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INT. - HALLWAY - DAY

In a crowded, dingy hallway, ruggedly handsome JACK HUGHES
fidgets in an endless line of men.  Slicks of shoeshine cover
his graying temples, but his tired eyes and slight haunch
give away his march into middle age.  His frayed suit was
quite fashionable in its day.  Unlike his fellow proletariat,
wearing identical faces of quiet desperation, Jack is deep
in thought, muttering something over and over again.

At the end of the hall, a door opens, and a silhouetted MAN
steps out.

MAN
Next.

The men shuffle forward as the line grinds on.

Jack walks through a complicated dance step, making a mental
note of each shuffle, each ball, and each change.  Some of
the other men stare blankly, others look away.

The door opens.  We make out the cut and color of the man's
suit.

MAN (CONT'D)
Next.

The men shuffle forward.  The line grinds on.

Jack pulls out some sheet music and makes some notes.

The door opens.  We make out the man's face, but not his
countenance.

MAN (CONT'D)
Next.

The shuffle.  The grind.

The door opens.  We make out the hairs in the man's bulbous
nose.

MAN (CONT'D)
Next...

Jack turns to the wall, tenses his body, and then lets out a
deep breath.

MAN (CONT'D)
(Louder)

Next.

Jack turns back around, puts his hand up to the man, and
strides though the door.
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INT. - LARGE OPEN WAREHOUSE SPACE - DAY

At the end of a cavernous space sits a large desk occupied
by a single man who does not look up when Jack enters.  After
a short pause, Jack strides across the space towards the
desk to introduce himself. 

JACK
Good afternoon, Mr. uh...

FOREMAN
(Not bothering to
look up)

Please stand behind the line, Mr.
Hughes.

Jack looks on the floor behind him and sees the line of tape,
behind which he quickly steps.

JACK
Not like me to miss my mark.  Sorry.

The Foreman, a balding, sweaty man in his fifties, continues
to peruse his papers.  Jack fidgets impatiently.

FOREMAN
So, Mr. Hughes, what can you do for
us?

Jack pulls out his sheet music and looks around the room for
the accompanist.  He looks back at the Foreman who returns
the look with frayed patience.  Jack stuffs the sheet music
back into his jacket pocket and loosens his tie.

FOREMAN (CONT'D)
Mr. Hughes, I'm a very busy--

JACK
(Spoken)

Hawks and crows do a lot of things,
but the canary only sings.

Jack removes his jacket and throws it to the side.

JACK (CONT'D)
(Stronger with rhythm)

She is a courtesan on wings--so I've
heard.

He rips off his tie and loosens a button.

JACK (CONT'D)
(In full melody)

Eagles and storks are twice as strong.  
(MORE)
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JACK (CONT'D)
All the canary knows is song.  But
the canary gets along--gilded bird.

The music--a modern, edgy arrangement of Rodgers and Hart's
"Sing for Your Supper"--kicks in as Jack jumps into his
performance.

JACK (CONT'D)
Sing for your supper, And you'll get
breakfast.  Songbirds always eat
If their song is sweet to hear.
Sing for your luncheon and you'll
get dinner.  Dine with wine of choice,
If romance is in your voice.  I heard
from a wise canary, trilling makes a
fellow willing.  So, little swallow,
swallow now.  

He begins to move about the room singing to various imaginary
people.

JACK (CONT'D)
Now is the time to sing for your
supper, and you'll get breakfast. 
Songbirds are not dumb, they don't
buy a crumb of bread, it's said.  So
sing and you'll be fed.

INT. - EMPTY THEATER - CONTINUOUS

From a long distance away, a entry door opens into what we
now see is a cavernous, decaying theater--with the warehouse
set open to the stage proscenium.  As Jack continues to dance
for the bewildered Foreman, a tall, handsome, impeccably
dressed man in his mid-30s--RANDOLPH BELLAMY--strides through
the door holding out a large blueprint.  He is followed by a
small, older man, FENWICK.

RANDOLPH
(Pointing to the
blueprint)

See hear, Fenwick.  You've got this
all wrong still.

Fenwick looks at the blueprint.  Randolph points to the
ceiling.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
Can't you see?  There?

Randolph points again. Fenwick stares straight forward at
Jack's ongoing performance.  Randolph looks down and sees
what Fenwick sees.  A look of confusion is replaced with a
smile.  
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Randolph nudges Fenwick, and they walk up to the stage.

As the refrain starts up again, Jack goes into a wild dance
routine.  Picture, if you will, Fred Astaire performing his
elegant tap to Paula Abdul's "Cold Hearted Snake"
choreography.

JACK
Sing for your supper, And you'll get
breakfast.  Songbirds always eat
If their song is sweet to hear.
Sing for your luncheon and you'll
get dinner.  Dine with wine of choice,
If romance is in your voice.  I heard
from a wise canary, trilling makes a
fellow willing.  So, little swallow,
swallow now.  Now is the time to
sing for your supper, and you'll get
breakfast.  Songbirds are not dumb,
they don't buy a crumb of bread,
it's said.  So sing and you'll be
fed.

INT. - STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Randolph and Fenwick now stand behind the Foreman, watching
the performance.  The Foreman silently communicates his
confusion to Randolph.  Randolph smiles and gestures for
Jack's resume.  The Foreman hands it over and shares a shrug
with Fenwick. 

Jack holds his final gasping, sprawling flourish with his
arms held out wide and sweat rolling down his face.  He waits
for the applause.

Randolph looks over Jack's resume. 

RANDOLPH
Mr. Hughes, is it?

JACK
Jack.  Jack Hughes.

Randolph continues to look over the paper.

RANDOLPH
I see you used to write for the stage? 
Anything I might have seen?

JACK
(Brightening)

Oh, you might have seen "Hot Damn!" 
At the Wintergarden?
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RANDOLPH
"Hot Damn!"?  Stella's play?

Jack looks confused.  So do Fenwick and the Foreman

JACK
Well, sure, Stella Fitzgibbons wrote
the book.  The lyrics were all mine,
though.  And Harry.  Harris Neil, of
course, our composer.

RANDOLPH
Oh, right.  You're that Jack, then,
aren't you?

Jack raises his eyebrows.

JACK
You know Stella's work?

RANDOLPH
Oh, I have a certain familiarity
with Ms. Fitzgibbons. 

Jack drops his eyebrows.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
Listen, Jack...I don't think we have
anything for you right now, but I
may have something in a few months. 
You have a license?

JACK
A license?  Well, I mean, I think my
union dues might be a bit out of
date, but--I'm sorry, did you say
"license"?

RANDOLPH
Right.  As soon as Fenwick here
finishes up with the Palace here,
we'll need some drivers.

JACK
Drivers?  What show are you doing
here exactly?

RANDOLPH
Show?  Oh, yes, I see...I think you
misunderstand, Jack. 

Randolph picks up the blueprints and walks over to Jack.
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RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
(Pointing to the
blueprint)

You see, this whole space...
(Gesturing toward the
theater space)

Soon to be the largest and most
luxurious parking garage in all of
Manhattan.  And we're going to need
valets, you see, Jack.

JACK
Valets?  You're gutting the Palace
for a parking lot?

RANDOLPH
A parking garage, Jack.  It's the
future.  And you can be a part of
it. 

Jack fails to register a response.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
(To the Foreman)

Mr. Johns, please make sure Mr. Hughes
gets a standard application...flagged
with my personal approval, of course. 

Randolph slaps Jack on the back as he strides off stage.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
Anything for a friend of a Stella's. 
Pleased to have you on the team,
Jack.

Jack continues to fail to respond as Randolph walks off. 
Fenwick follows.  The Foreman shuffles his papers.

JACK
(Too late)

Valet?

MAN  (O.S.)
Next.

EXT. - SOUND STAGED NYC STREET - LATE AFTERNOON

Jack drags a huge, overstuffed suitcase down a busy street,
paying little attention to the world around him.  The world
is "realistic" but obviously a sound stage. A slight drizzle
turns to steady rain.  

Jack lugs his case over to a discarded newspaper.  As he
picks it up, we see the date, April 13, 1933, and two
headlines: UNEMPLOYMENT AT 23% and AN END TO PROHIBITION?
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Jack unfolds the newspaper and holds it over his head as he
continues down the sidewalk. 

EXT. - SOUND STAGED NYC STREET - EVENING

Jack stops in front of a pawn shop.  He reaches into an inside
coat pocket and pulls out a simple diamond ring.  He looks
closely at it and then looks towards the pawn shop door.  He
looks at the skies to see if the rain is letting up.  It
isn't. 

He puts the ring back in his pocket and trudges on.  

Huddled next to a building, he sees a shivering mother and
daughter.  He notices their thin, wet clothing, looks back
at his suitcase, and then back at the women.

EXT. - SOUND STAGED NYC STREET - LATER

Jack saunters down the street with his lightened suitcase
acting as an umbrella.  He whistles a few bars of "Sing for
Your Supper" as he glides along.

A man with his head down and jacket pulled up high runs SMACK
into Jack.  As he looks up, we see Jack's old partner, HARRY
NEIL--a bit younger than Jack, slim, good looking, a bit
effeminate.

HARRY
Sorry.

JACK
(With recognition)

Harry, old boy.

HARRY
Jackie?

They stare at each other for a moment...in the pouring rain.

JACK
Please, join me under my gabled
veranda.  You'll be damp to your
panties if you stay out there.

Jack gestures for a space next to him.  Harry thinks about
it for a minute, but doesn't move.

HARRY
Jack, I've got a job.

JACK
That's great news, Harry.  But, you're
still getting wet.
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Harry pauses again, but then joins Jack under the suitcase.

JACK (CONT'D)
Where you headed this fine evening,
old friend?  Perhaps we can
perambulate together.

HARRY
It's in Buffalo, Jack.

JACK
Walking all the way to Buffalo?  In
this weather?

Harry relaxes a bit, takes off his hat and wrings it out.

HARRY
Tomorrow.  Just said goodbye to
Mother.

JACK
Always the good boy you were, Harry. 
How is dear old Mom, anyway?

HARRY
Two years left.  Bad behavior.

They share a meaningful look and a light chuckle.

HARRY (CONT'D)
(Gesturing to the
suitcase)

You look like you're headed out of
town as well?  Touring show or angry
husband?

JACK
Oh, no.  First comes the tour, then
the angry husbands.

They share a moment of awkward silence, both staring out
into the rain.

JACK (CONT'D)
Hey, how 'bout--

HARRY
Well, I think--

JACK
Guests first.

HARRY
I'm glad I got to see you before I
left, Jack, but--
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JACK
A drink.  Let's get a drink to
celebrate your new gig.

Harry stares at Jack for a moment and then out to the pouring
rain and then back at Jack's roguish smirk.

HARRY
Fine.  One drink.  But--

JACK
Great.  How about the 21 Club?  No,
wait, I'm banned...El Morocco?  

(On Harry's look)
Oh, right.  We earned that one, didn't
we?  There's got be someplace that'll
have us...

Jack has a sudden flash of an idea that lights up his face. 
Harry is taken aback.

HARRY
Don't even say it, Jack.  I cannot--

JACK
Harry, it's home.  It's where you're
loved.  Heck, they even tolerate me
there.

Harry raises an eyebrow.

JACK (CONT'D)
Well, maybe not everyone, but
still...when you run out of options...

HARRY
I'm not going to say it, Jack...

(At Jack's insistent
smile)

...You're at the Wit's End.

INT. - SOUND STAGED ENTRANCE TO THE WIT'S END - EARLY EVENING

Jack and Harry walk down a set-piece hallway as they shake
off the night's moisture.  They walk towards what appears to
be a service elevator with a sign that reads OUT OF ORDER. 
Next to the doors sits a mountain of a man, MCKINLEY, with a
baby face and a suit that's a size or two small.  As the
boys approach, McKinley recognizes them and stands to greet
them.

MCKINLEY
Jackie Hughes and motherfucking Harry
Neil, excuse my French.  Where the
fuck have you guys been?
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McKinley wraps the boys up in a huge bear hug.  He lets Jack
slip out, but keeps his beefy arm wrapped tight around Harry.

JACK
It's good to see you too, Mac.  Any
chance a couple of old buddies can,
uh, dine on some fine French food
tonight?

MCKINLEY
Anything for you guys.  I love you
guys.

McKinley lays a big wet kiss on top of Harry's head.

HARRY
So, no boss tonight then?

McKinley lets a squirming Harry loose.

MCKINLEY
Ah, shit.  Oswald.  He's been watching
the door like a hawk too.

JACK
And Mrs. Melonballer?

Jack gives McKinley a look and then nods subtly towards Harry.

MCKINLEY
Oh, yeah.  We can work that angle.

He grabs Harry again and musses his hair.

MCKINLEY (CONT'D)
A little bit of Prince Charming here
will go a long way with the Mrs.

(Looking around)
Lemme just scope it out and see if
we can sneak you in.  Harry, you
stand in for me, eh?  Tough guy!

Harry fixes his hair and smiles back at McKinley.  McKinley
pushes the call button and the elevator door open, exposing
another set of doors.  He knocks with an elaborate rhythm
which is answered with another rhythm from inside.

MCKINLEY (CONT'D)
Open the fuckin' door already, Freddy!

One of the doors opens and McKinley slides in, closes the
door behind him.  The elevator doors slide closed.

Jack and Harry stand and stare at the elevator as if they're
waiting for it to come to their floor.
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JACK
Mac's looking good these days. 
Working out.

HARRY
You think?  I wouldn't have noticed.

JACK
Right.  Of course not.

They stare in silence again.

HARRY
I'm not flirting with her, Jack.  I
just won't do it.

JACK
Fine.  Just fine.  Just be...

(smiling)
Yourself.

Harry shoots Jack a look, but slowly regains his composure.

HARRY
One drink.

The doors slide open and McKinley gestures the boys to follow
him inside.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAITRE-D STATION - CONTINUOUS

McKinley stops the boys at the front entrance to the club. 
An imperiously French maitre-d, PIERRE, stands guard and
pretends to ignore the interlopers.  McKinley gestures for
the boys to stay, while he checks to see if the coast is
clear.  From a side door, a short man with the shape,
hairstyle, and intelligence of a bowling pin, OSWALD
MELONBALLER, walks up behind the boys.  He clears his throat. 
The boys jump and turn.

OSWALD
Pierre, please correct me if I am
mistaken, but are not these two
gentlemen on our list of banned
patrons?

JACK
Oswald, what a pleasure it is to see
you again too.

OSWALD
The pleasure will be in my applying
my foot to your rear end as you exit
my establishment, Mr. Hughes.  Pierre,
where is Mr. McKinley.
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PIERRE
I am sure that I have no idea.

A young heartthrob with hair that needs its own publicist,
FREDDY, in a too-large formal server's uniform rushes in
from the side door.  He taps Oswald's shoulder and quickly
swerves to the other side as Oswald turns.

FREDDY
Mr. Melonballer!

Oswald turns back around, confused and flustered.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
There you are.

OSWALD
Where?  What?

FREDDY
You.  You're right there.

Oswald looks over his shoulder.

OSWALD
I am where?

FREDDY
Well of course you are, sir.  And
you've been there ever since.

Oswald looks to Jack and then Pierre and then back to Freddy.

OSWALD
(With confused paranoia)

Where am I?

FREDDY
In the kitchen, sir.  You're
overseeing tonight's special menu.

Oswald looks back to the side door.

