f 

le
ft

) 

Bu
gs

y 
en

te
rs

 
ri

gh
t,

 
wh
is
tl
in
g 

'M
 
FE

EL
IN

G 
FI

NE
’.

 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(t
o 

au
di

en
ce

, 
as

 
he
 
sw

ee
ps

 
an
d 

ti
di
es
 

up
) 

As
 
yo

uc
an

 
se

e 
fr

om
 
th
e 

me
ss

 
he

re
, 

th
in
gs
 

ar
e 

lo
ok
in
g 

ki
nd

 
of
 u

nt
id

y 
in
 
Fa

t 
Sa

m’
s 

li
fe
 

. 
. 

. 
an
d 

as
 

fo
r 
Kn

uc
kl

es
..

. 
we

ll
, 

wh
at
ev
er
 
ga

me
 

it 
wa
s 

he
 
wa
s 

pl
ay

in
g,

 
he
’d
 
su
re
 
ca
sh
ed
 
hi

s 
ch

ip
s 

in
, 

an
d 

as
 

fo
r 

C
a
p
t
a
i
n
 
S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

.. 
. 
we
ll
, 

he
 
st

ar
te

d 

ou
t 

wi
th

 
th
e 

in
te

nt
io

n 
of
 
ch

as
in

g 
O’
Dr
ea
ry
 
ba

ck
 

to
 
Co
un
ty
 

Co
rk

 
ex

ce
pt

 
he
 
fo
rg
ot
 
th

at
 
he

’d
 
ha

d 
qu

ic
k 

dr
yi
ng
 
pl

as
te

r 
po
ur
ed
 

al
l 

ov
er

 
hi
m 

an
d 

ve
ry

 
so
on
 
he

 
wa
s 

st
if

fe
r 

th
an

 
so

me
 

of
 
th
os
e 

du
de

s 
he
’d
 
oc

ca
si

on
al

ly
 
dr

ag
ge

d 
ou

t 
of

 
th

e 
Ea
st
 

Ri
ve
r 

..
. 

Th
er

e 
is 

a 
m
o
a
n
 
fr
om
 

th
e 

ba
ck
 

of
 t

he
 

s
t
a
g
e
.
.
.
.
a
n
y
w
a
y
.
.
.
 

Fu
rt
he
r 

m
o
a
n
i
n
g
 
so
un
d.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

wa
lk

s 
to

 
th
e 

ba
ck
 

of
 t

he
 
st

ag
e.

 
Th
er
e 

ar
e 

a 
n
u
m
b
e
r
 

of
 g
ar
ba
ge
 
ca

ns
 
an
d 

bo
xe
s 

of
 a

ss
or
te
d 

ru
bb
is
h.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 

ap
pr

oa
ch

es
 
ca
re
fu
ll
y.
 
Mo

re
 
mo
an
s.
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Hello, 
is 

a
n
y
b
o
d
y
 
there? 

Hello 
. 

M
o
a
n
.
 ... 

are 
you 

hurt? 

Suddenly 
he 

is j
u
m
p
e
d
 

on 
by 

the 
man 

he 
is 

trying 
to 

help 
and 

four 
other 

down-and-outs 
who 

appear 
from 

behind 
the 

garbage 
cans. 

They 
start 

to 
beat 

him 
up. 

Suddenly 
Leroy 

enters 
from 

stage 
right. 

He 
rushes 

to 
Bugsy’s 

rescue, 
punching 

out 
the 

unfortunate 
down-and- 

outs 
in 

all 
directions. 

His 
punching 

power 
is 

awesome. 
His 

work 
done, 

he 
picks 

up 
B
u
g
s
y
 
from 

the 
garbage 

cans. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

They 
take 

your 
money, 

mister? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(tapping 
his 

pockets) 
Yeah, 

200 
dollars 

less 
90 

cents. 
It 

was 
sure 

nice 
of 

you 
to 

help 
me 

like 
that. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Oh, 
it 

was 
nothing. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

You 
must 

be 
a 

boxer, 
right? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Nope! 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Youre 
not? 

But 
that’s 

the 
best 

punching 
I’ve 

ever 
seen. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Oh, 
it 

was 
nothing. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Y
o
u
 
ever 

been 
coached? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Nope. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

You 
ever 

thought 
of 

taking 
it 

up, 
I m

e
a
n
 

professionally? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Nope. 
B
U
G
S
Y
 

Why 
not? 

You 
could 

be 
a champion. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Never 
thought 

about 
it. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

You 
haven't? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Never 
had 

the 
chance. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

I know 
someone 

who 
could 

help 
you. 

You 
know 

Cagey 
Joe? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Nope. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

You 
know 

Sluggers’ 
G
y
m
?
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Nope. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

You 
don’t 

k
n
o
w
 
much, 

do 
you? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

(big 
warm 

smile) 
Nope. 

40 
  

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Put 
it 

there, 
Leroy, 

you’ve 
got 

yourself 
a 
m
a
n
a
g
e
r
.
 

As 
they 

exit 
right, 

the 
lights 

go 
up 

and 
the 

stage 
is 

filled 
with 

B
o
x
e
r
s
 

who 
are 

busy 
skipping, 

punching 
bags, 

sparring, 
exercising. 

B
u
g
s
y
 
and 

Leroy 
enter 

from 
down 

the 
stairs. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Hi, 
C
a
g
e
y
 

Joe! 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

Hi, 
Bugsy. 

H
o
w
 
you 

been, 
man? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Swell, 
Cagey 

Joe, 
real 

swell. 
And 

you? 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

For 
me, 

yeah. 
But 

this bunch 
of punch 

bags, 
the 

pits. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Cagey 
Joe, 

I want 
you 

to 
meet 

the 
next 

heavyweight 
champion. 

Leroy, 
meet 

Cagey 
Joe. 

Cagey 
Joe, 

meet 
Leroy 

Smith. 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

(circling 
Leroy 

and 
nervously 

removing 
his 

hat) 
Ever been 

i
n
 

the 
ring 

before, 
boy? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Nope. 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

So 
you 

w
a
n
n
a
 

be 
a 

fighter, 
huh? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Er, 
nope. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Sure 
he 

does. 
Look 

at 
those 

mits. 
Did 

you 
ever 

see 
such 

shillelaghs? 
Hit 

it 
Leroy. 

Leroy 
punches 

Bugsy’s 
out-stretched 

hand, 
very hard. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

winces. 
C
a
g
e
y
 is 

impressed. 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

What’s 
your 

n
a
m
e
 

again, kia? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Leroy 
Smith. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

With 
you 

showing 
him 

the 
ropes, 

Cagey 
Joe, 

he 
could 

be 
c
h
a
m
p
i
o
n
 

in 
no 

time. 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

O.K. 
Ill 

give 
him a 

try. 
But 

I'll 
tell 

you 
now, 

he’ll 
be 

no 
good 

unless 
he’s 

got 
‘it’. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

‘It’? 
W
h
a
t
’
s
 

‘it’? 

He 
stares 

at 
his 

hands 
as 

if ‘it’ 
is 

some 
kind 

of disease. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It’ 
is 

the 
difference 

between 
being 

a 
no-hoper 

slugger 
and 

being 
a 
champion. 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

It’s 
what 

makes 
a 

fighter 
special. 

If you 
haven’t 

got 
‘it’, 

you 
just 

haven’t 
got 

it. 

4
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So
 
Yo
u 

W
a
n
n
a
 

Be
 

a 
Bo

xe
r 

So
 
yo
u 

w
a
n
n
a
 

be
 

a 
bo
xe
r 

In
 
th
e 

go
ld
en
 
ri
ng
 

Ca
n 

yo
u 

pu
nc
h 

li
ke
 

a 
so

ut
h-

bo
un

d 
fr

ei
gh

t 
tr

ai
n?

 
Te
ll
 
me
 
ju
st
 
on
e 

th
in
g 

Ca
n 

yo
u 

mo
ve
 

in
 

a 
wh
ir
l 

Li
ke

 
a 
hu
mm
in
g-
bi
rd
’s
 
wi

ng
 

If
 y

ou
 
ne

ed
 

to
? 

(T
ha

t’
s 

fa
st

) 

Ca
n 

yo
u 

bo
b,
 
ca
n 

yo
u 

we
av
e 

Ca
n 

yo
u 

fa
ke

 
an
d 

de
ce
iv
e 

W
h
e
n
 

yo
u 

ne
ed
 

to
? 

We
ll
 
yo
u 

mi
gh
t 

as
 
we
ll
 
qu
it
 

If
 y

ou
 
ha

ve
n’

t 
go

t 
it 

So
 
yo

u 
w
a
n
n
a
 

be
 

a 
bo
xe
r 

Ca
n 

yo
u 

pa
ss
 

th
e 

te
st
? 

I 
ca

n 
te
ll
 

if 
yo

u’
ve

 
go
t 

it 
in
 
yo

u 
I’
ve
 
tr

ai
ne

d 
th

e 
be
st
 

W
h
e
n
 

yo
u 

wo
rk
 
an
d 

yo
u 

sw
ea
t 

an
d 

yo
u 

be
t 

Th
at
 
yo

u 
tr

ai
n 

to
 

a 
bu
zz
-s
aw
 

Th
en
 
yo

u 
ne
ar
 

lo
se

 
yo
ur
 
mi
nd
 
wh
en
 
yo

u 
fi

nd
 
th
at
 

Yo
ur
 
bo
y 

ha
s 

a 
gl

as
s 

ja
w 

So
 
yo
u 

mi
gh
t 

as
 
we
ll
 
qu
it
 

. 
If

 y
ou

 
ha

ve
n’

t 
go
t 

it 
Pu
t 

hi
m 

in
 
th
e 

ri
ng
 
Jo
e 

Lo
ok
 

at
 
wh

at
 
yo
u 

fo
un
d 

We
 

ca
n 

us
e 

th
e 

fu
n 

Jo
e 

Pu
sh

in
g 

hi
m 

ar
ou

nd
 

We
'l

l 
sh
ow
 

hi
m 

th
e 

ro
pe

s 
An

d 
de
st
ro
y 

hi
s 

ho
pe

s 
Pu
t 

hi
m 

in
 
th

e 
ri
ng
 
Jo
e 

Gi
ve
 

th
e 

gu
y 

a 
ch
an
ce
 

Le
t 

hi
m 

fe
el
 
th
e 

st
in
g 

Jo
e 

We
 

ca
n 

m
a
k
e
 
hi

m 
da
nc
e 

We
'l
l 

pu
lp
 
hi

m 
to
 
bi
ts
 

Th
en
 

he
’l

l 
ca
ll
 

it 
qu
it
s 

Fo
r 

su
re
 
Jo
e 

So
 
yo
u 

wa
nt

 
to

 
be

 
a 
bo
xe
r 

W
a
n
t
 

to
 
be

 
th
e 

c
h
a
m
p
 

Th
er

e’
s 

a 
go

ld
en

 
bo
y 

in
si
de
 
yo
u 

No
t 

a 
pu
nc
he
d-
ou
t 

tr
am

p 
If
 y

ou
 
li

st
en

 
an
d 

yo
u 

le
ar
n 

Th
er
e’
s 

an
 
ho

no
ur

 
yo

u 
ca
n 

ea
rn

 
an
d 

de
fe
nd
 

he
re
 

W
h
e
n
 
yo
u 

do
 
se
e 

th
e 

cr
ow

n 
Yo
w’
re
 

a 
ki

ng
, 

no
t 

a 
cl
ow
n 

 
 

  
  
 

A 
co
nt
en
de
r 

Bu
t 

yo
u 

mi
gh
t 

as
 
we
ll
 
qu
it
 

If
 y

ou
 
ha
ve
n’
t 

go
t 

it 
Pu
t 

hi
m 

in
 
th
e 

ri
ng
 
Jo
e 

So
me
th
in
g 

ne
w 

to
 
pu
nc
h 

Le
t 

me
 
ha
ve
 

a 
sw
in
g 

Jo
e 

Th
en
 

we
'l
l 

go
 

to
 
lu
nc
h 

We
'l
l 

m
a
k
e
 

it 
qu
it
e 

sw
if
t 

Th
en
 

he
'l
l 

ge
t 

th
e 

dr
if
t 

Pu
t 

hi
m 

in
 
th
e 

ri
ng
 
Jo
e 

Ch
ic
ke
n 

a 
la
 
ca
rt
e 

Le
t 

me
 
ha
ve
 

a 
wi
ng
 
Jo
e 

Te
ar
in
g 

hi
m 

ap
ar
t 

. 
Th
at
 
ch
ic
ke
n 

wi
ll
 
cr
ow
 

Oh
, 

le
t 

me
 

ha
ve
 
hi
m 

Jo
e 

Du
ri
ng
 

th
e 

so
ng
 
Le
ro
y 

ha
s 

hi
s 
ja
ck
et
 
an
d 

sh
ir
t 

re
mo
ve
d 

an
d 

gl
ov
es
 

pu
t 

on
 

hi
s 

ha
nd
s.
 
Th
e 

ot
he
r 

B
o
x
e
r
s
 
fo
rm
 

th
e 

ri
ng
 
on
 
th
re
e 

si
de
s.
 
A 

be
ll
 
so
un
ds
 

at
 
th
e 

en
d 

of
 t

he
 
so
ng
 
an
d 

L
e
r
o
y
 
an
d 

hi
s 

(l
ar
ge
) 

op
po
ne
nt
 

en
ci
rc
le
 
on
e 
an
ot
he
r,
 
&l
ov
es
 
he
ld
 
hi
gh
. 

L
e
r
o
y
 

on
ly
 
th
ro
ws
 
on
e 

ma
ss
iv
e 

pu
nc
h,
 

bu
t 

it 
is

 
e
n
o
u
g
h
 

to
 
fl
oo
r 

hi
s 

la
rg
er
, 

bu
rl
y 

op
po
ne
nt
. 

A
L
L
 

Ch
ee
rs
. 

C
A
G
E
Y
 
J
O
E
 

He
’s
 
go
t 

it.
 

A
L
L
 

He
’s
 
go

t 
it.

 
He
’s
 
go
t 

it.
 
He
’s
 

go
t 

it.
 

Le
ro

y 
is 

ce
nt

re
 
st
ag
e 

fr
on
t,
 
ta

ki
ng

 
th
e 

co
ng
ra
tu
la
to
ry
 
ba
ck
 
sl
ap
s.
 
He

 
st
ar
es
 

at
 
hi
s 

le
th

al
 

fi
st

s.
 
He

 
ca

n’
t 

qu
it
e 

be
li

ev
e 

it 
ei

th
er

. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

[I
’v
e 

go
t 

it!
 

Li
gh
ts
 
do
wn
. 

Li
gh
ts
 

up
 
on
 
Fa

t 
Sa
m’
s 

of
fi
ce
. 

S
a
m
 

is 
si

tt
in

g 
at
 
hi
s 

de
sk
. 

Wo
rr

ie
d.

 
Ta
ll
ul
ah
 

si
ts
 
on
 
th
e 

ed
ge
 

of
 t

he
 

de
sk
 
pa
in
ti
ng
 

he
r 

na
il

s.
 
Th

e 
ph
on
e 

ri
ng
s.
 
S
a
m
 
gr
ab
s 

it.
 

th
e 

sa
rs

ap
ar

il
la

 
ra

ck
et

? 

A 
bl
ac
k 

bo
y 

ti
ed
 
up
 
fr

om
 
he

ad
 

to
 

to
e 

is 
pr
op
pe
d 

up
 

in
 
th
e 

te
le
ph
on
e 

bo
ot
h 

as
 
he
 
sp
ea
ks
. 

Hi
s 

n
a
m
e
 

is 
Pi
ck
et
t.
 

P
I
C
K
E
T
T
 

It
’s
 
go
ne
, 

Bo
ss
. 

Th
ey
 

go
t 

to
 
th
e 

st
il
l.
 
Th
ey
 
ha
d 

ax
es
 
an
d 

ch
op
pe
d 

aw
ay
 

at
 
th
e 

ba
rr

el
s 

— i
t’

s 
al

l 
go
ne
 

— 
dr
ai
ne
d 

aw
ay
. 

Ev
er
y 

la
st

 
dr
op
. 

4
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F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Ohno. 
Pickett, 

get 
round 

here 
right 

away. 

P
I
C
K
E
T
T
 

Ican’t, 
Boss. 

I’m 
all 

tied 
up. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

I 
don’t 

care 
how 

busy 
you 

are, 
get 

round 
here 

right 
away. 

The 
lights 

dim 
on 

the 
unfortunate 

Pickett. 

The 
phone 

rings 
again. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

No, 
not 

the 
grocery 

racket? 
No. 

O.K. 
O.K. 

No, 
I’m 

sure 
you 

did 
all 

you 
could. 

Go 
home 

and 
get 

washed 
up. 

He 
puts 

the 
phone 

down 
very 

slowly. 
He 

strokes 
the 

edge 
of 

his 
cocktail 

glass. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

That’s 
the 

whole 
empire 

gone, 
Tallulah. 

You 
hear 

me? 
Everything. 

And 
they'll 

be 
coming 

here 
next. 

There’s 
only 

one 
thing 

for 
it. 

You'll 
have 

to 
get 

him 
to 

help 
me. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

(ultra 
cool) 

Who? 
The 

Lone 
Ranger? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

No, 
you 

d
u
m
b
 

Dora. 
B
u
g
s
y
 
Malone. 

Call 
him. 

Tallulah 
picks 

up 
the 

phone 
and 

dials. 

I’m 
in 

trouble, 
real 

trouble, 
and 

all 
I 

got 
for 

c
o
m
p
a
n
y
 

is 
a 

female 
comedian. 

- 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

No 
answer. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

I want 
you 

to 
go 

ask 
him 

for 
help. 

Personally. 
(Pronounced 

‘Poysonally’) 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Poysonally? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(adamantly) 
Poysanally. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Poysanally. 
So 

long 
lover 

boy. 