OSWALD
There's a special menu?

FREDDY
Why, yes, sir.  Of course there is. 
For the special event.  For tonight's
special guests.

Freddy looks over to Jack and Harry.

HARRY
Oh, Oswald, you shouldn't have.



13.

OSWALD
No?  Should I have?

JACK
Apparently.  And we couldn't be more
humbled by the gesture.

Oswald looks around for an answer.

FREDDY
The kitchen, sir.

Freddy leads Oswald back to the side door.  Oswald regains
his composure and turns back to the boys.

OSWALD
Gentlemen, my sincere condolences.

Oswald bows and strides back through the door.  McKinley
returns from the main entrance.

MCKINLEY
All clear, boys.

Jack and Harry smile at each other and then Freddy before
following McKinley into the club.

INT. - SOUND STAGED BAR - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Jack and Harry pull up to the bar.  They each take a good
look around at their old haunt.  The roughly detailed set
should imply an elegant, stylized nightclub.  The bar stools
sag and CREAK as the boys settle in.

JACK
So, drinks are on me.  For the new
gig.

HARRY
Are you sure, Jack?  I know you've
been, well...

JACK
So, Buffalo then?  Regional theater?

HARRY
Not exactly.

JACK
Oh, don't tell me you've finally
succumbed to the deadly siren of
journalism!

HARRY
I'm an underwriter, Jack.
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JACK
Writing under what?

Harry gives him a pained look.  Jack takes a minute, but
eventually gets it.  

The elderly bartender, CAPTAIN JANUARY, shuffles over to
greet his old pals.

CAPTAIN JANUARY
My boys!  Mac told me he sneaked you
fellas in.  I can barely believe it
with my own eyes.

JACK
Captain!

Captain January grabs Jack hand gives it a vigorous shake,
then grabs Harry's and shakes even harder.  Finally, he takes
Harry's hand and joins it with Jacks, shaking them both. 
The boys sheepishly pull their hands back.

HARRY
A pleasure as always, Captain.

A large matronly woman--a thoroughbred mare in an evening
gown--MRS. MELONBALLER, sweeps into the lounge from the dining
area.  She does a delighted double take when she recognizes
Harry.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Harris, darling!

She sweeps over and pulls Harry's face into her ample bosom. 
Harry looks to Jack for help.

HARRY
Mrs. Melonballer, such a--

She lets go and basks in Harry's tentative smile.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Harris Neil, you know better than
that!  You and I are much too close
for such formalities.

JACK
Agnetha...

Mrs. Melonballer shoots Jack a hard look.

JACK (CONT'D)
Er...Mrs. Melonballer.  

(MORE)
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JACK (CONT'D)
Harry was just telling me how
delightful it would be to see you
again, weren't you Harry?

Harry shoots Jack the same hard look.

HARRY
Yes, of course, Mrs.--I mean my dear,
sweet Agnetha.

Mrs. Melonballer pulls Harry back into her bosom.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Oh, I'm so happy to see you too, my
sweet Harris.  

She lets him go.

MRS. MELONBALLER (CONT'D)
Captain January, you will make sure
to take care of Mr. Neil and his,
uh, friend, yes?  Harris, I look
forward to spending some quality
time with you later, yes?

HARRY
Yes.  Yes, of course.  A real
pleasure.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Well, of course, I'd love to stay
and chat now, but someone has to
watch over our guests.  That husband
of mine seems to have disappeared
yet again.

JACK
Take your time, Mrs. Melonballer. 
I'll make sure Harry's available.

She gives Jack a slight smile before pulling Harry back into
her bosom one more time and reluctantly walking back into
the dining room.

CAPTAIN JANUARY
So, what'll it be then, boys.

JACK
I think this calls for something in
a kilt, Captain.  A double.

HARRY
A Sidecar.  Heavy on the car.
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INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - LATER

Jack and Harry sit at a cocktail table, drinking in silence. 
They each take turns wanting to say something, but both stop
before getting started.  At the bar, Captain January chats
with a middle-aged barfly, EDWARD, and points toward Jack
and Harry.  Edward looks over with delighted surprise, takes
his drink and heads over.

EDWARD
Well, look at what the cat dragged
in.  My favorite failed literary
giants.

Relieved, Jack and Harry stand up and greet Edward.

JACK
Eddie, my favorite drunk!  Please,
join us.

Harry stands back so that Edward can slide in and take up
space between Jack and himself.

EDWARD
What, you two lovebirds on the skids
or something?

HARRY
Nice to see you too, Edward.

They sit.

EDWARD
I woulda bet my bottom dollar that
it'd be a partly cloudy day in hell
before I saw you fellas back here in
The End.

JACK
You would have bet your bottom dollar
on anything, Eddie.  You haven't
reached the bottom yet, I take it.

Edward holds his drink up for a toast.

EDWARD
Here's to my dear old grandfather's
absolute mistrust of the banks.

Edward takes a long swallow of his whisky.

HARRY
You seen anyone around lately that
would take that bet, Edward?
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EDWARD
Oh, you mean your old gang?  The
Vicious Circle?  It's been a while,
my dear Harris.  Real talent tends
to rise to the top, if you catch my
drift.

JACK
The top?  I don't know if you've
noticed, old man, but the lights of
Broadway have been growing dimmer by
the day.

Jack downs a bitter slug.

EDWARD
Broadway?  No ones pines for
limelights these days, Jackie.  I'm
talking about Hollywood.

Jack nearly chokes on his swallow.

JACK
Hollywood?  That flat old mime show? 
What writer worth his salt sells out
for that flash?

HARRY
I don't know about that, Jack.  They
say the Talkies are here to stay.

EDWARD
That's what I'm saying.  Fitzy,
Benchley, even that bitter dame--
Parker.  They're all out there
frolicking in the sun and sand while
you boys sit around here in the rain,
waiting to con some fool with a bit
of money and even less taste.

Edward leans back in his chair and puts his feet up on the
table.  Jack and Harry pull away their cocktail glasses just
before they're knocked over.

JACK
Well, it's all a bunch of sound and
fury if you ask me--signifying
nothing...

INT. - SOUND STAGED DINING AREA - CONTINUOUS

A short distance from the lounge, an exquisitely beautiful,
very light-skinned, African-American waitress, LULA, fusses
with her hair and quietly pretends to sing into her hairbrush.  
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From the dining area, Freddy walks towards her with a huge
tray of dirty dishes and glasses.  In an effort to impress,
he slings the tray up to one hand and tries to waltz by her.  

FREDDY
Lula, looking awfully fine tonight.

Lula gives Freddy an embarrassed smile.  Freddy executes a
daring spin move around her.  As he walks behind them, Edward
reaches back and slides his empty glass onto the tray.  The
tray begins to teeter and Freddy loses his balance.  

Lula jumps in to steady the tray, but then Oswald explodes
out of the kitchen, spinning Freddy around and back out
towards the dining room.  Lula is thrown to the ground.

OSWALD
Agnetha!  Agnetha!

Alarmed by the noise, Jack and Harry jump up to try to help
Freddy who spins back towards the kitchen again.  

JACK
Ho boy!

Jack and Harry have to duck to avoid the oncoming tray. 

Trying to see what's happening, Edward leans too far back in
his chair and tumbles over backwards--right into Freddy's
path.  Freddy tries to spin around again, but loses control
of the tray, just as Jack and Harry grab either side.

Freddy trips and runs into the cigarette girl, PRISCINA,
knocking her wares onto the floor.  Oswald steams back in
from the dining room, and Jack and Harry lay the tray on his
head as he passes by, mindlessly balancing the tray back
into the kitchen.

The fallen acrobats slowly get up and look at the kitchen
door, astonished into silence.  After a beat, Jack looks to
Harry and then around to the other lucky souls.

They let out a deep breath.

A huge CRASH, followed by a series of other crashes erupts
O.S. in the kitchen.

INT. - SOUND STAGED BAR - CONTINUOUS

Edward helps Priscina pick up her wares after the ruckus. 

EDWARD
Let me help you out with that,
Princess.
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PRISCINA
Oh, Mr. Vestin, thank you.  But I
tell you before, I am called Priscina--
not a princess.

Edward absentmindedly loads her tray with whatever his hand
finds on the floor--a salt shaker, a shoe, Lula's hairbrush--
he can't keep his eyes off her radiant face.

EDWARD
Please, call me Edvard--I mean Edward. 
And you sure look like a princess to
me, honey.

Jack and Harry watch their lovesick pal and shoot knowing
looks at each other.  

Priscina stands up with her tray and tries to straighten out
her outfit.  An absence around her neck throws a look of
surprise on her face.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Are you alright, Princess?

She begins to look around on the floor in a panic.

PRISCINA
My necklace.  Vhere is my necklace?

Edward gets on all fours and searches around.  Priscina joins
him.  As they crawl around, Edward can't help but stop to
admire the view of her shapely bottom.  He looks up at Jack
and shares a wolfish smile.

JACK
Need any help with that, Eddie?

EDWARD
I'll be sure to let you know, Jack.

Jack gives a look to Harry, who returns the look with a
dramatic eye roll.

INT. - SOUND STAGED BAR - LATER

With several empty glasses in front of them, Jack and Harry
prop themselves up at the bar.  Captain January stands near
them, drying out glasses.

JACK
You know, Harry, I always thought
you were the one with all the talent. 
How could you throw it all away?
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HARRY
Aw, Jackie, we were a team.  You,
me, and...

Harry sits up and thinks better of his train of thought. 
Jack stares into an empty glass.

CAPTAIN JANUARY
You need a fill-up there, Jack?

JACK
No.  No thanks, Captain.  I've had
my fill.

HARRY
So, where are you headed anyway,
Jack?

Jack looks confused.

JACK
Oh, right, the suitcase.  Well, if
you must know, old Harry my pal, I'm
on the road to nowhere.  No home. 
No job.  No prospects.  Just me and
my suitcase.

Harry looks honestly shocked and takes a minute to process.

HARRY
If you need a job, Jack--

JACK
Buffalo?  I don't think so, Harry.

HARRY
Listen, I know you're proud Jack,
but--

Jack quickly stands up, nearly losing his balance.

JACK
Proud?  You think I'm too proud,
Harry?  What have I ever done to be
proud of? 

(Beat)
Well?

Harry shoots back the last of his drink.

JACK (CONT'D)
Life has passed me by, old friend. 
And she didn't even leave me a
postcard to tell me where she was
headed.
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HARRY
We were good, Jack.  We had a Broadway
show.  We were part of something.

Jack stands back and mock gestures around the lounge.

JACK
Robert Benchley--sat right over there
every night, sucking back glass after
glass of rotgut gin.  F.  Fucking
Scott Fitzgerald canoodling with
Zelda over in that booth.  Those
guys were the something.  You and
me, we were the "and others."

CAPTAIN JANUARY
Don't forget Kaufman...and
Ferber...oh, and Parker--that lady
could drink any of you guys under
the table.

Harry looks at Captain January with a pleading face.

CAPTAIN JANUARY (CONT'D)
Oh, but you guys were great too.  I
saw "Hot Damn" two times.

Jack sinks back onto his stool.

JACK
You mean "both" times.

HARRY
Don't forget "The Two Dames of Verona,
New Jersey"--that ran for a whole
summer.

JACK
In New Hampshire!...  But we were
pretty good, weren't we, the three
of us? 

Captain January places fresh drinks in front of the boys.

CAPTAIN JANUARY
You were always my favorites.  You,
Harry, and--

Captain stops at Harry's look.

HARRY
Maybe you could try Hollywood, Jack. 
It can't hurt.

Jack looks up with a small glimmer of hope which soon dies.
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JACK
Aw, I couldn't make it without you,
Harry.  Unless you want to...

HARRY
Give up on my lifelong dream of
selling insurance to the rubes in
Buffalo?  I don't know Jack.  A bird
in the hand is awfully hard to come
by these days.

Captain January looks around before leaning in.

CAPTAIN JANUARY
The boss will kill me for telling
you this, but one of those little
birds told me that a certain Hollywood
producer might be here in the club
tonight.

JACK
Tonight?

CAPTAIN JANUARY
Goes by the name Mayer Meyer, or
something of the like.

Jack sobers up for a moment and rubs his chin with the hint
of a glimmer in his eye, but he quickly loses his own
argument.

JACK
Aw, Cappy, I'd sooner buy insurance
from this con man than I'd buy some
of that false hope you're pushing.

Harry stands up and puts his hand on Jack's shoulder.

HARRY
Jack, are you crazy?  This is your
big chance.  You've got to talk to
this guy--what have you got to lose?

Instead of answering, Jack takes another drink.

HARRY (CONT'D)
C'mon, Jack!  You can't give up on
me like that.

JACK
Oh, like you didn't give up on me?  

HARRY
It wasn't like that, Jack.  And you
know it.



23.

JACK
And just what was it like, Harry? 
What was it like?

Harry simmers, but collects himself, takes a stiff drink and
sits back down.

HARRY
She left us, Jack.  She left you, at
least--I just didn't have anywhere
else to go.

INT. - SOUND STAGED ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS

Back at the entrance, a confident and pretty brunette--like
a leopard on the prowl in high heels--in her late 20s, STELLA
FITZGIBBONS, arrives at the club.  She waits, less than
patiently.  After a moment, Oswald appears from the side
door.

OSWALD
Ms. Fitzgibbons, what a distinct
pleasure.  I understand you a have a
special--

Stella punctuates her words with a poking finger.

STELLA
Listen, Melonballer, and listen good. 
You make good tonight and there may
be something special down the road
for you, right?

Oswald looks around nervously towards Pierre for some
assistance.  Pierre shrugs his shoulders and turns away.

STELLA (CONT'D)
(Without turning from
Oswald)

Not so fast, Frenchy.  You're clearing
your best back booth for me.  Dark
and private.  Right, Melonballer?

OSWALD
Yes?

Stella eases off and pulls a list out of her clutch.  Oswald
waves to Pierre who goes off.

STELLA
Good.  That's what I like to hear. 
Now, if all goes to plan tonight. 

(Pointing to her list)
This plan.  

(MORE)
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STELLA (CONT'D)
Then you, Mr. Melonballer, just might
be lucky enough to book the biggest
social event of next spring.  All
right, then?  Good.

Oswald breathes a sigh of relief, but is soon overcome with
his natural state of confusion.

OSWALD
Social event?

Stella reads through her list.

STELLA
The reception, stupid man.

Stella looks up from her list and sees that Oswald is still
confused.

STELLA (CONT'D)
The wedding reception.  Randolph
Bellamy's wedding reception?

Oswald looks pleasantly surprised.

OSWALD
Randolph is getting married?

STELLA
Only if tonight goes to plan.  This
plan?

Oswald takes the list from Stella and begins to make mental
notes.

OSWALD
And the lucky girl?

Stella looks at him, struck dumb.  She narrows her gaze and
leans hard into Oswald's face.

OSWALD (CONT'D)
Oh, yes.  Right, of course, Ms.
Fitzgibbons.

Satisfied, Stella pulls back.  Lula comes from the dining
room and stands ready by the maitre-d station.

STELLA
First, I'll need Lula.

Lula steps forward.
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LULA
Right here, miss.

Stella is flustered by her promptness.

STELLA
Right.  Great.  Let's get started
then.

Stella and Lula start to walk off.  A look of relief comes
over Oswald's face.  Stella spins and jabs back into Oswald's
space.