Tallulah 
blows 

him 
a 

kiss, 
and 

walks 
down 

the 
steps 

as 
the 

lights 
dim 

on 
Sam’s 

office. 
: 

Lights 
up 

on 
centre. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

is pacing 
up 

and 
down 

waiting 
for 

Blousey. 
His 

suitcase 
at 

the 
ready. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Hi, 
Bugsy. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

turns 
quickly. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Blousey! 
Oh, 

it’s 
you, 

Tallulah. 

£4 
  

As 
he 

does 
so 

he 
trips 

over 
his 

suitcase. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

[like 
m
y
 
m
e
n
 

at 
m
y
 

feet. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

W
h
a
t
 

are 
you 

doing 
here, 

Tallulah? 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Put 
your 

flaps 
down, 

tiger, 
else 

you'll 
take 

off. 
I’ve 

got 
a 
message 

for 
you. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

So 
what’s 

wrong 
with 

Western 
Union? 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Don’t 
flatter 

yourself, 
tiger, 

it’s 
S
a
m
 
who 

wants 
to 

see 
you. 

Not 
me. 

C
o
m
e
 

on, 
let’s 

go 
before 

your 
suspender 

belt 
strangles 

you. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

In, 
waiting 

for 
someone. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

You 
are? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

For 
Blousey, 

we’re 
going 

to 
Hollywood. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Well, 
you 

k
n
o
w
 
what 

they 
say. 

Don’t 
pack 

anything 
you 

can’t 
put 

on 
the 

train 
home. 

Sam’s 
in 

trouble, 
Bugsy 

... 
and 

I’m 
sure 

he’ll 
see 

you’re 
O.K. 

She 
rubs 

her 
fingers 

together 
indicating 

money. 
Bugsy, 

who 
is 

broke, 
needs 

no 
m
o
r
e
 
incentive. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

[ll 
be 

right 
there. 

They 
exit 

right 
of stage. 

Lights 
up 

reveal 
a 

couple 
of speakeasy 

tables 
and 

a 
small 

bar 
with 

bottles 
on 

it. 
A 

b
a
r
m
a
n
 
Joe 

clears 
the 

glasses 
as 

S
a
m
 

stalks 
nervously 

down 
the 

stairs 
from 

his office. 
Fizzy 

washes 
the 

floor 
with 

a 
mop. 

He 
whistles, 

as 
usual. 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Quit 
whistling, 

Fizzy, 
it 
makes 

me 
edgy. 

F
I
Z
Z
Y
 

Sure, 
Boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(to 
b
a
r
m
a
n
)
 

Joe. 

J
O
E
 

Yes, 
boss. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

Fix 
m
e
a
 

double 
on 

the 
rocks. 

J
O
E
 

Sure 
thing, 

Boss. 

As 
he 

pours 
the 

drink 
he 

notices 
the 

drooping 
flower 

in 
Sam’s 

lapel. 
He 

can’t 
hold 

back 
a 

sly 
snigger. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

So 
what’s 

funny, 
mister? 

You 
find 

me 
amusing? 

J
O
E
 

Nothing, 
B
o
s
s
.
.
.
N
.
.
.
n
.
 

honest 
I 
wasn’t. 

..no 
I wasn’t 

smiling 
at 

you, 

4
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F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Yo
u 

fi
nd
 
my
 

su
it

 
co

mi
ca

l 
pe

rh
ap

s?
 

J
O
E
 

O
h
n
o
,
 

Bo
ss

. 
It

 
wa
s 

ju
st

 
yo

ur
 
fl

ow
er

. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Oh
 
ye

ah
..

. 
It
’s
 
ki

nd
 
of
..
. 

dr
oo
py
 

ai
n’

t 
it.

 

J
O
E
 

(l
au

gh
in

g 
ne

rv
ou

sl
y)

 
Ye

ah
, 

a 
li

tt
le

, 
Bo

ss
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

In
 
fa
ct
, 

ve
ry
 
dr

oo
py

. 

J
O
E
 

Ye
ah
 

Bo
ss
, 

ve
ry
 
dr

oo
py

. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

He
re

, 
ho

ld
 

it 
a 
mi
nu
te
 

wi
ll
 
yo
u?
 

It
 
ne

ed
s 

a 
li

tt
le

 
wa
te
r.
 

S
a
m
 
pa

ss
es

 
th

e 
fl

ow
er

 
to
 
Jo

e 
wh
o 

ho
ld
s 

it 
wh
il
e 

S
a
m
 
pi

ck
s 

up
 

a 
ju
g 

of
 

wa
te
r.
 
He

 
vi

ci
ou

sl
y 

em
pt

ie
s 

th
e 

co
nt

en
ts

 
in

 
Jo

e’
s 

fa
ce

. 
He

 
gr

ab
s 

hi
m 

by
 

th
e 

sh
ir
t 

an
d 

pu
ll

s 
hi
m 

to
wa

rd
s 

hi
m.
 

| 

N
o
w
 

do
n’

t 
le
t 
me

 
se

e 
yo

u 
la
ug
hi
ng
 

at
 
me

 
ag
ai
n,
 
yo
u 

he
ar
 

me
, 

el
se
 

I'
ll
 
r
a
m
 
th
at
 
sm
il
e 

ri
gh
t 

d
o
w
n
 
yo

ur
 
th
ro
at
. 

I’
m 

Fa
t 

Sa
m.
 
Do

n’
t 

fo
rg

et
 
th
at
. 

N
u
m
b
e
r
 

on
e 

ma
n!

 
To
p 

do
g!
 
Mr
 

Bi
g!

 
Al

wa
ys

 
ha
ve
 
be

en
. 

Al
wa

ys
 

wi
ll

 
be

. 

As
 

he
 
wa
lk
s 

ac
ro
ss
 

th
e 

we
t 

fl
oo
r 

he
 
fa
ll
s 

fl
at
 
on
 

hi
s 

ba
ck
. 

FI
ZZ

Y 
(a
ft
er
 
th

e 
ev
en
t)
 

Ca
re

fu
l,

 
Bo

ss
. 

Th
e 

fl
oo

r’
s 

we
t.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(r
un
ni
ng
 

af
te

r 
hi
m)
 

Yo
u 

st
up
id
 
b
r
o
o
m
-
p
u
s
h
i
n
g
 

no
- 

go
od
 
ho

of
er

. 
I’l

l 
br
ea
k 

th
at
 
mo

p 
ov
er
 
yo
ur
 
he

ad
..

. 
! 

Y
o
u
.
.
.
!
 
Y
o
u
.
.
.
!
 

B
u
g
s
y
 

en
te

rs
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 
ab
ru
pt
ly
 
ch
an
ge
s 

hi
s 

ag
gr
es
si
ve
 
mo

od
, 

an
d 

op
en

s 
hi
s 

ar
ms

 
to

 
Bu
gs
y.
 

Oh
, 

hi
 
Bu

gs
y.

 
Gl
ad
 
yo

u 
co
ul
d 

m
a
k
e
 

it.
 
H
o
w
 
yo

u 
be

en
? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Fi
ne

 
Mr
 
St

ac
et

to
. 

An
d 

yo
u?

 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

Oh
, 

al
it

tl
e 

di
ff
ic
ul
ty
 

at
 
th
e 
m
o
m
e
n
t
 
Bu
gs
y.
 
Pl

ea
se

 
ca
ll
 
me
 
Sa

m.
 
W
h
y
 

do
n’

t 
yo
u 

pu
ll

 
up
 

a 
ch
ai
r 

an
d 

si
t 
do
wn
? 

Ta
ll
ul
ah
 
ho
ne
y,
 

fi
x 

hi
m 

a 
dr
in
k 

wi
ll
 
yo

u?
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Wh
at
’s
 
yo
ur
 
pl

ea
su

re
, 

Bu
gs
y?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Sp
ec

ia
l 

on
 
th
e 

ro
ck
s,
 
Ta

ll
ul

ah
, 

pl
ea

se
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(l
ow
er
in
g 

hi
s 

vo
ic
e)
 

Bu
gs

y,
 

I 
ne
ed
 
yo
ur
 
he
lp
. 

I’
m 

in
 

a 
ja

m.
 
D
a
n
d
y
 
Da

n’
s 

br
ea

th
in

g 
do
wn
 
my
 
ne

ck
, 

an
d 

an
y 

da
y 

no
w 

he
'l

l 
be
 
ta
ki
ng
 
ov

er
 
my
 
en
ti
re
 
or

ga
ni

sa
ti

on
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Bu
t 

yo
u'

ve
 

st
il

l 
go
t 

al
l 

th
is
. 

(G
es

tu
re

s 
ar

ou
nd

 
sp
ea
ke
as
y)
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F
A
T
S
A
M
 

No
t 

if 
D
a
n
d
y
 
Da
n 

ge
ts

 
hi

s 
wa
y.
 

I 
wo

n’
t 

ha
ve

 
a 

di
me

 
fo

r 
a 
sh
oe
-s
hi
ne
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
th
in
g?
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

No
t 

a
r
e
d
 

ce
nt
. 

Ta
ll

ul
ah

 
ha

s 
br

ou
gh

t 
Bu

gs
y’

s 
dr

in
k 

an
d 

si
ts

 
he

rs
el

f 
do
wn
. 

S
a
m
 

do
es

n’
t 

wa
nt

 
he

r 
th
er
e.
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Th
er
e 

we
 

go
, 

on
e 

sp
ec
ia
l 

on
 
th

e 
ro
ck
s.
 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

Er
..
 

Ta
ll
ul
ah
, 

go
 

fi
x 
yo
ur
-m
ak
e 

up
. 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

I'
ve

 
al
re
ad
y 

fi
xe
d 

it.
 

F
A
T
 
SA
M.
 

Th
en
 

go
 
ma
ke
 
yo
ur
se
lf
 
mo
re
 
be
au
ti
fu
l 

th
an
 
yo
u 

al
re
ad
y 

ar
e.
 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Bu
t 

yo
u 

k
n
o
w
 

th
at
’s
 
im
po
ss
ib
le
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(f
ir
ml
y)
 

Ta
ll

ul
ah

..
. 

.! 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

O.
K.
 
O.
K.
 

I'l
l 

go
 
ma
ni
cu
re
 
my
 
gl
ov
es
. 

Sh
e 

st
ru

ts
 
of
fs
ta
ge
, 

le
ft
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
Bu
gs
y,
 

I 
ne
ed
 
he
lp
. 

My
 
ga
ng
’s
 
go
ne
. 

M
y
 
fr
ie
nd
s 

do
n’
t 

wa
nt
 

to
 
k
n
o
w
 

me
. 

M
y
 
bu
si
ne
ss
 

ai
n’
t 

wo
rt
h 

a 
hi

ll
 

of
 

be
an
s.
 

I’
m 

a 
wr
ec
k.
 

In
 
sh
or
t,
 
Bu
gs
y,
 

I 
ne
ed
 
yo
u.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Me
 
Sa

m?
 
W
h
y
 
me
? 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

‘C
au
se
 
yo
u'
re
 
no
 
mu
g.
 
Yo
u'
ve
 

go
t 

br
ai
ns
 

— 
up

 

he
re
. 

(T
ou
ch
es
 
te
mp
le
) 

No
t 

pr
et
ze
ls
. 
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B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
. 

Ro
ug
h 

st
uf
f 

ai
n’
t 

my
 

li
ne
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

He
lp
 
me
 
an
d 

I'
ll
 
gi
ve
 
yo
u 

tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

bu
ck
s 

to
 
go

 

wi
th
 
th

e 
tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

I 
al
re
ad
y 

ga
ve
 
yo
u.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Im
po
ss
ib
le
. 

F
A
T
 
SA
M_
 

I 
th
ou
gh
t 

yo
u 

we
re
 
sm
ar
t?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Im
po
ss
ib
le
, 

be
ca
us
e 

I 
al
re
ad
y 

lo
st
 
th
e 

fi
rs
t 

tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d.
 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Y
o
u
 

lo
st
 
tw
o 

h
u
n
d
r
e
d
 
bu
ck
s.
 
On
 

a 
ho
rs
e?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
, 

I 
wa
s 

mu
gg
ed
. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

(t
ak
in
g 

ou
t 

hi
s 

wa
ll
et
 
an
d 

co
un
ti
ng
 
ou
t 

th
e 

mo
ne
y)
 

Tu
t,
 

tu
t.
 
To
o 

m
a
n
y
 
di
sh
on
es
t 

pe
op
le
 
ar
ou
nd
 
th
es
e 

da
ys
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

A 
h
o
o
d
l
u
m
 

ai
n’
t 

sa
fe
 
wa
lk
in
g 

th
e 

st
re
et
s.
 

He
re
. 

Tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

gr
ee
n 

on
es
. 

Pl
us
 . 

. 
. t

he
 
tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

th
at
 
yo
u 

lo
st
. 

4
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B
U
G
S
Y
 

Four 
h
u
n
d
r
e
d
 

dollars! 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
_
 

Do 
we 

have 
a 

deal? 
Well? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

(fanning 
out 

the 
money) 

We 
have a 

deal. 

A 
phone 

rings. 
Lights 

up 
on 

the 
telephone 

booth, 
side 

of stage. 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

is 
there. 

She 
has 

her 
suitcase 

with 
her. 

Tallulah 
answers 

the 
phone 

in 
the 

speakeasy. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Hello. 
Is 

Bugsy 
there, 

please? 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Sure, 
I'll 

get 
him 

for 
you, 

honey. 
Bugsy, 

it’s 
for 

you. 
It’s 

Blousey. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

E
x
c
u
s
e
 
me 

a 
minute, 

Sam. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _ 

Sure 
thing, 

Bugsy. 
Take 

it 
in 

my 
office. 

Use 
the 

phone 
all 

you 
want. 

Treat 
this 

place 
as 

your 
own. 

Phone 
home. 

Phone 
Europe. 

Phone 
wherever 

you 
want. 

(Nervous 
laugh) 

After 
all, 

if D
a
n
d
y
 
Dan 

takes 
over 

this 
place 

he'll 
be 

paying 
the 

phone 
bill. 

Ha 
ha. 

(His 
laugh 

fools 
no 

one) 

B
u
g
s
y
 

counts 
the 

money 
as 

he 
trots 

up 
the 

stairs 
to 

Sam’s 
room 

to 
take 

the 
call. 

Lights 
down 

on 
Sam, 

up 
on 

Bugsy. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Hello 
Blousey. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Bugsy, 
is 

that 
you? 

W
h
a
t
 

are 
you 

doing 
there? 

W
e
 

said 
eight-thirty 

and 
you’re 

an 
hour 

late. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Something 
came 

up. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Like 
what? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Like 
business. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

0h 
yeah, 

with 
Tallulah? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Not 
with 

Tallulah, 
wisie. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Did 
you 

get 
the 

tickets? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Er, 
no. 

Not 
yet. 

I told 
you, 

something’s 
come 

up. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

You 
promised 

me, 
Bugsy. 

You 
promised 

me. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Iknow, 
but 

this 
is 

business, 
Blousey, 

and 
it 

can’t 
wait. 

Hollywood 
can. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

An 
hour 

I’ve 
been 

waiting 
here, 

Bugsy, 
and 

when 
first 

you 
didn’t 

show 
I 
gave 

you 
the 

benefit 
of 

the 
doubt 

and 
then 

I 
got 

nervous 
and 

called 
every 

pool 
hall 

dive 
in 

the 
p
h
o
n
e
 
book. 

T
h
e
y
 
hadn’t 

seen 
you 

but, 
boy, 

did 
they 

all 

k
n
o
w
 

you! 
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Tallulah 
has 

brought 
Bugsy’s 

drink 
from 

downstairs. 
As 

she 
puts 

it 
down 

on 
the 

desk 
she 

gives 
B
u
g
s
y
 

a 
gentle 

peck 
on 

the 
side 

of the 
cheek. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Get 
off, 

Tallulah. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

You 
rat. 

You 
two 

timin’ 
bog 

Irish 
meatball 

wop! 

She 
slams 

the 
phone 

down. 
All 

lights 
go 

out 
except 

on 
her. 

She 
cries 

and 
walks 

forward 
with-her 

suitcase, 
front 

of stage. 
She 

sits 
on 

her 
case 

and 
sings. 

Ordinary 
Fool 

Only a 
fool 

like 
fools 

before 
me 

I 
always 

think 
with 

my 
heart 

Only 
a 

fool, 
that 

same 
old 

story 
Seems 

I 
was 

born 
for 

the 
part 

*It’s 
a 

lesson 
that 

I’ve 
learned 

And 
a 
page 

I 
should 

have 
turned 

I 
shouldn’t 

cry 
but 

I 
do 

Like 
an 

ordinary 
fool 

W
h
e
n
 

her 
ordinary 

dreams 
Fall 

through 

H
o
w
 
m
a
n
y
 

times 
have 

I mistaken 
Good 

looks 
and 

laughs 
For 

bad 
news 

. 
How 

many 
times 

have 
I mistaken 

Love 
songs 

and 
laughs 

For 
the 

blues 
W
h
e
n
 

a 
road 

I’ve 
walked 

before 
Ends 

alone 
at 

my 
front 

door 
I 
shouldn’t 

cry 
but 

I do 
Like 

an 
ordinary 

fool 
W
h
e
n
 

her 
ordinary 

dreams 
Fall 

through 

*
R
e
p
e
a
t
 

twice 

At 
the 

end 
of the 

song 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
picks 

up 
her 

bag 
and 

leaves 
stage 

left. 
Lights 

down. 
B
u
g
s
y
 

enters 
from 

the 
audience. 

He 
calls 

Leroy’s 
name 

into 
the 

dark 
stage 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Leroy. 
Hey, 

Leroy, 
wake 

up. 
C
o
m
e
 

on. 
Leroy! 

4
9



 
 

Le
ro

y 
en
te
rs
 

in
 
hi

s 
py
ja
ma
s.
 
He

 
ha
s 

ob
vi
ou
sl
y 

be
en
 
wo

ke
n 

fr
om
 

a 
de
ep
 

sl
ee

p.
 