STELLA (CONT'D)
And nothing better get in my way,
Melonballer.

She smiles and walks out with Lula.  In a panic, Oswald walks
right into the closed side door.

INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

As Lula and Stella walk by the lounge, Harry catches sight
of Stella and spit-takes his drink into Jack's face.  Stella,
thinking that she's being checked out, smiles.  But she
quickly recognizes Harry and stops with a look of horror.

JACK
(Wiping his face)

Jeeze, Harry, it wasn't that rotten. 
Why--

Harry, still staring agape at Stella, pokes Jack to turn
around.

JACK (CONT'D)
What?

Harry pushes Jack's shoulder to turn him towards Stella. 
Jack doesn't see her at first.  Stella's look of horror turns
into a gasp when she sees Jack, but her shock soon narrows
into a heated death ray.

When Jack finally recognizes her, his surprise turns to a
maddening grin.

STELLA
Lula, get me Melonballer.  Now.

Lula curtsies and dashes off towards the kitchen.  Jack
nonchalantly oozes over towards Stella.  Harry follows, still
in a stupor.
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JACK
Stella.  What a pleasant surprise to
see you here tonight.  Harry and I
were just saying--weren't we Harry--
just now?  Saying how much we missed
you.

Stella holds a growl in check as she strains to smile.  She
cannot speak.

JACK (CONT'D)
Isn't that right, Harry?

Harry slowly nods, speechless in his own right.

STELLA
Harry...Jack.  What exactly brings
you to The Wit's End this evening?

HARRY
We...we were just leaving, right,
Jack?

Harry tries to pull Jack away.

JACK
Actually, Harry, we still have that
meeting to attend to, don't we?

HARRY
(Confused)

Meeting?

Stella continues to grind her teeth under the controlled
snarl of her lips.

JACK
Oh, yes, Stella.  Harry and I have a
meeting here tonight with a big
Hollywood producer. 

HARRY
We do?  I mean, yes...a big one.

JACK
You see, some of the old gang and
us, we're packing up and moving the
circus out west.  

STELLA
Oh, and they needed some extra clowns?

Jack holds back a return salvo.
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JACK
Stella, this is big.  This Meyer
Mayer fella--

HARRY
Mayer Meyer.

JACK
Right, like I said.  This Mayer fella
runs his own studio, ain't that right,
Cappy?

CAPTAIN JANUARY
So I've heard, Jack.

Stella crosses her arms.

STELLA
Well, good luck to you, Jack.  But
when you make a fool of yourself,
please do try not to cry out loud--
it'll ruin my appetite.

JACK
Well, Stella, if you're still
hungry...there's always room for you
on the team.  Isn't that right, Harry?

Harry looks to Jack and then to Stella, not quite figuring
the safest direction.

STELLA
Oh, Jackie, Jackie, Jackie...nothing
to regret, but the past.

Jack flashes his best innocent pleading face.

STELLA (CONT'D)
Listen, boys, I'm done with you and
I'm done with writing.  The salad
days are over.

JACK
Done with writing?  A writer can't
be "done" with writing.

STELLA
Fine.  Writing is done with me.  Not
all of us are cut out for the starving
artist act, Jack.

Jack moves closer to Stella.  She takes a step back.  Oswald
arrives with Lula in tow.
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OSWALD
These two?  I thought I got rid of
you moochers.

Jack steps back to join Harry.  Freddy rushes to put himself
in between Oswald and the boys.

FREDDY
Mr. Melonballer, sir.  I have that
thing that you asked for.

OSWALD
The thing?

FREDDY
Right.  In the kitchen.  With the,
you know.

JACK
Right, Oswald.  For the special menu. 
Agnetha promised Harry.

Oswald can't make up his mind which jugular to lunge towards.

STELLA
Melonballer!  This is exactly the
kind of distraction that I expect
you to take care of.

Oswald jumps behind Freddy in fear.

LULA
Ms. Fitzgibbons, I believe we have
your booth ready.

Stella's fuse sparks sporadically before sputtering out. 
She tucks her clutch under her arm and marches off with Lula.

The men all watch her walk away before showing their relief. 
As Stella quickly turns back, all of them dash away in
different directions.  With no one to confront, Stella returns
to following Lula.

INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Pierre walks up the stairs from his station with a middle-
aged man, MAYER, who looks like a cantaloupe with a
subscription to Esquire. 

PIERRE
Right this way, Monsieur Mayer.  We
have a very quiet booth for you.

Jack and Harry's heads pop up from where they're squatting
behind the bar.
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MAYER
Oh, delighted.  I'm sure.

Mayer looks around in surprise awe of everything in the club.

Jack and Harry look at each other and back at Mayer as he
walks towards the back of the dining area.

HARRY
Taking that meeting, Jack?

JACK
I can't do it, Harry.  

Freddy squats next to the boys.

FREDDY
What's the plan, gents?

Harry stares down Jack.  Jack looks down sheepishly.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
When we packing up for Hollywood?

Jack looks up in surprise.  Harry grins.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Jack and Harry hide out around the corner, watching Pierre
settle Mr. Mayer in.  As soon as Pierre leaves, they close
in, standing at the table's edge.  After looking around a
bit, Mayer looks up.

MAYER
Oh, I'm sorry.  I didn't see you
there.  But I'm sorry to say that
I'll need a few minutes with the
menu.

HARRY
Oh, no sir, we're not your waiters.

Mayer looks the two up and down for a moment.

MAYER
No.  I don't suppose you are.

Jack looks to Harry.  Harry gestures for Jack to start in. 
Jack shrugs his shoulders.

HARRY
No, no sir, we certainly aren't. 
We're, uh, your entertainment guides.
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MAYER
Ooh, like a playbill?

JACK
(Mouthing to Harry)

Entertainment guides?

Harry slides into the booth.

HARRY
Do you mind if I join you, sir?

Mayer looks uncomfortable at Harry's closeness.

MAYER
Well--

Jack gets into the program and slides into the other side of
the booth.

JACK
Excellent, sir.  You've made an
excellent choice.

Mayer smiles with self-satisfaction.

HARRY
This is my friend, Jack Hughes, and
my name is Harris Neil.  Perhaps
you've seen our work on Broadway,
"Hot Damn"?

Mayer ponders this for a moment.

MAYER
Yes, yes, of course.  My wife uses
nothing else on stubborn stains.

Harry and Jack exchange befuddled glances.

JACK
Right.  Well sir, we know your time
is valuable, and we'd hate to bother
you in any way.  Wouldn't we Harry?

Harry flashes Jack a short look.

JACK (CONT'D)
You wouldn't at all be interested in
hearing a story, would you sir?

Mayer ponders this for a moment.  He laughs briefly at an
inner dialog.  They wait for his answer.
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HARRY
Sir?

MAYER
Oh, sorry, yes.  That would be just
delightful.

Harry and Jack light up.  Mayer picks up the wine list.

MAYER (CONT'D)
Oh, and I'll have a bottle of the
'23 Lafite.

Harry looks to Jack.  Jack looks to Harry.  Harry jumps up
first.

HARRY
Right away, sir.  Jack, you're up.

As Harry hurries to the bar, the club lights dim dramatically,
leaving a spotlight on Jack.

Jack freezes under the glare of the spotlight.  Mayer fidgets
with his table setting.  After a moment, Mayer clears his
throat.  The spell is broken.

JACK
Oh, yes.  Sorry.  So, the story.

MAYER
Yes?

Jack looks around for inspiration.  At the maitre-d station,
he makes out a small ruckus involving a large, loud ITALIAN
GENTLEMAN.

JACK
Right, so it's a quiet night at the
supper club, when notorious gangster
Footsie Giaccomo saunters in like he
owns the place--which of course, he
may very well.  

In the background, McKinley arrives as Oswald and Pierre try
to deal with the Italian gentleman.

Jack pauses and observes Mayer's reaction--it's not good.

JACK (CONT'D)
Well, Footsie's not a bad guy at
heart--just loyal to the family--
it's his tragic flaw, you see?
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MAYER
I'm not a big fan of the gangster
genre.  Mother says it gives me gas.

JACK
Well, lucky for you, the supper club
won't have that kind in their
establishment.

McKinley manages to manhandle the Italian gentleman out the
door, with much consternation.

MAYER
Oh, very good.  Please tell me more.

Harry comes back to the table with Freddy in tow.  As Harry
sits down, Freddy opens the bottle of wine, pours a taste
into Mayer's glass, and waits for approval.  Mayer slams
down the slug and holds the glass out for more. 

HARRY
Have we missed much?

Freddy fills the glass half way.  Mayer gestures for more. 
Freddy continues to slowly fill up the glass until the level
reaches the top.  Mayer smiles his approval.

MAYER
Oh, no.  Mr. Hughes was just ridding
our culture of the scourge of the
criminal element.

Harry looks to Jack with confusion.

JACK
No gangster stories.

HARRY
Oh, yes.  Of course.  Well, how about
a love story, Jack?  You remember
how those go, don't you?

Jack grits his teeth.

MAYER
Oooh, yes.  Who doesn't love a good
love story?

HARRY
You see there, Jack.  The love story
always sells.

Jack looks around and spies Freddy trying to flirt with Lula
in the lounge.
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JACK
Right.  Love conquers all, so they
say.

The lights dim on Mayer's booth and the "walls" of the sound
stage set fly away to reveal a similar, but much more
realistic version of the club.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF LOUNGE - NIGHT

In the "real" version of the club, Priscina joins Lula in a
booth as Lula folds napkins.  

PRISCINA
Lula, darling, I have something that
I'd very much like to see you try
on.

Priscina pulls out an expensive necklace and displays it on
top of a folded napkin.

LULA
Oh, no Prissy, I couldn't possibly.

Priscina stands up, grabs the necklace, and walks behind
Lula.

PRISCINA
But I insist.  You have been such
good friend, Lula. 

Priscina puts the necklace on Lula and admires it.

PRISCINA (CONT'D)
Come, you must see yourself.

Lula gets up and Priscina walks her to a mirrored wall. 
They admire the necklace around Lula's neck.  

LULA
Oh, Prissy, it's beautiful.

Priscina takes off her fur wrap and puts it over Lula's
shoulders.

PRISCINA
See you how look as princess.

Lula sashays around, imagining how it could be. 

INT. - REAL VERSION OF MAITRE-D STATION - CONTINUOUS

Freddy walks up the stairs in a slick suit.  As he looks
around the club, he's instantly smitten by the vision of
Princess Lula.  
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His reverie is broken up by McKinley with a smack on the
back.

MCKINLEY
Hey, we've been waiting for you. 
You're late.

McKinley starts to push Freddy towards the dining area.

MCKINLEY (CONT'D)
It's a good thing you're a star,
bub.  Mr. Melonballer can't stand
tardiness.

Freddy tries to resist the forward momentum.

FREDDY
A star?  Really?

MCKINLEY
Sure, buddy.  I can't say that I get
it myself, but they say all the gals
swoon over your croon.

FREDDY
My croon?  But I'm here for--

Mrs. Melonballer strides up and puts her meaty hands on either
side of Freddy's face, turning it one way and then the other.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Oh yes.  That's definitely the face
of the new generation.  Don't you
agree McKinley, dear.

MCKINLEY
Not really my type, Mrs. Melonballer. 
But whatever floats your boat.

Mrs. Melonballer grabs Freddy by the hand and starts to drag
him toward the stage.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Come now, Mr. Fountainbleu, we have
just enough time for a sound check
with the band.

FREDDY
But, I'm--

MRS. MELONBALLER
Yes, of course you are, Mr.
Fountainbleu.  I so deeply apologize
for our humble stage. 
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Freddy finds himself on stage behind a microphone and standing
in a bright spotlight.  He looks around for a moment before
the band blares to a start with Gershwin and Duke's "I Can't
Get Started".  Nervously, he starts in.

FREDDY
I've been around the world in a plane,
settled revolutions in Spain, the
North Pole I have charted, but can't
get started with you. 

Freddy finds Lula in the audience.  Her beaming smile sends
his tentative take soaring into a confident croon.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
And at the golf course I'm under
par. 

Freddy mimes swinging a golf club.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
Metro-Goldwyn wants me to star. 

He frames his face for a close up.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
I've got a house and a show place,
But can't get no place with you.

Freddy points directly at Lula.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
You're so supreme.  The lyrics I
write of you dream, dream, day and
night of you...scheme, just for the
sight of you baby, but what good
does it do?  

Lula and Freddy lock glances.  She sways with each of his
notes.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
I've been consulted by Franklin D.
Even Gable had me to tea, but now
I'm broken hearted.  Can't get started
with you.  You're so supreme the
lyrics I write of you dream, dream,
day and night of you...scheme just
for the sight of you, but what good
does it do?

Freddy breaks away from Lula's gaze and finishes up the song
to the larger audience--like a pro.
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FREDDY (CONT'D)
I've been consulted by Franklin D.
Even Basie had me to tea.  But now
I'm broken hearted, can't get started
with you.

MAYER  (V.O.)
I wonder if maybe a nightclub is too
prosaic.  Maybe they should be in a
forest...

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

JACK
A forest?

MAYER
Yes.  An enchanted forest.  With the
smell of magic wafting in the air...

Jack stares at Mayer.

HARRY
Yes.  Yes, of course.  You're
absolutely correct, sir.  An enchanted
forest...

INT. - CENTRAL PARK GROVE - DUSK

As Freddy basks in the glow of applause from his song, he
addresses the crowd only to find himself surrounded by nothing
but trees.  Looking down, he finds himself clothed as one of
Robin's Merry Men.

The gentle sounds of the forest gain momentum into a light
melody, which is soon joined by the sounds of the club's
band warming up.  Freddy spins slowly around, catching
glimpses of the band playing behind the trees.  Suddenly, he
sees Lula shyly hiding behind a large tree.

Freddy loops elegantly over toward Lula, bows, and holds his
hand out.  She demurely steps out with her hand out.  She is
a resplendent version of a glittering wood nymph.

In the middle of the clearing, Freddy and Lula begin to waltz. 
The band starts up a modern remix of Dietz and Schwartz's
"Alone Together".

FREDDY
Alone together, beyond the crowd,
Above the world, we're not too proud
To cling together, We're strong As
long as we're together.

They waltz to the edge of the grove.
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LULA
Alone together, the blinding rain
The starless night, were not in vain; 

The sky darkens with a cloudy overcast.

LULA (CONT'D)
For we're together, and what is there
to fear together?

FREDDY
Our love is as deep as the sea. 

LULA
Our love is as great as a love can
be.

Freddy pulls Lula up on top of a stump.

LULA (CONT'D)
And we can weather the
great unknown, If we're
alone together.

FREDDY
And we can weather the
great unknown, If we're
alone together.

They part and waltz to opposite sides of the grove.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
As long as you're close to me, our
love is as deep as a love can be.

LULA
As long as you're close to me, our
love is as great as a love can be.

FREDDY
As long as you're close to me...

They waltz back towards the center.

LULA
Alone together.

FREDDY
Alone together.

Freddy holds Lula in his arms.

LULA
Our love is as deep as a love can
be...

FREDDY
Alone together.

LULA
Alone together.

Freddy and Lula hold onto each other furtively as the band
fades away.  Freddy pulls back.  Something is amiss.
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FREDDY
Your necklace! 

Lula grabs at where the necklace should be, but finds it
missing.

The camera reveals Mayer, Jack, and Harry watching the scene,
siting on tree stumps.  Mayer begins to look about on the
ground for the necklace. Freddy and Lula notice the trio and
begin to break away out of embarrassment.

INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

The sound stage walls of the lounge fly back in to replace
the open grove.  Freddy and Lula are left holding each other
in their work clothes.  Freddy lets Lula go and she shyly
picks up a tray and moves off.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - NIGHT

As Mayer continues to look around for the missing necklace,
Pierre walks by the booth with Randolph Bellamy in tow. 
Recognizing Jack from earlier that day, Randolph stops, trying
to place the face. 

RANDOLPH
Excuse me.  Do I know--wait you're
the dancing driver, right?

From the next booth over, Stella jumps up and touches Randolph
on the arm.

STELLA
Randolph, darling.

Randolph embraces Stella.

RANDOLPH
Stella, dear.  I was just talking to
your friend, Mr...uh--

JACK
Hughes.  Jack Hughes, the tap-dancing
valet.

RANDOLPH
Mr. Hughes here is a top-notch hoofer,
Stella.  Why if I were producing a
show--

Stella burns a look of incredulity into Jack.

STELLA
Oh, yes.  Jack certainly knows a
thing or two about hooves.
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Randolph looks towards Jack and then Stella.

RANDOLPH
Oh, you two must have some fantastic
stories.

JACK
Oh like you wouldn't believe,
Randolph.  Oh, by the way, this is
Harry Neil, our third whee--er,
composer.

Stella slowly tries to pull Randolph away.

RANDOLPH
Right, right.  The three of you wrote,
uh..."Hot Dogs" or something like
that, wasn't it?

HARRY
Don't forget "The Two Ducks of
Verona"...or something like that.

Stella tries harder to pull Randolph away.

STELLA
Randolph, darling.  I have a bottle
of your favorite Chardonnay breathing
at our table. 

Randolph resists.

RANDOLPH
Mr. Hughes, I've been thinking about
you all afternoon.  Jack here makes
quite the first impression, Stella. 

Stella flashes the flint of a sharp-edged smirk at Jack.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
I was thinking that I should be able
to find something really grand for
an old friend of Stella's.  Why,
I'll bet you're a natural-born
salesman.

STELLA
Jack's not interested, Randolph. 
He's actually in the middle of a
very important meeting.  Aren't you,
Jack?

Jack looks around the table.  Mayer beams with self-
satisfaction.
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JACK
Right you are, Stel.  Right as usual.

Randolph starts to give in to Stella's pull.

RANDOLPH
Oh, well, best of luck to you, Mr.
Hughes.

Stella gives one last heated look at Jack as she pulls
Randolph into their booth.

INT. - SOUND STAGED STELLA'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Stella pours from a bottle into Randolph's glass and then
starts to pour one for herself.

RANDOLPH
(Chuckling to himself)

The tap-dancing valet--that friend
of yours sure was the talk of the
office today.  What a riot.

STELLA
Oh, Jack Hughes certainly has been
the cause of a riot or two.  But why
don't we focus on you, dear.  You
must have had a long day at work.

Randolph looks past Stella--out over the edge of the booth
towards the lounge.

STELLA (CONT'D)
Oh yes, dear.  Very long--there was
this foolish fellow who did the
stupidest thing.  Oh really?  Oh
yes, it was horrible.

RANDOLPH
Oh, I'm terribly sorry, dear.  But
my "big event" just arrived.

Randolph gets up and waves to someone in the lounge.  Before
trotting off, he looks down at Stella.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
Cross your fingers, darling.  If all
goes well, this could be a very big
night for me.

(On Stella's look)
For both of us, of course.

Stella is gobsmacked into dumbness.  She stares in disbelief
as Randolph bends down to peck her cheek before he runs off
and meets a MYSTERY MAN at the bar.
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INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

As Mayer peruses the menu, Harry and Jack sneak looks at
Randolph's premature evacuation from Stella's booth.  Jack
tries to subtly peer around the booth to check on Stella. 
Her look quickly turns him back toward his own business.

MAYER
Gentlemen, do you mind if I ask for
your opinion?

HARRY
Certainly not, sir.

Mayer looks up and down the menu, as if trying to choose
between two options.  The boys await for his request...and
wait.

MAYER
Do you think we may have overplayed
our hand a bit with the enchanted
forest?

Harry and Jack exchange raised eyebrows.

MAYER (CONT'D)
I mean, I do like the pastoral
setting, but I'm wondering if today's
audiences might be expecting something
more realistic.  Harder edged,
perhaps?

JACK
Right.  That's exactly what we need
in these desperate times--a heavy
dose of reality.  Harry, what have
you got for us?

HARRY
Me?  I'm your expert in reality?

MAYER
Oh, that would be most excellent. 
Oh, and how is the veal?  Do they
really use baby cows?

Harry gives Jack a pained expression.

JACK
So I understand, sir.  And they're
bathed in their own mother's milk.

Mayer's face is overcome with shock, horror, and then disgust.



42.

MAYER
I think I'll have the chicken.

Jack jumps up, to Harry's chagrin.

JACK
Right away, sir.  Harry, he's all
yours.

Jack walks off.

HARRY
Great.  Just great.

Harry smiles at Mayer who returns an eager, hungry look.

HARRY (CONT'D)
Reality it is then?

INT. - ROYAL PALACE BEDROOM - NIGHT

The walls of the set fly away to reveal a dark but opulent
royal bedroom.  Lula sits in front of a vanity table brushing
her hair.  There is a KNOCK at the door.  Lula nods to a
lady in waiting who opens it. Freddy walks in and bows.

FREDDY
Your majesty.

LULA
Sir Ferdinand, what brings you to my
private lair?  Have you at last
located the missing royal necklace?

Freddy rises.

FREDDY
The people, your majesty.  They've
taken over the royal courtyard.

LULA
The royal courtyard?  Are they having
a fair?

FREDDY
No, your majesty, they have demands.

Lula stops brushing her hair.

LULA
Demands?  My loyal subjects come to
me with demands?
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FREDDY
Your majesty, the people are starving. 
Your uncle's draconian taxes and
heavy-handed military police have
pushed them to the brink of
desperation.

MAYER  (V.O.)
Military police?

HARRY  (V.O.)
Stick with me, sir.  We're just
getting to the glorious revolution.

MAYER  (V.O.)
Revo--

Freddy steps grandly with one foot onto a stool, pulls his
sword out, and brandishes it toward the heavens.

FREDDY
Revolution, your majesty!  This is
your chance to truly become a great
leader and lift the proletariat to
their rightful place.

Lula reticently cowers.

LULA
But good Knight, how is a simple
girl like me to conquer my own
bourgeois nature, let alone the boot
of our oppressor?

MAYER  (V.O.)
Bourgeois?  Oppressor?  I thought
this was a love story--

Freddy wraps the scared Lula in his manly arms.

HARRY  (V.O.)
Yes, a love story.  Love of the common
man!

The staff of the club and many of the customers, dressed as
peasants, push through the bedroom door and pour into the
room around Lula and Freddy.  Freddy lifts Lula up to stand
with him on the stool.  He again lifts his sword up high.

FREDDY
For the people, princess.
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CROWD
(Raising fists in
unity)

Hurrah!

MAYER  (V.O.)
Stop!  This is ridiculous!

The crowd looks around at each other, loses their
revolutionary fervor, and dissipates.

MAYER  (V.O.) (CONT'D)
You can't turn the princess into a
Communist rabble rouser!

Freddy puts away his sword and helps Lula down from the stump.

HARRY  (V.O.)
But you wanted hard-edged realism. 
It's what the people want.

Freddy and Lula stand around awkwardly, waiting for direction.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Mayer takes off his glasses and cleans them vigorously with
a handkerchief.

MAYER
I don't think I like this one bit,
no siree, I do not.

HARRY
Suit yourself, but don't come to me
when the revolution passes you by.

Jack comes back to the booth to find Mayer and Harry with
their backs turned to each other.

JACK
Harry?  Are we playing nice with Mr.
Mayer?

MAYER
Mr. Hughes, are you aware that your
friend is a Communist sympathizer?

Jack looks to Harry who looks away.  He quickly slides back
into the booth.

JACK
I'm sure it's just a misunderstanding,
Mr. Mayer.  Harry here meant no harm. 
Did you Harry?
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HARRY
Only the harm that will come when
the proletariat throws off the yoke
of oppression!

JACK
Right.  See there, Mr. Mayer, Harry's
just suggesting that the story needs
some speed.  Perhaps some dramatic
intrigue surrounding the high-stakes
world of horse racing.  Right, Harry?

Mayer reluctantly turns back.

MAYER
Horse racing, you say?

JACK
Exactly.  It's the story of a simple
draft horse who casts off his yoke
to win the Preakness.  Isn't that
right, Harry?

Mayer contemplates while Harry and Jack silently argue back
and forth.

MAYER
But what about the princess?  And
the missing royal necklace?

HARRY
They sold it--to buy arms for the
revo--

JACK
The princess has a bit of a gambling
problem, see?  She likes to bet on
the ponies.

MAYER
Gambling?  But I--

Stella suddenly appears at the table.

STELLA
She gave it to the waitress at the
club.

The men look up in surprise.

MAYER
The waitress?  Yes, of course.  She
would do that, wouldn't she?
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Jack and Harry look at each other with relief as Stella slides
into the booth.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF LOUNGE - NIGHT

The sound stage walls fly up again to reveal the realistic
version of the lounge.  Instead of Freddy and Lula, we now
focus on Edward in a fancy-dress military uniform and Priscina
in a fussy gown.

STELLA  (V.O.)
That night, the loyal General Westin
arranged to meet the tragically
deposed Princess Priscina at the
only club in town worthy of her
luminance.

Edward dramatically bows deeply in front of Priscina who
offers her hand.  Without looking up, he kisses it gently
and rises.

EDWARD
Your Majesty, your exile has done
nothing to tarnish your beauty and
grace.  Please, let us sit.

Edward makes a sweeping gesture towards a table.  As Priscina
walks over, he elegantly moves behind her to hold her chair
as she sits. 

PRISCINA
Oh, General Vestin, you needn't make
such formality.  Ve are in America,
now.

MAYER  (V.O.)
Wait, are these the same--

STELLA  (V.O.)
Do try to keep up, Mayer.  People
grow.  They get older, wiser.  Well,
some people do anyway.

Edward makes his way to his own chair and waits.  After a
moment, Priscina sighs and gestures for him to join her.

EDWARD
Fine then, Your Majesty, because
this situation is so dire, perhaps
we should minimize our formalities. 
If I may?

PRISCINA
Yes, please.  

(MORE)
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PRISCINA (CONT'D)
I have many moments of enjoying
American big band jazz to entertain
this evening.

EDWARD
(A bit taken aback)

Yes.  Yes, of course.  Your Majesty,
I have been working with my contacts
that are still inside your villainous
uncle's army.  The public sentiment
against your exile is very high.  We
believe that the time to return you
to your rightful place is well nigh.

PRISCINA
Vell nigh?  My people do love me, do
they not?

EDWARD
Why, yes, of course, Your Majesty--
which is why we must--

PRISCINA
Then they must be very happy that I
am here in zee most vunderbar city
in the vorld: New York City.

Edward leans in closer.

EDWARD
Yes, of course, Your Majesty--

PRISCINA
Please, General, call me Prissy. 
All my New York City friends call me
this.

Edward is speechless.

PRISCINA (CONT'D)
You vere saying, General?

Edward regains his composure.  Priscina looks deeply into
his eyes.  He wants to return the intensity, but duty will
not allow--he averts his eyes down.

EDWARD
Where is your royal necklace, Your
Majesty?

PRISCINA
Oh, you silly man.  

(MORE)
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PRISCINA (CONT'D)
I cannot vear the royal necklace all
over New York City.  It is not
something with which a girl like me
can cut a rug, no?

Edward straightens up.

EDWARD
No.  I suppose not. 

Priscina places her hand on Edward's.

PRISCINA
You vorry, too much, General.  The
royal necklace is in good hands,
safe.

Freddy, now as a waiter, stands at the foot of the table,
listening intently.  Edward and Priscina notice him.  After
an awkward wait...

EDWARD
Are you here to take our order?

Freddy stands dazed.  He looks down at his notebook and pen.

INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - NIGHT

Freddy stands locked intently into Stella's story.  Oswald
grabs his shoulder to get his attention.

OSWALD
Freddy, do you know that man speaking
to Mr. Bellamy?

Freddy looks around toward the bar. 

OSWALD (CONT'D)
Don't look at him.

FREDDY
How am I supposed tell you if I know
the guy?

Oswald thinks about this for a moment.  He is drenched in
sweat.

OSWALD
Just find out about him.  They're up
to no good--I just know it.

FREDDY
Know what?  You OK, boss?  You don't
look so good.
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OSWALD
Just do this for me, Freddy.  Please.

Freddy gives up.

FREDDY
Sure thing, boss.

Freddy creeps away while Oswald mops his brow.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Lula brings an appetizer to the table, followed by Mrs.
Melonballer.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Oh, there you are, Harry!  Mr. Mayer,
are these boys bothering you?

MAYER
No, ma'am.  They've been mostly
delightful, but if pressed, I must
say that the service tonight has
been a bit on the slow side.

Mrs. Melonballer pushes her way into the booth next to Harry,
nearly pushing Stella out the other side.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Oh, yes, thank you very much for
your kind words, Mr. Mayer.  Isn't
Harry here just the bee's knees?

Mayer contemplates his answer.  Harry does his best to smile
through his embarrassment.

MAYER
He is, yes, something.  I am certain
of it.

MRS. MELONBALLER
I just don't know how he's managed
to stay a bachelor for this long. 
Why if I were...five years younger.

Jack shoots Harry a meaningful look.

MRS. MELONBALLER (CONT'D)
And so talented.  Don't you think,
Mr. Mayer?

MAYER
Well, if you say so, ma'am.  My
personal preferences don't run that
way.
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INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Freddy crouches in an alcove near the table with Randolph
and the mystery man. 

RANDOLPH
This is a once in a lifetime
opportunity.  Prohibition will be
repealed soon, and this is an ideal
location--

MYSTERY MAN
Well, this "location" has certainly
seen better days, Randolph.  Do you
have any idea how much we'll need to
immediately invest in capital
improvements?

Randolph leans forward.  Freddy leans in closer to hear.

RANDOLPH
Well, yes, the place has seen better
days.  The current management has
been less than competent--

MYSTERY MAN
So you're suggesting a change of
management?

RANDOLPH
Any rube off the street could manage
Wit's End better than that Melonballer
fellow.  Your investment would give
me the leverage that I need to take
over.

MYSTERY MAN
So, you'll take over then?

Freddy's precarious lean turns into a head-over-heels tumble. 
Randolph and the mystery man turn to look.  Freddy pops up
with a flourish.

FREDDY
Ta-da!  

He bows grandly and dashes away.

MYSTERY MAN
Any rube, eh?

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Mrs. Melonballer continues to swoon over Harry.  No one quite
knows what to do next, except for Mayer who enjoys his 
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mussels.  Harry makes a gesture with his head indicating
that they need to get rid of Mrs. Melonballer.  Jack looks
to Stella with pleading eyebrows.  Stella shrugs.  Priscina
rushes over to the table.

PRISCINA
Mrs. Melonballer!  Please to come
quick, you.  To the kitchen.

Mrs. Melonballer doesn't even take her gaze away from Harry.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Oh, Priscina, where's the fire?