He
 

ca
rr

ie
s 

a 
wi

nd
ow

, 
wh
ic
h 

he
 
pr
op
s 

up
 
an

d 
pe

er
s 

ou
t 

of
, 
be
hi
nd
 

a 
cu
rt
ai
n.
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

W
h
o
 

is 
it

? 
W
h
a
t
 

do
 
yo
u 

wa
nt
? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It
’s

 
me
, 

Le
ro

y,
 
Bu
gs
y.
 

Ge
t 

dr
es
se
d 

an
d 

co
me

 
wi

th
 

me
. 

We
 

go
t 

a 
jo
b.
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Yo
u 

go
t 

me
 

a 
cr

ac
k 

at
 
th

e 
ti
tl
e 

al
re

ad
y?

 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

No
, 

th
is
 

is 
a 

di
ff

er
en

t 
ki

nd
 

of
 j

ob
. 

Le
ro

y 
du

ck
s 

ba
ck

s 
in
to
 

hi
s 

wi
nd

ow
. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

I’
m 

ti
re
d,
 
Bu

gs
y.

 
C
o
m
e
 
ba

ck
 

in
 
th
e 

mo
rn

in
g.

 

Le
ro

y 
le
av
es
 

th
e 

st
ag
e.
 
B
u
g
s
y
 
pe

rs
ev

er
es

. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It
’l
l 

be
 
to

o 
la

te
 

in
 
th
e 

mo
rn

in
g.

 

No
 

re
pl
y.
 

Yo
u'

ll
 
be
 
wo
rk
in
g 

fo
r 

Fa
t 

Sa
m 

St
ac
et
to
. 

Yo
u'

ll
 

be
 
hi

tt
in

g 
Da
nd
y 

Da
n 

wh
er

e 
it 

hu
rt

s.
..

 
(L
as
t 

ch
an
ce
) 

er
..

. 
an
d 

th
er

e’
s 

tw
o 

hu
nd
re
d 

do
ll
ar
s 

in
 

it 
fo

r 
yo

u.
 

Le
ro
y 

ap
pe

ar
s 

im
me
di
at
el
y 

on
 

th
is

 
la

st
 

li
ne

. 
He

 
is 

fu
ll
y 

dr
es

se
d,

 
pl

us
 

ha
t.
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

[l
l 

do
 

it!
 

Le
ro
y 

ju
mp
s 

do
wn
 
an
d 

jo
in
s 

Bu
gs
y.
 
Th
ey
 

ex
it

 
ri

gh
t.

 

Li
gh

t 
up
 
on
 

th
e 

sp
ea

ke
as

y.
 
Th
e 

Gi
rl

s 
si

t 
at

 
th
e 

ta
bl

es
, 

ta
lk
in
g 

qu
ie
tl
y.
 

Th
er

e 
is 

an
 

ai
r 

of
 u

ne
as
y 

ex
pe

ct
an
cy

. 
Fi
zz
y 

sw
ee

ps
 
an

d 
wh

is
tl

es
 

hi
s 

tu
ne

 
‘
T
O
M
O
R
R
O
W
’
.
 
B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
en
te
rs
 

le
ft

 
wi

th
 
he

r 
su
it
ca
se
. 

Fa
t 

S
a
m
 

co
me

s 
do

wn
 

th
e 

st
ai
rs
 

of
 h

is
 

of
fi

ce
. 

He
 
cl
ap
s 

hi
s 

ha
nd
s.
 

F
A
T
S
A
M
 

C
o
m
e
 

on
 
yo

u 
gu

ys
, 

th
is
 
pl
ac
e 

is 
li

ke
 

a 
mo
rg
ue
. 

Le
t’
s 

ha
ve
 

a 
li
tt
le
 
op

ti
mi

sm
 

he
re

. 
We

’r
e 

no
t 

on
 
Po

ve
rt

y 
R
o
w
 

ye
t.

 
H
o
w
 
ab
ou
t 

so
me
 
mu

si
c?

 

Th
e 

pi
an

o 
pl

ay
s 
‘
T
O
M
O
R
R
O
W
 

an
d 

th
e 

gi
rl

s 
jo

in
 

in
, 
ge
nt
ly
 
h
u
m
m
i
n
g
 

th
e 

me
lo

dy
. 

Oh
, 

hi
 
Bl
ou
se
y,
 

I 
th
ou
gh
t 

yo
u 

wa
s 

on
 
yo
ur
 
wa

y 
to
 
th
e 

co
as

t.
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  B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

It 
fe
ll
 
th

ro
ug

h.
 

F
A
T
 
SA

M_
 

Oh
, 

sh
am

e.
 
To

ug
h.

 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Mr
 
St
ac
et
to
, 

do
 
yo

u 
th

in
k 

I 
co

ul
d 

ha
ve

 
my

 
jo

b 
ba

ck
? 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 _

 
Su

re
 
ho
ne
y,
 

go
 
ri

gh
t 

in
. 

Th
e 

mo
re
 

th
e 

me
rr

ie
r.

 
(H
e 

m
o
v
e
s
 

of
f)
 

Th
e 

gi
rl
s 

sp
ot

 
Bl

ou
se

y,
 

B
A
N
G
L
E
S
 

Hi
 
Bl

ou
se

y.
 
D’

yo
u 

mi
ss

 
yo
ur
 
tr
ai
n?
 

T
I
L
L
I
E
 

Hi
 
Bl

ou
se

y,
 
wh
at
 
ha

pp
en

ed
? 

Yo
ur
 
gu
y 

le
t 

yo
u 

do
wn

? 

V
e
l
m
a
 
an

d 
Ta

ll
ul

ah
 
ha
ve
 
pa
nt
s 

do
wn

 
th
e 

st
ai

rs
. 

V
E
L
M
A
 

Hi
 
Bl
ou
se
y,
 
ho
w 

yo
u 

be
en

? 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 

sa
ys

 
no
th
in
g.
 
Sh

e 
br
us
he
s 

pa
st
 
th
em
 
an

d 
ex
it
s 

up
 

th
e 

st
ai

rs
. 

Di
d 

yo
u 

ev
er
 
se

e 
a 
br

oa
d 

ca
rr

y 
a 

to
rc

h 
so

 
hi

gh
? 

T
A
L
L
U
L
A
H
 

Ye
ah

, 
th

e 
St

at
ue

 
of 

Li
be

rt
y.

 
| 

Li
gh
ts
 
do

wn
. 

Sp
ot

li
gh

t 
on

 
B
u
g
s
y
 
an
d 

Le
ro
y,
 

si
de

 
of

 t
he
 
st

ag
e,
 
be
hi
nd
 

a 
co

up
le

 
of
 

ba
rr

el
s.

 
Th
ey
 

lo
ok

 
ou

t 
to

 
on

e 
si
de
 

of
 t

he
 
au

di
en

ce
. 

A 
si

gn
 
ab

ov
e 

th
em

 
sa
ys
 
‘
D
O
C
K
 

17
’.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ss
h.
 
Th

er
e’

s 
a 

tr
uc

k 
pu
ll
in
g 

up
. 

Sp
lu

rg
e 

gu
ns
. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

(l
oo

ki
ng

 
ar

ou
nd

) 
Wh

er
e?

 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

O
n
t
h
e
 

cr
at

es
, 

st
up

id
. 

Lo
ok

 
wh
at
 

it 
sa

ys
 
on

 
th

e 
si
de
 

of
 
th

e 
tr
uc
k.
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Ic
an
’t
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ca
n’

t 
yo
u 

re
ad

? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

(l
yi

ng
) 

Er
..
. 

no
, 

ju
st
 

a l
it
tl
e 

sh
or
ts
ig
ht
ed
. 

Wh
at
 

do
es
 

it 
sa
y?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

It
 
sa

ys
: 

‘S
pl
ur
ge
 
Im

po
rt

s 
In
c.
 
Do

ck
 

17
, 

Ea
st
 
Ri

ve
r.

’ 
Th
is
 
mu
st
 

be
 
th
e 

pl
ac
e 

wh
er

e 
th
ey
 
ke
ep
 

th
e 

gu
ns
. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

We
ll

, 
le
t’
s 

go
. 

B
u
g
s
y
 

re
st

ra
in

s 
hi

m.
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ho
ld
 
yo
ur
 
ho
rs
es
. 

Th
er
e 

mu
st
 

be
 

a 
do
ze
n 

gu
ar
ds
 

th
er
e.
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L
E
R
O
Y
 

There 
are? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Two 
on 

the 
roof. 

Two 
on 

the 
side. 

Two 
on 

the 
front 

. 
. . It’s 

no 
good 

just 
the 

two 
of us. 

What 
we 

gonna 
do, 

Leroy? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Go 
home? 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

There 
must 

be 
a 
way 

in. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Don’t 
be 

stupid, 
Bugsy. 

We'll 
never 

slug 
our 

way 
through 

that 
lot. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

I 
guess 

you're 
right. 

We’d 
need 

an 
army 

to 
get 

through. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

(looking 
around 

him) 
No 

armies 
around 

here, 
Bugsy. 