PRISCINA
Yes, the fire!  She is in the kitchen.

This grabs her attention.

MRS. MELONBALLER
A fire?  In the kitchen?  But where
is Mr. Melonballer?

PRISCINA
Yes.  In the kitchen.

Mrs. Melonballer gasps and quickly rises to her feet.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Mr. Mayer, if you'll excuse me.

She turns to go, but quickly swoops down to whisper something
in Harry's ear.  She smiles mischievously before rushing
off.  Harry turns bright red.

MAYER
(Between slurps of
broth)

So, Mr. Hughes...I really like the
direction provided by Miss...

STELLA
Fitzgibbons.  Please, call me Stella.

MAYER
Delighted, I'm sure, Miss Fitzgibbons,
but Mother has warned me from being
too familiar with the fairer sex.

Jack and Harry share a smirk.  Stella scorches them with a
look of her own.

STELLA
No offense taken, Mr. Mayer.
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MAYER
So, Mr. Hughes, I'm very interested
to hear where you can take us.  Please
continue.

Various staff members and customers nearby crane in towards
the booth to hear.

STELLA
Yes, Jack, it's your story.  Let's
see how you'll avoid ruining it.

Jack narrow his eyes, but then grins.

JACK
Certainly, Miss Fitzgibbons.  You're
a hard act to follow, but I'll do my
best with what you've given us.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF LOUNGE - NIGHT

As Freddy continues to stand dumb at Edward and Priscina's
table, Jack walks up to him and places his hand on his
shoulder.  The momentum carries both of them away from the
table toward the stage.

JACK
Welcome to the band, Mr.
Fountainbleu...or whatever your name
really is.

Freddy flinches.

JACK (CONT'D)
Don't worry, I won't let on that I
know.  You'll come cheaper anyway. 
And, to be frank, the real Don
Fountainbleu is a stinking drunk.

Jack holds his hand out.  Freddy tentatively shakes it.

FREDDY
Freddy Pzylktwtski.

Jack raises his eyebrows.

JACK
Let's keep the ruse up until you can
save up to buy yourself some vowels,
shall we, Mr. Fountainbleu?

Freddy gives a look of relief and shakes more vigorously.

FREDDY
Sure thing, Mr...uh...
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JACK
Hughes.  You can call me Jackie.

Freddy looks at the marquee over the stage that reads "Jackie
Hughes and the Big Horn Boys".

FREDDY
Oh, that Jackie Hughes?  You're a
legend, Mr. Hughes!

JACK
Jackie, please.  Mr. Hughes is my
father, God rest his soul.

FREDDY
Oh, I'm sorry--

JACK
Nah, dear old dad is still kickin'--
he's just a restless soul, if you
catch my drift.

Freddy feigns a knowing nod.

JACK (CONT'D)
So, Freddy, I noticed that you seemed
to be singing to an audience of one
out there.  Someone special catch
your eye?

Freddy looks around to see if he can find Lula.

FREDDY
Oh, yeah.  A real class act.  Pretty
smile.

Jack wraps his arm around Freddy.

JACK
Listen, friend.  I've got one piece
of advice for you: watch out for the
skirts.

Freddy looks up with surprise.

JACK (CONT'D)
Sure, have a good time--that's what
they're there for.  Just don't get
caught in their webs, right?

Freddy nods slowly and then shakes his head in confusion.
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JACK (CONT'D)
Take it from someone with, ahem--
experience--you pin your happiness
on a dame--any dame--and you're just
asking for a world of hurt.  And I
don't need a lovesick crooner,
capiche?

FREDDY
Sure?

JACK
That's my boy.  Now, come on back
and we'll get you situated backstage.

Jack escorts Freddy backstage.  Freddy can't help but take
one longing look back at Lula on his way.

STELLA  (V.O.)
Oh, is that the way we're playing
it, Jack?

JACK  (V.O.)
That's the way it gets played, Stella. 
Isn't that right, Mr. Mayer?

MAYER  (V.O.)
Well, I don't--

INT. - REAL VERSION OF DINING AREA - CONTINUOUS

Stella sits at a table in the lounge scribbling notes on a
notepad.  Lula walks up to her table.

LULA
Is everything all right, ma'am?

Stella looks up from her notes.

STELLA
Well, you'll have to read the review
to find that out, Lula.  But how are
you?

Lula sits across from Stella and hangs her face in her hands.

LULA
Fine.  Just super, Mrs. Hughes.

STELLA
It's Fitzgibbons now, Lula.  I went
back to my maiden name.  Wiped that
man right out of my life.
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LULA
That's great, Mrs. Hughes.

Stella stops to look at Lula, who still hangs her head and
stares into space.

STELLA
By the looks of it, I'd say you've
got some man troubles yourself.

Lula snaps out of her funk.

LULA
Oh, I'm sorry, Mrs....Fitzgibbons. 
He's just so dreamy.

STELLA
The new crooner?  Yeah, he'd be a
real catch that one.  Too bad he's
stuck with Jackie now--coulda had a
real career.

Lula hangs her head again.  Stella dashes down some more
notes.

STELLA (CONT'D)
Then again, you could be just what
he needs, Lula.  A fella like that--
with that talent--he just needs a
push in the right direction, right?

LULA
He could look in my direction any
time.

Stella puts down her notepad and appraises Lula.

STELLA
Oh, all right.  Stand up.  Come on...

Lula shyly stands, while Stella looks her up and down.

STELLA (CONT'D)
Now turn around.

Lula slowly turns.

STELLA (CONT'D)
Yeah, that'll do.  What you say we
set us a mantrap, Lula?

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - NIGHT

Several more staff member and customers have set up places
around Mayer's booth, hanging on every word of the story.  
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Oswald notices the gathering and tries to push his way into
the fray.  He makes little progress.

OSWALD
Excuse me, sir.  If you don't mind.

A man looks back, but doesn't give an inch.

MAN
Find your own seat, buddy.  We were
here first.

Oswald is taken aback, but moves around the crowd to find an
alternative opening.  He finds a crack and pushes his way
in.  The crack closes and the short man finds himself nearly
smothered by a large pair of breasts.

WOMAN
Oh my!

Oswald ducks under the woman and finds his way to the table. 
He sees that Jack and Harry are the cause of this problems.

OSWALD
You two!  I should have known.

JACK
Oswald!  We were just telling Mr.
Mayer here how much we love what
you've done the club lately, weren't
we Harry.

HARRY
Oh, yes.  Mr. Mayer here loves the
ferns.

OSWALD
I'm terribly sorry, Mr. Mayer.  I'll
get my bouncer in here immediately
to rid you of these pests.  

Mayer looks around with shock before taking a quick look
under the table.

MAYER
Pests?  What kind of pests?  I'm
very allergic to rats.

Mayer pulls his feet up and tucks himself into a ball.  Jack
puts his hand on Mayer's shoulder.

JACK
Not to worry, Mr. Mayer.  

(MORE)
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JACK (CONT'D)
The rats in this place generally
keep themselves to the kitchen.  Who
let you out anyway, Melonballer?

Oswald boils with indignity.

OSWALD
MCKINLEY!

As Oswald looks around for his bouncer, he grabs Harry and
tries to extricate him from the booth.  Mrs. Melonballer
walks by to see what the ruckus is about.  Seeing Harry in
trouble, she bowls through the crowd, knocking Oswald onto
the table.

MRS. MELONBALLER
There you are, Oswald!

Mrs. Melonballer pulls Oswald up off the table.

OSWALD
I am?

MRS. MELONBALLER
No.  You're in the kitchen.  Where
you're supposed to be.  There's a
fire!

Oswald shows little surprise.

OSWALD
Well, of course there is.  It's the
kitchen after all.

MRS. MELONBALLER
No, Oswald.  A fire!  Your most
expensive loin!

OSWALD
My loin?  On fire?  Where?

Mrs. Melonballer starts to push Oswald through the crowd.

MRS. MELONBALLER
The kitchen, Oswald.  

As she continues to push her husband toward the kitchen,
Mrs. Melonballer turns and winks at Harry.  Harry shudders.

INT. - MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Mayer watches the Melonballers walk away with a certain
fondness.
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MAYER
Aren't they something else?

JACK
The Melonballers?  They're the elsest.

Mayer looks at Jack with confusion.

MAYER
It's romantic.  And beautiful.  Now
that, Mr. Hughes, is what love is
all about.

Jack and Harry exchange unbelieving looks.

STELLA
To each his own, right Harry?  Now,
where were we?

Randolph comes up to the table.  Jack looks up.

RANDOLPH
Stella, darling.  There you are.  I
wondered where you'd gotten away to.

Stella looks up, but is not as happy as she'd expect.

STELLA
Oh, Randolph.  Are you finished up
with your "big event"?

RANDOLPH
Oh, we're just starting now Stella.  

(To the gentlemen)
I suppose I should thank you gentlemen
for keeping my Stella company.  

JACK
Sure, Randolph, we're just keeping
her warm for you.

Stella shares a look of exasperation.

STELLA
Why don't you join us, Randolph? 
We're just sharing a--

RANDOLPH
I've got some exciting news to share
with my girl here, so if you'll excuse
us gentlemen.

Randolph holds out his arm to Stella.  She stares at it for
a moment before looking back at Jack.  At Jack's grin, she
reluctantly takes Randolph's arm and pulls out of the booth.
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JACK
Maybe next time, Stella.

Stella looks back in silence before walking off to her own
booth with Randolph.

MAYER
Oh, that's too bad.  I liked Ms.
Fitzgibbons.

JACK
Oh, I think you'll get over her, Mr.
Mayer.  Stella goes down great, but
she'll give you indigestion all night
long.  What do you say we get back
to that story?

MAYER
If you insist, Mr. Hughes.

Freddy sneaks up to the table and whispers into Jack's ear.

JACK
Harry, if you don't mind.  I'll be
right back.

Jack gets up and leaves with Freddy.  Harry watches them go
and then looks at Mr. Mayer.  He smiles.  Mr. Mayer smiles
back.  Harry starts to speak, but Mayer interrupts.

MAYER
No Communists.  Or gangsters...or
women of ill repute.

HARRY
Well, that doesn't leave me with
much, does it?

INT. - REAL VERSION OF DINING AREA - NIGHT

Stella and Priscina sit with Lula at a table and work on her
makeup.

LULA
Are you sure this will help?  You
can't cover up one's true self.

STELLA
Oh, dearie, if that were true, we'd
all die with our virginity in tact.

PRISCINA
Ve just make you you, but better
than you.
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MAYER  (V.O.)
A makeover?  Really?  Who wants to
see that?  Maybe we should go back
to the enchanted forest.

INT. - CENTRAL PARK GROVE - CONTINUOUS

The characters drop into the clearing as if shook loose from
the trees, shocking the three women.  

MAYER  (V.O.)
Oh, and Lula and the Princess should
be long lost sisters.

Lula and Priscina look at each other.

STELLA
(With little enthusiasm)

Oh, could it be?  Your majesty, it's
your long lost sister.

Lula and Priscina look at each other again--they look nothing
alike.  They both look to the camera.

HARRY  (V.O.)
Perhaps not the best direction.

MAYER  (V.O.)
No, I suppose not.  Maybe a boat.

INT. - SHIP'S LOUNGE - NIGHT

The three women find themselves in a ship's lounge, with the
room tilting back and forth.  Stella, Lula, and Priscina
fight gravity to keep upright.  Tables and chairs sway back
and forth.

MAYER  (V.O.)
But where did the general go?

Edward slides into the room from one side.  The waves are
becoming more and more pronounced and the characters have a
harder time keeping upright.

EDWARD
Your majesty, where is the royal
necklace?

Freddy slides in one side and out the other.

FREDDY
Lula, you're beautifuuuuuu...
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INT. - SOUND STAGED BAR - CONTINUOUS

As he leads Jack towards the bar, Freddy pauses for a moment,
as if he's losing his balance.

FREDDY
Whoa!  That was weird.  Did you feel
that?

JACK
Feel what?

Freddy shakes off the spins.

JACK (CONT'D)
So what's the big idea, Freddy? 
Harry's gonna lose Mayer if I leave
him to his own devices.

FREDDY
That fella that was talking to Bellamy
earlier?

JACK
Yeah, what about him?

Freddy pulls Jack in tight.

FREDDY
They're buying out the club.

JACK
The Wit's End?  What do I care?  Why
not tell Oswald?

FREDDY
Really?

JACK
No, I suppose not.  But why me?

Freddy looks around to make sure no one is listening in.  He
looks over to Stella's booth.

FREDDY
It's Stella.  She thinks she's here
for a proposal.

Jack looks over towards the booth.

JACK
Well, good for her.  I guess she'll
finally have the lifestyle to which
she's become accustomed. 
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FREDDY
She's not getting the proposal, Jack.  

Jack shrugs.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
She'll be heartbroken, Jack.  She's
put all her eggs in that fella's
basket.

JACK
And that fella's the fox in the
henhouse, is he?  Listen, Freddy,
this isn't my drama.  She's a big
girl, let her fight her own battles.

FREDDY
But--  

JACK
There's no point to the conversation,
Freddy.  All right?  It's over.

Jack pats Freddy on the shoulder and walks away.  As he walks
back to the booth, he stops and looks over at Stella.  She
notices Jack watching her and makes a point of flirting with
Randolph.  Jack looks back at Freddy--then at the ground--
before chuckling to himself and heading back to Mayer's booth. 

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

As he approaches the booth, Jack sees Harry flailing his
arms wildly.  Mayer looks ill.

HARRY
And then the proletariat grabbed the
wheel and crashed the economy into a
giant iceberg!  All hands on deck! 
Women and children to the lifeboats--

JACK
Harry?  What have you gotten us into
this time?

MAYER
Please, stop the spinning!  It's all
out of control.  Where did it all go
wrong?

Jack slides into the booth and puts his hand on Mayer.

JACK
There, there, Mr. Mayer.  Everything's
going to be just fine.  

(MORE)
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JACK (CONT'D)
Life just gets a little bumpy. 
Sometimes you've got to abandon ship,
right?

Mayer settles down and Harry takes a large gulp of his drink
to settle his nerves.

MAYER
Yes...yes.  We've got to abandon the
ship.  It's just not working out the
way we wanted.

Jack stops and looks over his shoulder.  He hears Stella
laughing.

JACK
No.  No it's not, is it.  So, let's
get back on track then, shall we?

INT. - REAL VERSION OF THE LOUNGE - NIGHT

Edward and Priscina talk at a quiet table in the corner. 
Lula passes by, now wearing the royal necklace.  A hidden
man--we don't see him, but hear that he has Randolph's voice--
stops Lula as she passes.  Her necklace dangles in plain
sight.

RANDOLPH  (O.S.)
Excuse me, miss.  Is that woman the
princess of Monotonova?

LULA
I'm sorry, I wouldn't be able to
tell you that, sir.

Randolph smiles up at her with devilish charm.

RANDOLPH
But she is, isn't she?

Lula leaks an embarrassed smile.  Randolph lets go of her
arm and she walks on.  Randolph walks over to the bar and
sits next to the mystery man, while still keeping his eye on
Priscina and Edward.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
(To the mystery man)

You see that woman over there?

The man looks over.

MYSTERY MAN
Sure.  Nice looking dame.
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RANDOLPH
That there is the deposed princess
of Monotonova.  

MYSTERY MAN
That so?

RANDOLPH
Excuse my manners, I haven't even
introduced myself.  

Randolph turns to the man and extends his hand.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
(Very loudly)

MY NAME IS RANDOLFO BEL'ARMIO.  I'M
THE WORLD'S GREATEST JEWEL THIEF.

The crowd looks over.  The mystery man cautiously shakes the
extended hand.

MYSTERY MAN
And to what do I owe the honor, Mr.
Bel'Armio?

INT. - SOUND STAGED STELLA'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Stella tries to eat her dinner while trying not to hear Jack
loudly slandering her boyfriend.

JACK  (O.S.)
I have a very large ego and feel the
need to have a witness to my greatest
crimes.  RANDOLFO BEL'ARMIO IS A
VERY BAD MAN!  HE WILL STEAL THE
TREASURES OF YOUR SOUL!

Stella grabs her knife and grips it tightly.  Randolph
continues to eat with no reaction.

JACK  (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I see.  So, you're planning on
stealing something?  And you think
you can get away with it?

Stella looks to Randolph with rising anger.  He smiles and
takes another bite of his potatoes.  

Freddy sees Stella making her move.  He whistles loudly to
the bandleader and gestures.  Freddy then grabs Lula and
pushes her towards Stella's booth.  

Stella slams down her silverware and starts to push herself
out of the booth.
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Freddy frantically points towards Lula who is suddenly bathed
in a bright spotlight.  Stella stops in her tracks.

The band starts into Cole Porter's "What Is This Thing Called
Love?".  Lula sweats in the spotlight and gestures to Freddy. 
He gestures back that she's supposed to sing.  Lula looks up
into the spotlight, back to Freddy, and then to Stella and
Randolph.

LULA
(Nervously)

I was a humdrum person leading a
life apart when love flew in through
my window wide and quickened my
humdrum heart love.  Flew in through
my window.  I was so happy then, but
after love had stayed a little while,
love flew out again. 

Lula looks over to Freddy--who smiles back at her.  She
returns her attention back to Stella and Randolph.

LULA (CONT'D)
(Stronger)

What is this thing called love? 
This funny thing called love?  Just
who can solve its mystery?  Why should
it make a fool of me?

Lula looks back to Freddy with a huge grin.

LULA (CONT'D)
Saw you there one wonderful day. 
You took my heart and threw it away. 
That's why I ask the lord in heaven
above, what is this thing called
love?  What is this thing called
love?  This funny thing called love. 

Jack peers around the side of the booth to watch Stella. 
Stella looks around in embarrassment.  Randolph just watches
Lula and enjoys the performance.

LULA (CONT'D)
Just who can solve its mystery?  Why
should it make a fool of me?  Saw
you there one wonderful day.  You
took my heart--

Lula looks at Jack.

LULA (CONT'D)
And threw it away.

And then back to Stella.



66.

LULA (CONT'D)
That's why I ask the lord
In heaven above, what is this thing
called love?

The crowd cheers and Freddy rushes over to embrace Lula.  In
the hubbub, Stella sees Jack watching her.  She turns away. 
Jack smiles and turns back into his booth.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Jack turns back into the booth to see Mayer openly weeping
and Harry holding back some tears.  He offers his handkerchief
to Mayer who promptly takes it and blows his nose.  He offers
it back to Jack who carefully lays it on the table.

JACK
So, where were we?

MAYER
(Still gently sobbing)

The bad man with the loud voice was
going to steal from the princess.

JACK
Right.  So he was...

INT. - REAL VERSION OF LOUNGE - NIGHT

Edward and Priscina sit very close to each other at a lounge
table.  They tremble with a closeness that cannot be
consummated.  They are watched closely by Randolph at the
bar.

EDWARD
Your majesty--

Priscina places her fingers over Edward's lips.

PRISCINA
No.  Please, Edvard, call me Prissy. 
As your princess, I insist.

Edward takes her fingers with his hand.  He gently kisses
them before pulling them away.  They both stare at the
fingers.

EDWARD
I'm sorry, your--Priscina.  

Edward straightens up.  They break their intense intimacy.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
I must be more professional.  

(MORE)



67.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Your life--our country--hangs in the
balance.

PRISCINA
Oh, Eddie, you are so serious--

Edward looks up to see Randolfo standing above Priscina.

RANDOLFO
Hello there, Princess.

Priscina turns with surprise.  Edward quickly gets up to
protect her, but his knees turn to rubber.

EDWARD
Your majesty, I'm...sorry.

Edward passes out into Randolfo waiting arms.  Randolfo
carefully pushes him back into his chair.

RANDOLFO
Now, now, General, no need to make a
scene.  Just because you're older
and wiser, doesn't mean that you
can't be a sucker.

Priscina looks around for help.

RANDOLFO (CONT'D)
He'll be just fine, your majesty. 
Just like you will if you keep calm
and carry on, all right?

Randolfo casually shows Priscina his concealed handgun tucked
into a shoulder holster.

PRISCINA
Vhat do you vant?

Randolfo leans in close, very close.

RANDOLFO
I vant your necklace.  I understand
you managed to sneak it out of
Monotonova.  I think your uncle would
pay a very nice price to have it
back safely in the royal collection,
don't you?

PRISCINA
I do not have the necklace.

Randolfo grins widely.  He grabs Priscina's arm and forces
her to stand with him.
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RANDOLFO
(Loudly)

LADY, I'M RANDOLFO BEL'ARMIO, AND I
ALWAYS GET WHAT I WANT.

Randolfo marches Priscina towards the back of the club.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

As Jack stops to take a drink, Stella pops up behind him. 
She exits her booth and passes by Mayer's booth brusquely. 
She gives Jack a nasty look as she passes by.

HARRY
Remind me not to order whatever she's
having.

JACK
Right, so--

Before Jack can launch back into his story, Randolph looms
at the head of the table.  Jack turns.

JACK (CONT'D)
Can we help you, Bellamy?

Randolph leans over the table.

RANDOLPH
I think that's very possible, Mr.
Hughes.

Mayer looks up expectantly.

JACK
If you've come to offer that job--

HARRY
He'll take it.

Randolph puts his face very close to Jack's.  Jack backs up
as much as he can.

RANDOLPH
I've had just about enough of your
game, Mr. Hughes.  I don't know what
you expect to win, but I'll tell you
now that you've already lost.

MAYER
(To Harry)

This is just like that Mr. Bel'Armio
fellow in our story!  Very nice touch.
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Randolph scowls slightly at Mayer before turning back to
Jack.

RANDOLPH
She's mine now.  Do you understand
Mr. Hughes?  She's done with the
stories, the songs, the make-believe. 
She's done with you.

Harry starts to interject.  Randolph quickly turns on him.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
Yes, you too.  Nobody likes a
fruitcake.

Randolph straightens up and looks towards the powder room to
see if Stella is returning.  Instead he sees his mysterious
investor.  He quickly smiles and waves.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
You gentlemen are lucky I have
business to attend to. 

(Leaning down again)
But don't you think for one moment
that I can't or won't crush you like
the cockroaches you are.  Are we
clear?

Randolph points menacingly at Harry, Jack, and then Mayer
before turning with a smile to greet the mystery man in the
lounge.

MAYER
Oh, he is just wonderful.  Completely
in character.

Harry and Jack share a look.

Stella walks back by the booth and sees that Randolph has
gone off to his investor again.  It stops her in her tracks. 
She turns with fury towards Jack.

JACK
Oh, hello, Stella.  We were just
chatting about you with your
boyfriend.

Stella can't speak through her anger.

HARRY
Charming fellow.  Handsome too, don't
you agree, Mr. Mayer?

MAYER
Just wonderful.
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Stella sharply points at Jack.

STELLA
You did this to me.

JACK
Who me?  I'm just sitting here
spinning a little yarn for the benefit
of Mr. Mayer here.  Isn't that right,
Harry.

HARRY
Not in the least bit, Jack.

JACK
See?  We wouldn't harm--

Stella pushes herself into the booth, nearly knocking Harry
over.

STELLA
So that's how we're playing it then,
is it Jack?

MAYER
Does this mean you're joining us
again, Ms. Fitzgibbons?

STELLA
Once more into the breach then, eh,
Jack?  Just be careful who you choose
to share a foxhole with.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF LOUNGE - NIGHT

The critic version of Stella walks into the lounge and finds
Lula.  She strides up to her.

STELLA
Lula.  Would you have a minute?

Lula puts down some napkins that she's been folding.

LULA
Certainly, Ms. Fitzgibbons.  What
can I do--

STELLA
This time there's something I can do
for you, Lula.  I've been doing some
research.

LULA
Research?
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STELLA
Well, don't look at me like that.  I
did used to be a serious journalist,
you know?

Stella looks and finds an empty table.

STELLA (CONT'D)
C'mon, let's sit and have a chat.

Stella leads Lula to the table and they sit.

LULA
What's this about, Stella?

Stella looks around before leaning in.

STELLA
That hunky crooner of ours--

LULA
Mr. Fountainbleu?

STELLA
Or so he says.  Turns out Don
Fountainbleu never made it to his
Wit's End audition.  Got stuck in a
drunk tank.

Lula looks around for Freddy.

LULA
But, I don't understand.

STELLA
Look, Lula, he's a fake.  Maybe more
talented than the real Don
Fountainbleu, but a fake nonetheless.

Lula grabs the royal necklace and begins rubbing the jeweled
beads between her nervous fingers.

LULA
But, why would he do that, Stella?

Stella notices the necklace.  She recognizes it.

STELLA
Where did you get that necklace,
Lula?

Stella stands.

LULA
Prissy gave it to me, for safekeeping.
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STELLA
For safekeeping?  Is that what they're
calling theft these days?

Lula covers the necklace in shock.

STELLA (CONT'D)
You thought you'd get the boy with a
little show of class, did you?  Make
him think you had a few bones of
your own?

Lula stands, still grasping the necklace.

LULA
No, it's not like that, Stella. 
Prissy just wanted--

STELLA
Oh, we'll find out what she wanted
all right.

As Stella turns to go, Randolph walks into the lounge, holding
Priscina tight in front of him.

STELLA (CONT'D)
I guess we'll see now, won't we Lula?

Stella grabs the necklace and pulls Lula towards Priscina
and Randolfo.

LULA
Please, Ms. Fitzgibbons!

Priscina looks in horror as Stella reveals the royal necklace.

STELLA
Your majesty, I believe this belongs
to you.

RANDOLFO
Very clever, Princess--hiding it in
plain sight.

Randolfo shoves Priscina to the side and exposes his gun. 
Lula starts to SCREAM, but covers her mouth.  Randolfo walks
over to her and rips the necklace off her neck.

RANDOLFO (CONT'D)
I'll keep that safe for you, miss--
if you don't mind.

Randolfo gestures with his gun.
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RANDOLFO (CONT'D)
Why don't the three of you have a
seat at the table there, won't you? 
Sorry to disillusion you sweet dames,
but you've got to learn sometime. 
Men will always let you down. 

Randolfo backs up slowly, keeping his eye out for any
problems.  He finally turns and speeds out the entrance.

INT. - REAL VERSION LOUNGE - LATER

Freddy walks into the lounge dragging a drowsy Edward to his
side.  He sees a weeping Lula and Priscina sitting at a table.

FREDDY
Hey, I found this guy passed out
backstage.  You guys know him?

Priscina looks up.  She runs to help Edward into a chair.

PRISCINA
Edvard, darling.  What did he do to
you?

Freddy and Priscina ease Edward into a chair.

EDWARD
(Slurred)

Your majesty, I've failed you.  I've
failed our country.  It's all my
fault, I was more concerned about my
career than I was for your feelings.

PRISCINA
No, Edvard.  You must not say that. 
It is true, yes.  And it ruined both
of our lives.  But Please.

EDWARD
I have failed.  Both of us.

Freddy goes to tend to Lula.

FREDDY
Hey there, miss.  You look a bit
spooked.  Anything I can help you
with?

Lula looks up at Freddy, bursts into tears, and hides her
face.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
I could sing you a song?
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Lula looks up through her tears, pauses for a moment, and
then rushes away.  Freddy watches her fade away in a stupor.

FREDDY (CONT'D)
I thought you liked my singing.

Freddy turns to look at Priscina and Edward.  Priscina is
holding onto Edward and sobbing.  Edward is stoic, but
stunned.  Confused and depressed, Freddy walks off towards
the stage.  Once on stage, he looks back at the sad scene
before disappearing into the curtains.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - NIGHT

Stella grins with self satisfaction.  The table is silent. 
In fact, the whole club--much of which has gathered back
around the booth--is silent save the typical sounds of the
kitchen.  

STELLA
And that, gentlemen, is that.

Stella looks around for a reaction.  Mayer just stares with
his mouth agape.  Harry buries his head.  Jack simply smiles. 
Stella is taken aback by Jack's reaction.  She grins back
and gets up to leave.

Stella presses through the crowd, separating Freddy and Lula. 
They look at each other as they part before looking down and
wandering off in separate directions.

Edward turns toward Priscina, who looks up expectantly.  He
loses whatever thought he might have had and takes a pack of
Chesterfields from her tray, hands her a bill, and walks
away.

Harry looks up, making sure that Stella has gone.  He sees
Jack's odd smile.

HARRY
Now what's that look for, Jack?  She
just, well...

JACK
Sharpened the conflict?  Yes indeed
she did.  Just what the story needed. 
Don't you think so, Mr. Mayer?

Mayer looks confused.

HARRY
Sharpened the conflict?  She sharpened
her claws, that's for sure.
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Mayer looks like he's got indigestion.  Jack looks around at
the subdued crowd.

JACK
Come on now, folks.  Mr. Mayer, I
take you as a man of the world, yes? 

MAYER
I guess I've been around the block
once or twice--

Jack looks around to the crowd and gestures widely.

JACK
See there, folks.  Mr. Mayer here
knows what I'm talking about.

Mayer looks surprised but then proud.  The crowd responds
with bewilderment.

JACK (CONT'D)
You've been in love before, right
Harry--wait, bad example...

(Looking around the
crowd)

Eddie.  You've loved and lost before,
right?

EDWARD
Who me?  

(Sheepishly)
Yeah, I've had my regrets, sure.

Jack stands and gestures around the club.

JACK
And we all know this place has seen
better days, right?

The crowd looks around the shabby interior and at each other,
smiling slightly in recognition.

Jack comes around the other side of the table and holds his
hand out to Harry.

JACK (CONT'D)
C'mon, Harry.  Let's give these folks
a show.

Mayer smiles widely.  Harry looks around before taking Jack's
hand and sliding out the booth.  

HARRY
The show must go on, they say.
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As they walk towards the stage, Jack puts his arm around
Harry's shoulder and pulls him in close.

JACK
She's still in love with us, Harry.

Harry gives Jack a queer look.

HARRY
Stella?  Stella Fitzgibbons?

JACK
Just like old times, Harry.

Jack walks over to the bandleader and whispers something. 
The bandleader acknowledges him and starts the band into
Kern and Harbach's "Yesterdays."

INT. - SOUND STAGED STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Jack and Harry take places at either side of the stage. 
They take turns singing each line of the song, acting and
reacting to each other.  At each line, they move closer to
each other.

JACK
Yesterdays...

HARRY
Yesterdays...

JACK
Days I knew as happy sweet--

HARRY
Sequestered days.

Mayer shows a pained reaction.

JACK
Olden days.

HARRY
Golden days.