We 
hear 

the 
beginnings 

of the 
‘
D
O
W
N
 
A
N
D
 
O
U
T
S
’
 

song, 
very 

softly 
accompanied 

by 
the 

shuffling 
of their 

feet 
in 

unison. 

D
O
W
N
 
A
N
D
 
O
U
T
S
 

D
o
w
n
.
 
D
o
w
n
.
 
D
o
w
n
 

and 
out. 

D
o
w
n
.
 

D
o
w
n
.
 
D
o
w
n
 

and 
out. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

W
h
a
t
’
s
 
that? 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

W
h
a
t
?
 

(He 
looks 

in 
the 

barrel) 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Listen. 

The 
D
O
W
N
 
A
N
D
 
O
U
T
S
’
 
chorus 

gets 
louder. 

B
u
g
s
y
 
and 

Leroy 
walk 

to 
centre 

stage 
as 

the 
lights 

go 
up 

on 
the 

main 
stage 

which 
now 

is filled 
with 

lines 
of the 

wretched 
D
o
w
n
 
and 

Outs 
who 

shuffle 
around 

the 
stage. 

They 
have 

bowls 
and 

spoons 
in 

their 
hands. 

There 
is 

alsoa 
Priest 

and 
some 

kindly 
lady 

C
o
o
k
s
 

who 
ladle 

out 
‘soup’. 

A 
large 

sign 
above 

them 
says: 

‘THE 
L
O
R
D
 
W
I
L
L
 
P
R
O
V
I
D
E
’
.
 
Leroy 

and 
B
u
g
s
y
 

mingle 
a
m
o
n
g
 

these 
unfortunates, 

trying 
to persuade 

them 
to join 

their 
cause. 

. 

D
o
w
n
 

and 
Out 

You 
don’t 

have 
to 

sit 
around 

Complaining 
’bout 

the 
way 

your 
life 

has 
wound 

up 
Think 

of 
all 

the 
time 

you 
waste 

And 
time’s 

a 
precious 

thing 
to 

let 
roll 

by 
Sure 

you’ve 
hit 

the 
bottom 

But 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 

you'll 
be 

building 
from 

the 
ground 

up 
Every 

day’s 
another 

step 
That 

takes 
you 

even 
closer 

to 
the 

sky 
So 

give 
it 

a 
try 

You 
don’t 

have 
to 

sit 
around 

Depressed 
about 

the 
way 

that 
luck 

deceived 
you 
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Fortune 
sailed 

away 
You 

missed 
the 

boat 
And 

found 
that 

you’d 
been 

left 
behind 

Fight 
and 

fight 
some 

more 
Until 

you 
know 

the 
world 

is 
ready 

to 
receive 

you 
L
a
d
y
 
Luck 

is 
fickle 

But 
a 

lady 
is 

allowed 
to 

change 
her 

mind 
You 

don’t 
have 

to 
sit 

around 
C
o
m
p
l
a
i
n
i
n
g
 
about 

the 
w
a
y
 
your 

life 
has 

w
o
u
n
d
 

up 
So 

be 
a 
m
a
n
 

- 
You 

know 
you 

can’t 
be 

certain 
that 

you'll 
lose 

until 
you 

try 
You 

don’t 
have 

to 
sit 

*bout 
Complaining 

about 
the 

way 
your 

life 
has 

w
o
u
n
d
 
up 

So 
be 

a 
m
a
n
 

You 
know 

you 
can’t 

be 
certain 

that 
you'll 

lose 
until 

you 
try 

So 
give 

it 
a 

try 

At 
the 

end 
of the 

song 
B
u
g
s
y
 

shouts 
to 

the 
D
o
w
n
 
and 

Outs. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Are 
you 

with 
me? 

D
O
W
N
 
A
N
D
 
O
U
T
S
 

Yeah! 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Then 
let’s 

go...! 

They 
all 

rush 
and 

crowd 
to 

stage 
right. 

They 
crouch, 

for 
cover 

as 
best 

they 
can. 

Lights 
come 

up 
on 

stage 
left 

and 
Baseball 

G
u
a
r
d
s
 
armed 

with 
baseball 

bats 
bring 

on 
crates. 

‘Splurge 
Imports 

Inc.’ 
is 

stencilled 
on 

each 
one. 

They 
form 

a 
wall 

between 
them 

and 
the 

D
o
w
n
 
and 

Outs. 
The 

Baseball 
G
u
a
r
d
s
 

lounge 
around. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Right, 
there 

they 
are. 

All 
ready 

for 
the 

taking. 
Get 

Babyface. 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Get 
Babyface. 

The 
message 

is 
repeated 

by 
everyone 

as 
it 

is passed 
down 

the 
line. 

B
a
b
y
f
a
c
e
 

is 
closest 

to 
the 

audience, 
and 

is 
the 

last 
to get 

the 
message. 

He 
has 

no 
one to pass 

it 
on 

to. 

B
A
B
Y
F
A
C
E
 

Get 
Babyface. 

(to 
audience) 

Er, 
is 

there 
anyone 

called 
Babyface 

out 
there? 

W
h
a
t
 
am 

I talking 
about? 

I am 
Babyface. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Give 
this 

to 
Babyface. 
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He
 
pa
ss
es
 
al

on
g 

a 
ba

se
ba

ll
 

ba
t 

an
d 

ea
ch
 
D
o
w
n
 
an
d 

Ou
t 

re
pe

at
s 

th
e 

me
ss

ag
e 

as
 

it 
go
es
 
do
wn
 

th
e 

li
ne

. 

B
A
B
Y
F
A
C
E
 

No
 
th

an
ks

. 
(P
as
se
s 

it 
ba
ck
) 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Ba
by
fa
ce
 

— 
ge
t 

ou
t 

th
er
e.
..
 

B
A
B
Y
F
A
C
E
 

0O
.K

. 
O.

K.
 

I’
ve
 
go
t 

to
 
ha

ve
 
co

ur
ag

e.
 
Co

ur
ag

e.
 

I'
m 

th
e 

st
ar

 
of
 
th
is
 
pl
ay
 
ri
gh
t 

no
w.

 
(H

is
 
fa
ce
 
li

gh
ts

 
up

) 
Ju

st
 

th
in

k.
 
Th

e 
st

ar
 

of
 
(A
s 

ap
pr

op
ri

at
e)

 
Sc

ho
ol

. 
O.
K.
 
Co

ur
ag

e.
 

He
 
st
ra

ig
ht

en
s 

hi
s 

ca
p 

an
d 

ti
p-
to
es
 
up
 

to 
th
e 

Gu
ar
ds
. 

At
 
th

e 
la

st
 

mi
nu
te
 

he
 
ru

sh
es

 
an

d 
ba

sh
es

 
a 
G
u
a
r
d
 

ov
er
 
th

e 
he

ad
. 

G
e
r
o
n
i
m
o
!
!
 

Th
e 

ot
he

r 
G
u
a
r
d
s
 
im
me
di
at
el
y 

ch
ar

ge
 

af
te
r 

hi
m.

 
He

 
le
ap
s 

fr
om

 
th
e 

st
ag

e 
an
d 

ex
it

s 
fr

om
 

th
e 

au
di
to
ri

um
 
ch

as
ed

 
by
 

al
l 

th
e 
Ba

se
ba

ll
 

Gu
ar
ds
. 

Im
me
di
at
el
y 

th
ey
'v
e 

le
ft
, 
B
u
g
s
y
 
an
d 

th
e 

re
st

 
of
 t

he
 
G
u
a
r
d
s
 

ch
ar
ge

 
ac

ro
ss

 
th

e 
st
ag
e 

an
d 

be
gi
n 

to
 
op
en
 

th
e 

cr
at

es
. 

S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 
an

d 
O’
Dr
ea
ry
, 

wi
th

 
si

x 
P
o
l
i
c
e
m
e
n
 
ap
pe
ar
 
fr
om
 
do

wn
 

th
e 

st
ep

s 
an
d 

ta
ke
 
up

 
a 
po

si
ti

on
 
op
po
si
te
 
th
em
, 

st
ag

e 
ri

gh
t.

 

S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

ca
rr
ie
s 

a 
me

ga
ph

on
e.

 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

0O
.K
. 

we
 
kn
ow
 
yo
v’
e 

in
 
th

er
e.

 

Th
e 
D
o
w
n
 

an
d 

Ou
ts

, 
L
e
r
o
y
 
an
d 

B
u
g
s
y
 

fr
ee

ze
. 

Il
l 

gi
ve
 
yo

u 
te
n 

se
co
nd
s 

to
 
gi
ve
 
yo
ur
se
lv
es
 

up
. 

C
o
m
e
 

up
 

wi
th
ou
t 

yo
ur
 
ir
on
s 

an
d 

wi
th

 
yo

ur
 
ha

nd
s 

up
 

in
 
th
e 

ai
r.
 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

W
h
a
t
 

we
 
go
nn
a 

do
, 

Bu
gs
y?
 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

I 
do

n’
t 

kn
ow
, 

Le
ro
y.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Ri
gh
t.
 