Captain January holds a drink up to toast to that.

JACK
Days of mad romance and love. 

As the band soars into an instrumental section, Jack and
Harry dance a waltz with each other.  Harry naturally falls
into the feminine role of following Jack's lead.
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As they reach the edge of the dance area, they split up. 
Jack pulls Priscina on to the floor and Harry pulls a reticent
Edward.  After a few beats, they wind up presenting their
respective partners to each other.  Edward and Priscina
hesitantly, with heads bowed, begin to dance with each other.

HARRY
Then gay youth was mine.

Harry reacts to the hidden truth in the lyric.

JACK
Truth was mine.

HARRY
Joyous free in flame and life... 

JACK
Then sooth was mine.

Stella can't help but turn and watch.

HARRY
Sad am I.

Jack notices Stella watching.

JACK
Glad am I.

HARRY
For today I'm dreamin' of...

JACK
(Directly to Stella)

Yesterdays.

As the band goes into another interlude, Jack waltzes over
to Lula and pulls her onto the floor.  Harry pulls in Freddy. 
They waltz the shy couple into each other.

Freddy and Lula both try to escape the spotlight, but they
are pushed by Jack and Harry.  They give in and dance a bright
and dazzling waltz of youth.

HARRY
Yesterdays.

JACK
Yesterdays.

While singing, Jack and Harry circle around the dance area
in opposite directions.  They pull in other dancers as they
pass by the edges.
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HARRY
Days I knew as happy sweet...

JACK
Sequestered days.

HARRY
Olden days.

JACK
Golden days.

HARRY
Days of mad romance and love... 

JACK
For then gay youth was mine.

Jack pulls in McKinley and pairs him up with Harry.

HARRY
Truth was mine.

Harry mocks surprise, but with a slight smile.

JACK
Joyous free in flame and life...

HARRY
Then sooth was mine.

Jack tries to get Stella to join him.  She gives him the
cold shoulder.

JACK
Sad am I.

HARRY
Glad am I.

Jack takes Harry away from McKinley.  They sing the last
line together.

JACK
For today I'm dreamin'
of yesterdays.

HARRY
For today I'm dreamin' of
yesterdays.

The band repeats the song LOUDLY as more couples join the
dance floor.

INT. - SOUND STAGED LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Randolph and the Mystery Man sit at a table and look at some
papers together.
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RANDOLPH
(Yelling over the
band)

SO, YOU CAN SEE HERE, SIR.

MYSTERY MAN
WHAT'S THAT YOU SAY?

Randolph strains closer.

RANDOLPH
I SAID...

Priscina walks by the table.  Randolph grabs her elbow,
causing her to jerk around.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
HEY THERE, SWEETHEART.  CAN YOU TELL
THE BAND TO SHUT THE HELL UP?  I'M
TRYING TO DO SOME...

Edward sees Randolph holding tight to Priscina as she
struggles to get away.  He jumps up and approaches the table.

Randolph gets up, still holding Priscina's elbow.  He gets
into her face and continues to yell.

RANDOLPH (CONT'D)
DON'T THEY HAVE ANYTHING LIKE COMMON
COURTESY--

EDWARD
(Spinning Randolph
around)

Hey, bub, unhand the lady!

Randolph tries to push Edward away without letting go of
Priscina.

RANDOLPH
YOU STUPID DRUNK!

Edward pulls back and unleashes a roundhouse at Randolph. 
Randolph ducks, but takes a glancing blow.  He staggers back,
scattering papers and upsetting his investor.  A passing
Mrs. Melonballer comes over to aid Priscina.  Randolph pushes
back Edward and swings wildly.  Edward dodges the punch,
which instead connects with Mrs. Melonballer's face.  She
takes the punch and topples over in slow motion.

Randolph picks himself back up to confront Edward.  Seeing
his wife assaulted, Oswald jumps onto Randolph's back.
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OSWALD
You brute!  I knew you were up to no
good.

Randolph tries to throw Oswald off his back, both bodies
flailing about.  Edward helps Priscina tend to Mrs.
Melonballer.  The Mystery Man ducks under the table.

From the stage area, Jack sees the ruckus and rushes over. 

JACK
(To Randolph)

Hey, pal, why don't pick on someone
your own size!

Jack tries to extricate Oswald from Randolph.  Randolph tries
to fend him off.  Oswald holds on for dear life.

Stella leaps up from her booth and tries to get between the
battling men.

STELLA
Randolph!  Jack!  Stop it right this--

Randolph's flying elbow connects with Stella's face, sending
her head over heels over the cocktail table.

INT. - SOUND STAGED MAYER'S BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Jack and Randolph--with Oswald still attached--brawl towards
Mayer's booth.  The wake of the battle shoves Lula onto
Mayer's table.  Right before she knocks it over, Mayer grabs
his drink and sits back for a sip--completely ignoring the
clamor confronting him.  

Harry tries to get up, but he's pushed back into the booth. 
Freddy rushes over to help Lula, but finds himself tangled
up with the brawlers.  He tries in vain to jump through them
to get to Lula.

Despite Lula nearly pushing his plate into his lap, Mayer
continues to try to eat.  Harry tries again to push himself
up from the booth, but gets thrown back down.

HARRY
(To Mayer)

So sorry about that, sir.

MAYER
It's conflict, Mr. Neil.  Wouldn't
be much of a story without it, now
would it?

Harry starts to say something, but decides better of it.
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JACK
Bit of help here, Harry?

Harry tries again to get up.  Stella jumps back into the
fray, trying to separate the men.

STELLA
Don't you dare, Harry!  

Harry sits back down and joins Mayer in a drink.

RANDOLPH
Stay out of this, Stella!  This is
no place for a little girl.

At that, Stella screws up her courage and pounces on Randolph. 
As Captain January and McKinley both rush over to pull apart
the combatants, they accidentally jostle a table, causing a
large spill of food and drink.  

The upset DINER picks up some of the food and tosses it in
anger.  The food sails over the dining area and SPLATS into
another DINER'S face--setting off a chain reaction.

DINER
Food fight!

In the middle of a storm of flying mashed potatoes and
projectile dinner rolls, Captain January and McKinley try in
vain to separate the brawlers.  The food fight escalates
into a free-for-all brawl.  The band tries to play on, but
they're eventually drawn into the melee.

INT. - SOUND STAGED CLUB ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS

The large, loud Italian Gentlemen from the gangster story
rushes into the club, followed by dozens of uniformed police
officers--he's a cop.

ITALIAN COP
I knew this place was up to no good. 

(to his charges)
Let's clean this place up, boys.

The uniformed cops file into the club.

FREDDY
It's a RAID!

The club patrons panic.  Everyone tries to rush towards the
entrance to get out: the diners, the band, the servers. 

Jack, Randolph, Oswald, and Stella continue to grapple with
each other--slipping and falling over the culinary mess on
the floor.  
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The uniformed cops wrestle with the fleeing mass, trying to
subdue them, but slipping and falling over themselves in the
same mess.  Whistles BLOW.  SCREAMS ring out.  ORDERS are
blasted out.  

Mayer continues to go about trying to enjoy his meal, even
as policemen pull him and Harry out of the booth.

INT. - SOUND STAGED POLICE STATION - LATER

As our characters push and shove each other and their captors,
the police push them into cells.  The cells are nearly full
as they squeeze Mayer, Harry, Stella, Randolph, and Jack
into the last cell.  Stella in particular resists the officers
with physical force.  They all talk over each other.

RANDOLPH
Hey, you can't put me in here with
these whack jobs.  They'll kill me!

HARRY
But Randolph, I'm not even
contagious...

JACK
You do have that infectious smile of
yours though, Harris.

Mayer holds onto the cell door, pushing back on efforts to
shove him into the cell.

MAYER
It's too small.  I'll have to touch
all those...people.

RANDOLPH
Do you know who I am, Officer?

STELLA
Unhand me, you blue-suited boob!

HARRY
Ooh, we saw one of those on that
birding trip to the Hamptons we took
with Mother.  You remember the
boobies, don't you Jack?

The jailers managed to shove the combatants in and lock the
cell door behind them.  Mayer starts to hyperventilate. 
Randolph pushes his face between the bars.

RANDOLPH
I'll ruin you idiots!  Give me your
badge numbers!
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STELLA
Oh, shut up, Randolph!

Stella smacks Randolph in the back of the head.  Randolph
emits a schoolgirl SHRIEK.

JACK
Now, now Stella.  You really shouldn't
pick on the man.  It's not his fault
he can't buy a personality with all
that money of his.

Randolph rushes to confront Jack, pushing Stella to the ground
in his wake.  Before he can take a swipe, a very large and
rough looking woman, DAFFODIL, steps into his path.  Randolph
runs into her and crumples to the ground.

DAFFODIL
Now all you people, just calm the
hell down!  Miss Mabel here-- 

(Gesturing to a small
woman in the corner)

And me was just settling down to
nice game of checkers.  And Miss
Mabel don't like no crazy people
interrupting her checkers.  Do she,
Miss Mabel?

MISS MABEL, a very old toothless woman, holds up a checker
in either hand, holding them up in the light, almost
mesmerized by them.

DAFFODIL (CONT'D)
You see what I'm saying? 

She helps up Randolph.

DAFFODIL (CONT'D)
(To Randolph)

Now you go over to that corner over
there.

Randolph brushes himself off before turning up his nose and
wandering over to the far corner with faux-casualness.

DAFFODIL (CONT'D)
(To Jack)

And you go on over there.  Yeah,
you.  I can tell you a troublemaker.

Jack mocks indignation as he marches over to the opposite
corner near Miss Mabel.  As he sits down, Mabel tries to
show him her checkers.
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DAFFODIL (CONT'D)
Now that's more like it.  And don't
none of you--

(To Stella)
Yeah, you--smart-ass lady--be thinking
about starting nothin.  Right?

Daffodil looks around with reproach.  She then sits back
down and starts playing checkers with Mabel.  

INT. - SOUND STAGED CELL - LATER

From his corner, Randolph checks his watch and stares at
Stella.  She growls silently back at him.  Harry now plays
checkers with Mabel as Daffodil reads Wittgenstein.

Jack sits next to Mayer.

JACK
Mr. Mayer, I must apologize about
this evening.  I know it was terribly
unprofessional.  I just wish--

Mayer starts chuckling under his breath.

JACK (CONT'D)
I'm sorry.  What was that you said?

Mayer laughs louder.  And louder.  He starts attracting the
attention of his own cell mates.  And then prisoners in other
cells.

MAYER
(Still laughing)

Boobies!  Harry said "boobies"!

The onlookers stare in disbelief.  A JAILER comes in, leading
two hospital ORDERLIES to the cell.

JAILER
Meyer Mayer?  He's right over here,
boys. 

The jailer opens the cell and the orderlies walk in and
approach Mayer.

ORDERLY #1
Mr. Mayer?

Mayer looks up.

MAYER
Boobies, Joe!  He said boobies.
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ORDERLY #2
Is that right, Meyer?  We like
boobies, don't we, Joe?

ORDERLY #1
Why don't we talk about it on the
way back home, Meyer?  You wanna
take a little ride?

The orderlies help Mayer up and lead him out of the cell. 
Mayer stops every few steps to let out another burst of
laughter.

MAYER
(To Stella on the way
out)

She doesn't like the boobies!

The whole cell block remains in stunned silence.  Jack turns
to Captain January who stands nearby in the adjoining cell.

JACK
Big shot Hollywood producer, Cap'n?

CAPTAIN JANUARY
Hollywood producer?  That ain't the
guy.

Jack and Harry shoot the captain a shocked look.

CAPTAIN JANUARY (CONT'D)
Mayer Meyer is the fella's name. 
Not Meyer Mayer.

Jack and Harry look at each other.  They start to laugh. 
The captain laughs with them.  McKinley laughs.  Freddy and
Lula laugh.  Edward and Priscina laugh.  Oswald and Mrs.
Melonballer giggle.  Stella finally joins in.  Daffodil and
Mabel burst in with their own laughter.

MABEL
That man sure likes his boobies!

INT. - SOUND STAGED CELL BLOCK - CONTINUOUS

Randolph's lawyer, FENWICK, enters with the jailer, who
unlocks the cell.  Randolph jumps up.

RANDOLPH
Fenwick!  What took you so long,
man?

Randolph rushes out the cell door, pushing aside Fenwick and
the jailer.
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FENWICK
Terribly sorry, sir.  It is two in
the morning and--

Fenwick has brought a jacket for his boss.  Randolph takes
it from him and puts it on.

RANDOLPH
Oh, come on now, Fenwick.  It's not
as if you have someone keeping you
in bed.

FENWICK
Yes, sir.

Stella stands up to get Randolph's attention.

FENWICK (CONT'D)
Sir, did you want...

RANDOLPH
Want what, Fenwick?

Fenwick gestures towards Stella.  Randolph turns.

FENWICK
Did you want me to arrange for the
release of Ms. Fitzgibbons?

Randolph looks at Stella hard while he re-ties his tie.

RANDOLPH
That woman is right where she belongs--
with all the other riff raff.

Stella shrinks back.  Jack stands behind her and puts his
hand on her shoulder.

JACK
You don't need to talk about-- 

Stella cuts Jack off with a gesture.  Randolph grins.

RANDOLPH
(To the lawyer)

See what I mean, Fenwick.  Like pigs
in a pen.

Stella picks up her head and takes a defiant step towards
Randolph.

STELLA
As Dorothy Parker once said to her
young male friend, "Fare thee well." 

(MORE)
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STELLA (CONT'D)
As Columbus announced when he knew
he was bounced, "it was swell, Isabel,
swell."

Stella takes another step towards Randolph.  He stiffens up.

STELLA (CONT'D)
As Abelard said to Eloise, "Don't
forget to drop a line to me, please." 
As Juliet cried in her Romeo's ear,
"Romeo, why not face the fact, my
dear?"

A slow and spartan version of Cole Porter's "Just One of
Those Things" fills in behind Stella's words as she stands
up to Randolph.

STELLA (CONT'D)
It was just one of those things. 
Just one of those crazy flings.  One
of those bells that now and then
rings.  Just one of those things.

Randolph scoffs and turns to leave, but Daffodil stands in
his way and forces him to turn back.  Stella points a finger
in his chest.

STELLA (CONT'D)
It was just one of those nights. 
Just one of those fabulous flights. 
A trip to the moon on gossamer wings,
just one of those things. 

Mabel sidles up to Fenwick with a cozy act of seduction.

STELLA (CONT'D)
If we'd thought a bit, of the end of
it, when we started painting the
town, we'd have been aware that our
love affair was too hot, not to cool
down.

In the adjoining cells, Lula, Priscina, and Mrs. Melonballer
join in as Stella's backup dancers and singers.  Some of the
incarcerated band members join in on their instruments.

STELLA (CONT'D)
So good-bye, dear, and amen.  Here's
hoping we meet now and then.  It was
great fun, but it was just one of
those things.

Stella pushes Randolph into the cell bars.
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STELLA (CONT'D)
If we'd thought a bit, of the end of
it, when we started painting the
town, we'd have been aware that our
love affair was too hot, not to cool
down.

Stella walks away from Randolph, turning back to make sure
he knows what he'll be missing.

STELLA (CONT'D)
(Slower)

So good-bye, dear, and amen.  Here's
hoping we meet now and then.  It was 
Great fun, but it was just one of
those things 

As Daffodil and Mabel focus on Stella, Randolph grabs Fenwick
and pushes out of the cell and out of the jail. 