Th
is
’i
s 

yo
ur
 

la
st
 
wa

rn
in

g.
 

I’
m 

go
nn
a 

st
ar

t 
co
un
ti
ng
 
no

w.
 
On

e.
 
Tw
o.
 
Th
re
e.
 
Fo
ur
. 

Fi
ve

..
.e

r.
. 

Fi
ve

..
.e

r.
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Si
x,
 
Ca

pt
ai

n 
Sm

ol
sk

y.
 
Th

e 
ne
xt
 
n
u
m
b
e
r
 

is 
si

x.
 

S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

ba
sh

es
 
O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 

wi
th

 
hi
s 

ha
t.
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

I 
kn

ow
! 

I 
kn

ow
! 

Si
x.

..
 
se

ve
n.

..
 

ei
gh
t 

. 

M
e
a
n
w
h
i
l
e
 

a 
D
o
w
n
 
an

d 
Ou
t 

ha
s 

cl
im
be
d 

on
to
 
Le

ro
y’

s 
sh

ou
ld

er
s 

an
d 

ex
am
in
es
 

th
e 

to
p 

of
 t

he
 
st

ai
rs

 
up
 
st

ag
e.

 

L
E
R
O
Y
 

Bu
gs
y,
 

lo
ok

, 
th

er
e’

s 
a 

tr
ap

 
do
or
 
he
re
 

— 
an
ot
he
r 

wa
y 

ou
t.
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  B
U
G
S
Y
 

O.
K.

 
Qu
ic
k.
 

Le
t’

s 
go
. 

Th
ey
 

ex
it

. 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

I’
m 

wa
rn

in
g 

yo
u 

gu
ys
. 

Do
n’

t 
th

in
k 

I’
m 

bl
uf

fi
ng

. 
We
'l
l 

be
 
co

mi
ng

 
in

 
an
d 

yo
u'
ll
 
ge

t 
wh
at
’s
 
co

mi
ng

 
to
 
yo
u.
 

N
i
n
e
.
.
.
 
T
e
n
.
.
.
O
.
K
.
 

O’
Dr
ea
ry
, 

th
is
 

is
 

it
. 
Te
n 

. 
(N
er
vo
us
ly
) 

We
'r
e 

go
in

g 
in

. 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

W
h
e
n
 

év
er

 
yo

u 
sa
y,
 
—
_
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Te
n!
 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

Te
n!
 

S
M
O
L
S
K
Y
 

Re
ad

y?
 
No

w!
: 

Th
ey

 
al
l 

ch
ar

ge
 
ac
ro
ss
 

th
e 

st
ag

e 
an
d 

fi
nd

 
B
u
g
s
y
 
an

d 
hi
s 
D
o
w
n
 
a
n
d
 

Ou
ts
 
ha
ve
 

fl
ed
. 

Th
ey

’r
e 

no
t 

he
re
, 

O’
Dr

ea
ry

. 
W
h
e
r
e
 

di
d 

th
ey
 
go

? 
W
h
e
r
e
 

di
d 

th
ey

 
go

? 

O
’
D
R
E
A
R
Y
 

S
o
m
e
w
h
e
r
e
 

el
se

, 
Ca

pt
ai

n.
 

S
m
o
l
s
k
y
 

ba
sh
es
 
O
’
D
r
e
a
r
y
 

on
ce

 
mo
re
 
wi

th
 

hi
s 

ha
t.

 
Th
ey
 

al
l 

ch
ar

ge
 

ba
ck
 
ac
ro
ss
 

th
e 

st
ag
e 

an
d 

ex
it
 
ri
gh
t.
 

Th
e 

li
gh

ts
 
co
me
 

up
 

at
 
th
e 

to
p 

of
 
th
e 

le
ft
 
st

ai
rc

as
e 

wh
er

e 
D
a
n
d
y
 
Da
n 

re
vi
ew
s 

hi
s 

ga
ng

. 
Th
ey
 

ar
e 

al
l 

ca
rr
yi
ng
 
sp
lu
rg
e 

gu
ns
, 

an
d 

lo
ok
 
ve

ry
 

co
nf

id
en

t.
 
D
a
n
 

is 
da
pp
er
 

as
 
ev
er
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

0.
K.

 
ga
ng
. 

Th
is
 

is 
th

e 
ca

pe
r 

th
at

’s
 
go

nn
a 

ta
ke

 
th
e 

li
d 

of
f 

Ci
ty
 
Ha
ll
. 

Th
is
 

is 
th

e 
bi
g 

on
e.
. 

G
A
N
G
 

Th
e 

bi
g 

on
e.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Th
e 

sh
ak
ed
ow
n.
 

G
A
N
G
 

Th
e 

sh
ak
ed
ow
n.
 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Th
is
 

is
 
th
e 

pa
y-

of
f.

 

G
A
N
G
 

Th
e 

pa
y-

of
f.

 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

It
’s

 
go

t 
to

 
be

 
go
od
. 

Go
t 

to
 
be
 
ne

at
. 

Go
t 

to
 
be
 

qu
ic

k.
 

G
A
N
G
 

Go
t 

to
 
be
 
qu

ic
k.

 
Go

t 
to

 
be
 
ne
at
. 

Go
t 

to
be

..
. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Qu
it
 
re
pe
at
in
g 

ev
er
yt
hi
ng
 

I 
sa
y.
 
Yo
u 

sh
ou

ld
n’

t 
ha
ve
 
an
y 

tr
ou

bl
e.

 
Ju
st
 
S
a
m
 
an
d 

a 
fe

w 
da

nc
e-

ha
ll

 
gi

rl
s.

 

' T
he
 
G
a
n
g
 

la
ug
h.
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R
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 
w
h
e
n
 
you 

get 
inside 

that 
speakeasy, 

keep 
those 

fingers 
p
u
m
p
i
n
g
 
because 

it’ll 
be 

history 
you'll 

be 
writing. 

Y
O
N
K
E
R
S
 

Three 
cheers 

for 
D
a
n
d
y
 
Dan. 

Hip 
hip, 

hooray. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

Too 
kind, 

guys. 
Too 

kind. 
N
o
w
 

for 
Fat 

Sam’s 
Grand 

Slam. 

They 
exit 

left 
at 

the 
top 

of their 
platform. 

The 
lights 

go 
up 

and 
the 

stage 
is 

filled 
with 

D
o
w
n
 
and 

Outs, 
D
a
n
c
e
r
s
,
 
B
u
g
s
y
,
 
L
e
r
o
y
,
 
Tallulah, 

B
l
o
u
s
e
y
 
and 

Fat 
S
a
m
.
 
E
v
e
r
y
o
n
e
 

is 
moving 

and 
busily 

preparing 
for 

the 
s
h
o
w
d
o
w
n
 

with 
D
a
n
d
y
 
D
a
n
 

and 
his 

Gang. 
The 

D
o
w
n
 

and 
Outs 

change 
into 

more 
respectable 

clothes. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Right, 
Leroy, 

Babyface, 
you 

guys 
make 

sure 
you're 

hidden. 
Blousey, 

are 
you 

gonna 
get 

out 
of 

the 
way, 

else 
I'll 

have 
to 

take 
someone 

else 
to 

Hollywood. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Sure, 
wisie. 

He 
gives 

her 
two 

tickets. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

Two 
tickets 

to 
Hollywood. 

B
L
O
U
S
E
Y
 

Oh, 
Bugsy! 

She 
throws 

her 
arms 

around 
him. 

Suddenly 
B
a
b
y
f
a
c
e
 
charges 

down 
the 

stairs. 

B
A
B
Y
F
A
C
E
 

They’re 
here, 

Bugsy! 
They’re 

here! 

B
U
G
S
Y
 

O
K
.
 
Everyone 

act 
like 

normal. 
Girls, 

off you 
go. 

Let’s 
hear 

you. 
Music. 

Razamataz, 
hit 

the 
ivories! 

The 
‘Customers’ 

settle d
o
u
r
 
and 

enjoy 
the 

show. 
The 

Girls 
sing 

and 
dance. 

Fat 
Sam’s 

G
r
a
n
d
 
S
l
a
m
 

A
n
y
b
o
d
y
 
who 

is 
anybody 

Will 
soon 

walk 
through 

that 
door 

At 
Fat 

Sam’s 
Grand 

Slam 
speakeasy 

Always 
able 

to 
find 

you 
a 

table 
There’s 

room 
for just 

one 
more 

At 
Fat 

Sam’s 
Grand 

Slam 
speakeasy 

*Once 
you 

get 
here 

Feel 
the 

good 
cheer 

Like 
they 

say 
in 

the 
poem 
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Fat 
Sam’s 

ain’t 
humble 

But 
it’s 

your 
h
o
m
e
-
s
w
e
e
t
-
h
o
m
e
 

Plans 
are 

made 
here 

G
a
m
e
s
 

are 
played 

here 
I 
could 

write 
me 

a 
book 

Each 
night 

astounds 
you 

R
u
m
o
u
r
s
 

are 
a-buzzing 

Stories 
by 

the 
dozen 

Look 
around 

you 
cousin 

At 
the 

news 
we’re 

m
a
k
i
n
g
 
here 

A
n
y
b
o
d
y
 
who 

is 
anybody” 

Will 
soon 

walk 
through 

that 
door 

At 
Fat 

Sam’s 
Grand 

Slam 
speakeasy 

See 
the 

politician 
Sitting 

by 
the 

kitchen 
Said 

he 
caught 

his 
fingers 

In 
the 

well 
he 

was 
wishing 

in 

*Repeat 

Part 
of the 

way 
through 

the 
song 

D
a
n
d
y
 
Dan’s 

G
a
n
g
 

burst 
through 

the 
door 

at 
the 

top 
of Fat 

Sam’s 
office. 

D
A
N
D
Y
 
D
A
N
 

0O.K. 
Everybody 

freeze! 

The 
Girls 

scream. 
Everyone 

runs 
for 

cover. 

F
A
T
 
S
A
M
 

Bugsy. 
Guys. 

Let 
’em 

have 
it! 

— 

Chaos 
breaks 

out. 
Splurge. 

Custard 
pies. 

Flour 
bombs. 

The 
entire 

c
o
m
p
a
n
y
 

is 
involved. 

Above 
this 

p
a
n
d
e
m
o
n
i
u
m
 

we 
hear 

the 
piano 

notes 
of 

the 
finale 

n
u
m
b
e
r
,
 

one 
voice 

to 
begin 

with, 
then 

all. 

A
L
L
 

Y
o
u
 

Give 
a 

Little 
Love 

We 
could 

have 
been 

anything 
that 

we 
wanted 

to 
be 

And 
it’s 

not 
too 

late 
to 

change 
I'd 

be 
delighted 

to 
give 

it 
some 

thought 
M
a
y
b
e
 

you'll 
agree 

that 
we 

really 
ought 

two..... 
three..... 

four 

*We 
could 

have 
been 

anything 
that 

we 
wanted 

to 
be 

Yes, 
that 

decision 
was 

ours 

It’s 
been 

decided 
we’re 

w
e
a
k
e
r
 
divided 

5
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Le
t 

fr
ie

nd
sh

ip
 
do

ub
le

-u
p 

ou
r 

po
we
rs
 

We
 

co
ul

d 
ha
ve
 
be
en
 
an

yt
hi

ng
 
th
at
 
we
 
wa

nt
ed

 
to

 
be
 

An
d 

I’
m 

no
t 

sa
yi

ng
 
we
 
sh
ou
ld
 

Bu
t 

if 
we
 

tr
y 

it 
we
’d
 

le
ar
n 

to
 
ab
id
e 

it 
W
e
 
co
ul
d 

be
 
th

e 
be
st
 

at
 
be
in
g 

go
od
 
gu
ys
 

Fl
ow

er
s 

of
 t

he
 
ea

rt
h 

W
h
o
 

ca
n 

ev
en
 
gu

es
s 

ho
w 

m
u
c
h
 

A 
re
al
 
fr
ie
nd
 

is 
wo

rt
h?

 
Go
od
 
gu
ys
 
sh

ak
e 

an
 
op
en
 
ha
nd
 

M
a
y
b
e
 

we
'l
l 

be
 
tr

us
ti

ng
 

If
 w

e 
tr
y 

to
 
un
de
rs
ta
nd
 

No
 
do

ub
t 

ab
ou
t 

it 
It

 
mu
st
 

be
 
wo
rt
h 

wh
il

e 
Go

od
 
fr

ie
nd

s 
do
 
te

nd
 

to
 
m
a
k
e
 
yo
u 

sm
il
e 

*R
ep

ea
t 

**
Yo

u 
gi

ve
 

a 
li
tt
le
 
lo

ve
 

An
d 

it 
al

l 
co

me
s 

ba
ck

 
to

 
yo

u 
Yo
u 

kn
ow
 
yo
u’
re
 
go

nn
a 

be
 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
e
d
 

Fo
r 

th
e 

th
in
gs
 

th
at
 
yo
u 

sa
y 

an
d 

do
 

**
Re
pe
at
 
fo

r 
as
 
lo

ng
 

as
 
po

ss
ib

le
, 

on
 
st
ag
e 

an
d 

of
f.

 

E
N
D
 

   
 

 
 

T
H
E
 
C
H
A
R
A
C
T
E
R
S
 

 
 

 
 

Th
e 

fo
ll

ow
in

g 
ex

tr
ac

ts
 

ar
e 

al
l 

ta
ke
n 

fr
om

 
th
e 

bo
ok
 

of
 t

he
 
fi
lm
 
an

d 
fil

l 
in
 
so

me
 
in
te
re
st
in
g 

de
ta

il
s 

ab
ou

t 
th
e 

ch
ar
ac
te
rs
. 

B
U
G
S
Y
 
M
A
L
O
N
E
 

- 
| 

B
u
g
s
y
 
wa
sn
’t
 

th
e 

s
m
a
r
t
e
s
t
 
gu

y 
in

 
to
wn
 
bu
t 

he
 
ha
d 

an
 

ai
r 

ab
ou
t 

hi
m 

th
at
 
wa
s 

di
ff

ic
ul

t 
to

 
de

sc
ri

be
. 

A 
so
rt
 

of
 i

nn
er
 
di
gn
it
y 

th
at
 
di
dn
’t
 
re
ly
 

on
 
cr
is
p 

wh
it
e 

cu
ff
s 

an
d 

a 
di

am
on

d 
st
ic
k 

pi
n.
 
He
 
wa
s 

no
 
ho
od
. 

He
’d
 

be
en
 
ar
ou
nd
 
th
em
, 

su
re
. 

He
’d
 
ha

d 
hi
s 

sc
ra
pe
s.
 
An
d 

he
 
ge

ne
ra

ll
y 

ca
me
 

ou
t 

on
 
to
p.
 
Bu
t 

he
 
go
t 

a 
fu
nn
y 

ki
nd
 

of
 p
le
as
ur
e 

ju
st
 
fr
om
 
be
in
g 

in
 
th

e 
mi
dd
le
 

of
 t

hi
ng

s.
 
Al

wa
ys

 
th
er
e,
 
bu
t 

ne
ve

r 
in
vo
lv
ed
. 

He
’d
 
be
en
 

qu
it
e 

a 
us

ef
ul

 
bo
xe
r 

in
 
hi
s 

da
y,
 

to
o.

 
Ex

ce
pt

 
fo

r 
on

e 
sl

ig
ht

 
ha
nd
ic
ap
. 

He
 
ha
d 

a 
ja
w 

th
at
 
ha

d 
mo

re
 

gl
as
s 

in
 

it 
th

an
 
Ma
cy
’s
 

fr
on
t 

wi
nd
ow
. 

Bu
t 

he
 

st
il
l 

ke
pt
 

in
 
tr
im
. 

Ma
de
 

a 
fe

w 
bu
ck
s 

—
 
fr
om
 

‘t
hi
s 

an
d 

th
at
’,
 

he
 
li
ke
d 

to
 
sa
y.
 

In
 
th

e 
ma

in
 
th
ey
 
we
re
 
ho
ne
st
 
bu
ck
s 

—
 
lo
ok
in
g 

fo
r 
pr
om
is
in
g 

fi
gh
te
rs
 

an
d 

st
ee
ri
ng
 
th
em
 

in
 
th
e 

di
re

ct
io

n 
of

 
Ca
ge
y 

Jo
e 

at
 
Sl
ug
ge
rs
 
Gy
m.
 

He
’d
 
sp
en
t 

hi
s 

li
fe
 
on
 
th
e 

Lo
we
r 

Ea
st

 
Si
de
 
an

d 
it 

wa
s 

a 
lo

t 
ha
rd
er
 

ke
ep
in
g 

on
 
th
e 

st
ra
ig
ht
 
an

d 
na

rr
ow

 
th
an
 
go
in
g 

cr
oo

ke
d.

 
Wi
th
 

an
 
Ir
is
h 

fa
th
er
 
an

d 
an

 
It
al
ia
n 

mo
th

er
 

he
 
ha

d 
na

tu
ra

ll
y 

gr
ow
n 

up
 
s
o
m
e
w
h
a
t
 

co
nf
us
ed

. 
He
 
co

ul
dn

’t
 

se
e 

hi
s 

fu
tu
re
 

as
 

a 
sp

ag
he

tt
i 

wa
it
er
 

in
 

a 
re
st
au
ra
nt
 

or
 
as
 

a 
cl

er
k 

at
 
Ci
ty
 

ha
ll
, 

fi
ll

in
g 

in
 
en

dl
es

s 
fo
rm
s.
 

So
 
he

’d
 

dr
if

te
d 

fr
om

 
th
is
 

to
 
th
at
. 

N
e
v
e
r
 

ve
ry
 
cr
oo
ke
d,
 

no
t 

al
wa
ys
 
co
mp
le
te
ly
 

ho
ne
st

. 
Bu

t 
ge
ne
ra
ll
y 

to
 
do
 
wi
th
 
bo
xi
ng
, 

hi
s 

gr
ea

t 
lo

ve
. 

 