STELLA (CONT'D)
(With a last gasp)

Just one of those things.

As soon as Randolph leaves, Stella collapses.  Jack and Harry
hold her up.

INT. - SOUND STAGED CELL - CONTINUOUS

Jack and Harry sit on either side of Stella as she hides her
face in her hands.  Daffodil comes over.

DAFFODIL
Hey, she gonna be alright?  Cause I
know a lady on the outside--

Harry looks up in fear.

JACK
I don't think that'll be necessary. 
But thank you.

Jack hesitantly puts a hand on Stella's shoulder.  She turns
and buries her face in his chest.  Jack wraps his arm around
her.

STELLA
(Weepy)

I'm such a fool, Jack.

Harry gives Jack a quick look of warning.

JACK
Now, now, dear...love makes fools of
us all.  I mean, look at Harry.
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Stella's sobs transform into half-hearted chokes of laughter. 
She looks up at Harry.

HARRY
Well, only fools dare rush in...

STELLA
When your mother is taking her bath.

They share a laugh.  Stella hugs Harry.

JACK
Stella, I'm sorry that Randolph...

STELLA
Oh, I should have known better, Jack. 
I'd sooner pass a camel through the
eye of my needle--

HARRY
Than let a rich man into your heaven.

They all smile and hold onto each other.

INT. - ANOTHER SOUND STAGED CELL - CONTINUOUS

Oswald sits tentatively next to his wife.  Mrs. Melonballer
sits stiffly away from him. 

MRS. MELONBALLER
Oswald, I'm very upset with you.

OSWALD
I know.  I know, my dear.  This is
all my fault.

She turns partially toward him.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Don't be ridiculous, Oswald.  You
couldn't have--

OSWALD
I mean the club, Agnetha.  It's gone. 
Everything we worked so hard for.

MRS. MELONBALLER
Well good riddance, I say.

OSWALD
Yes!  Good--wait, what do you mean?

Mrs. Melonballer takes Oswald's hands in her own.  He stares
at them.
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MRS. MELONBALLER
That club did nothing but keep you
from me, my sweet Oswald.  

OSWALD
But I thought you wanted--

MRS. MELONBALLER
I wanted you, Oswald.

OSWALD
But the parties, the society, the
dresses, the champagne, the caviar,
the music...

MRS. MELONBALLER
Stop while you're ahead, Oswald.

Mrs. Melonballer pulls Oswald tight to her bosom and strokes
his balding head.

INT. - SOUND STAGED CELL BLOCK - CONTINUOUS

From an adjoining cell, Captain January walks near Jack,
Harry, and Stella and sticks his head between the bars.  

CAPTAIN JANUARY
So, Jack...we never got to hear the
end of that story of yours.

Jack looks up with surprise.

JACK
An ending?

CAPTAIN JANUARY
Well, sure Jack, every story's gotta
have a beginning, a middle, and an
end.  It's down right Aristotelian,
you know.

From the same cell, McKinley walks up next to the Captain.

MCKINLEY
Yeah, Jackie, like Freytag's Pyramid. 
You've given us the Falling Action,
but where's the Dénouement?

Harry and Jack look at each other and shrug.

STELLA
(Gently mocking)

That's just like you boys--failing
to deliver in the end.
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The other characters and patrons crowd around the main cell,
murmuring their agreement.

CAPTAIN JANUARY
What's it gonna be, gents?

Harry stares at Jack and shrugs again.  Jack looks to Stella.

STELLA
Fine.  Never leave it to a man to do
a woman's job.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF CLUB - NIGHT

As Priscina comforts a tearful Lula at a lounge table, Stella
cautiously approaches.  Priscina looks up with simmering
anger.

PRISCINA
Vhat do you vant, now?  You have
more miserable to heap?

STELLA
I wanted to apologize.  I didn't
know--

PRISCINA
Vhat you didn't know?  How to be
human bing?

STELLA
A human bing?

Lula looks up.

PRISCINA
Yes, a human bing.  You, me, Lula. 
We are all human bings.  Well, you I
am less sure of.

Lula stifles a giggle.

STELLA
Well, I deserve that.  I haven't
been the best friend.

Stella sits down across the table.

STELLA (CONT'D)
But I want to make up for it.  I
want to be a friend.

Priscina looks at Stella with distrust.



92.

LULA
I think you need a friend, Stella. 
More than you need to be one.

Stella is caught off guard, but she gets it.

STELLA
You're right, Lula.  I do need a
friend.  Do you know of anyone that
might fit the bill?

LULA
Prissy and I would love the gift of
your friendship.  If you'll have us.

PRISCINA
Only if I borrow those shoes you
have.  The ones vith the bows.

They smile at each other and laugh.

STELLA
Now, what do you say you let this
new friend of yours start fixing up
the mess she's made?

Stella points across the room towards Freddy with her gaze.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF STAGE - LATER

As Jack's bandleader character tests his microphones, Stella
approaches him.

STELLA
Hello, Jack.

Jack looks up from his work.

JACK
Well, speak of the devil.

Stella takes a deep breath.

STELLA
I come in peace, Jack.

JACK
It's a bit late for that, don't you
think, Stel?  It wasn't enough that
you ruined my life, but now you wreck
my star vocalist's too?

STELLA
I didn't mean--
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Jack stops his work and confronts Stella.

JACK
Does it matter, Stella?  No one means
for it to all go to hell, but the
drains have to lead somewhere.

STELLA
(Stronger)

Why open the drains if you're trying
to take a hot bath in it?

Jack pushes in closer.

JACK
(Very loudly)

Why'd YOU have to go and run off
with the plumber?

Stella stands taller and tries to push back with her words.

STELLA
(Even louder)

WHY ARE WE USING PLUMBING METAPHORS
TO DESCRIBE OUR FAILED MARRIAGE?

They back off each other.  Stella laughs, in spite of herself. 
Jack's red face soon sprouts a grin and he joins in.  Stella
touches his arm.

STELLA (CONT'D)
I'm sorry, Jack.  I'm sorry that it
didn't work out.  I'm sorry I was so
cruel.

Jack takes Stella's hand.  They look at each other in
surprise.  Stella begins to cry.  Jack forcefully pulls her
face into his and they share a mad, passionate kiss.

And Stella, not wanting to give Jack an upper hand, redoubles
her own efforts in the kiss.

They finally part and stare at each other.

JACK
Sorry is for people who need better
writers.

STELLA  (V.O.)
Hey, I thought I was telling this
story!

Jack and Stella look up, waiting for their next cue.
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JACK  (V.O.)
I think I've got it from here.

Jack looks fondly at Stella and caresses her face.  

JACK (CONT'D)
So, we've got some work to do then,
don't we?  I think it's about time
we figure this all out.  You get
Lula ready; I've got Don, er, Freddy.

He looks at his watch.

JACK (CONT'D)
Half an hour?

Stella smiles brightly and nods.  

JACK (CONT'D)
Great.

Jack starts to walk away, but turns when he notices that
Stella is still staring at him.  He turns her the other
direction and gently pushes her before heading off.

STELLA  (V.O.)
Seriously?

JACK  (V.O.)
Hey, you had your turn.

INT. - REAL VERSION OF STAGE AREA - LATER

Jack leads Freddy out to the stage.  Freddy tries to turn
back.

FREDDY
I can't go on, Sir.  I've lost my
voice.

JACK
Nonsense.  You've been using it to
whine for the last ten minutes.

As the spotlight turns on, Freddy tries to back out.

FREDDY
I've lost my reason for singing,
Jack!

Jack shoves Freddy back into the spotlight and quickly starts
up the band in Arlen and Harburg's “It's Only a Paper Moon.”

Freddy stands in the spotlight, facing the audience.  He
tries to retreat to one side of the stage.  
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The spotlight follows him.  As Freddy and the spotlight reach
the edge of the stage, they run into Lula, in gorgeously
glamorous finery.  He stops in his tracks.

LULA
(Singing)

I never feel a thing is real when
I'm away from you.  Out of your
embrace, the world's a temporary
parking place.

They track back towards the center of the stage.

LULA (CONT'D)
Mmm, mm, mm, mm...A bubble for a
minute.  Mmm, mm, mm, mm...You smile,
the bubble has a rainbow in it.

FREDDY
(Singing nervously)

Say, its only a paper moon, sailing
over a cardboard sea.  But it wouldn't
be make-believe, if you believed in
me.

Lula wanders down stage.

LULA
Yes, it's only a canvas sky, hanging
over a muslin tree.  But it wouldn't
be make-believe, if you believed in
me.

Freddy follows over to Lula.

FREDDY
Without your love, it's a honky-tonk
parade.  Without your love, it's a
melody played in a penny arcade.

Lula turns to face Freddy and they hold hands.

LULA
It's a Barnum and Bailey world, just
as phony as it can be.  But it
wouldn't be make-believe, if you
believed in me.

During the instrumental break, Freddy and Lula waltz around
the dance floor in languid, lovely loops.

Stella walks up to Jack who has turned away from his band to
watch Freddy and Lula.  Stella puts her hand on his shoulder
and they share a warm look.
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Freddy and Lula wind up their dance back in the middle of
the stage.

FREDDY
Say, its only a paper moon, sailing
over a cardboard sea.  But it wouldn't
be make-believe, if you believed in
me.

LULA
Yes, it's only a canvas sky, hanging
over a muslin tree.  But it wouldn't
be make-believe, if you believed in
me.

Freddy and Lula walk over to Jack and Stella and pull them
both into the spotlight.

JACK
(Singly directly to
Stella)

Without your love, it's a honky-tonk
parade.  Without your love, it's a
melody played in a penny arcade.

STELLA
(With a quiet intimacy)

It's a Barnum and Bailey world, just
as phony as it can be.  But it
wouldn't be make-believe, if you
believed in me.

The crowd cheers wildly as Freddy and Lula and then Jack and
Stella take bows.

HARRY  (V.O.)
(Weepy)

I think I might just cry...or throw
up in my mouth a bit.

JACK  (V.O.)
And I suppose you could do better...

INT. - REAL VERSION OF LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

As the applause dies down, Harry strides into the lounge and
locates Oswald.  He taps him on the shoulder.

HARRY
Excuse me, Mr. Melonballer?

Oswald turns to face Harry.

OSWALD
Who wants to know?
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Harry pulls out a police badge.

HARRY
I'm Detective Neil.  I understand
you had a theft here earlier?

Harry makes a gesture towards the entrance.  McKinley, dressed
as a uniformed officer, drags in a handcuffed Randolfo. 
They are followed by Edward.

OSWALD
I did?

Priscina jumps up and approaches.

PRISCINA
That's the man!  The bad, bad man!

Priscina tries to attack Randolfo, but McKinley holds her
back.  Edward comes over and helps soothe Priscina.

HARRY
We've been trying to catch this fella
for years.  

(Gesturing to Edward)
Thanks to Mr. Westin here, we not
only managed to trap the greased
pig, but we got this back before he
could make use of it.

Harry pulls the royal necklace out of his pocket and hands
it Priscina.

RANDOLFO
(Snarling)

That little hussy stole it first!  I
was just trying to return it to its
rightful owner.

MCKINLEY
Yeah, buddy.  I've never heard that
one before.  You be sure to tell
that to the judge.  

McKinley frog-marches Randolfo out of the club.  Randolfo
protests and thrashes about.

Priscina stares at the necklace for a moment and then looks
up at Edward.  She rushes into his arms.  Their repressed
passion explodes into a long and passionate kiss.



98.

HARRY
(Watching the rapturous
couple)

I guess my work here is done.  Glad
I could be of service, Mr.
Melonballer.

OSWALD
But...he was a paying customer!

INT. - SOUND STAGED CELL - CONTINUOUS

From his cell, Freddy leans in between the bars towards the
cell that holds Lula.  Lula walks over and holds his hands.

FREDDY
I'm not a big-shot singer, Lula, but
I sure do feel like a star when you
look at me.

LULA
Freddy, you don't have to be anyone
but you.  When you're around, I feel
like I can become what I've always
wanted to be.

Freddy pushes his face further through the bars and they
share a sweet, lingering kiss.  As Freddy dreamily pulls
back, he finds that his head is stuck between the bars.  The
cell-dwellers laugh.

FREDDY
I guess this means I'm stuck on you,
kiddo.

As Lula caresses his face, some of the men in his cell try
to pull Freddy out.  

Nearby, Edward stands close to the cell wall, gazing intently
at his feet.  In the other cell, Priscina, pretending not to
notice Edward, walks toward him.

PRISCINA
Mr. Vestin, I'm sorry that you got
caught up in all zhis.  I know that
you were to protect me.

Edward looks up and is silenced by Priscina's beauty.

EDWARD
I do anything for you, princess.

They exchange shy looks and chuckle.
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EDWARD (CONT'D)
Listen, I know that you could do
better than a tired old man like me,
and I'm not some big shot success,
but I sure would be honored if you'd
let me take care of you.

PRISCINA
Mr. Vestin, I don't need--

EDWARD
Oh, I understand.

Priscina stops and looks at Edward.

PRISCINA
I don't need any man to take care of
me, but I vant to be vith you.  Ve
can take care of each other.

Edward smiles, they lean in to kiss each other, taking care
not to get stuck.

INT. - ANOTHER SOUND STAGED CELL - CONTINUOUS

Jack and Stella watch Freddy and Lula and Edward and Priscina
fondly.  They look towards each other, but carefully avoid
each other's gaze.  

Daffodil and Miss Mabel look on at the proceedings and then
hold each other fondly.

Harry takes in all the lovebirds, smiles, and looks up at an
empty space to his right.  He loses his smile and stares
down at his feet.  He looks back up at Jack and Stella and
takes a deep breath.

HARRY
(Softly)

If I could drag you away from the
sap--

JACK
What's that, Harry?

All eyes in the cell look to Harry.  He starts to respond,
but chokes up.

STELLA
Go on, Harry.  We're all ears.

Harry looks up, with a wan smile and teary eyes.

HARRY
I...I don't want to be alone anymore.
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Harry stands up.  The crowd looks to him with surprise and a
hush.

HARRY (CONT'D)
(Barely controlled)

Jack...Stella...everyone...I'm gay.  

Harry looks down at his feet.  The crowd remains silent.

OSWALD
(After an uncomfortable
silence)

But he doesn't even look happy.

The crowd turns on Oswald.  Mrs. Oswald raps him on the back
of the head.

STELLA
Oh, Harry!  We know.

Stella and Jack walk over to Harry and hug him tightly.

MCKINLEY
Well, it's about fucking time!

As Stella and Jack move back, McKinley embraces Harry and
plants a manly, sloppy kiss on Harry.  Harry resists with
surprise at first, but then gives in to his desires.  They
part and Harry is speechless.

Jack and Stella look at their friend with happy warmth. 
They inadvertently look into each other's eyes.  For a moment,
they are lost.  Without losing their connection, Jack slowly
grasps Stella's hand and moves down on one knee.  Stella
blushes and tries wanly to pull her hand away.

STELLA
Jack?  If you're tired of standing,
we can--

JACK
Stella, I'm not a rich man.  I can't
promise you an easy life--

Stella tries harder to pull away, but Jack anchors her.

STELLA
Jack, this isn't really...

The crowd gather around to watch the train wreck.

JACK
I don't have a job.  I don't even
have any prospects.  I can't offer
you much--
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STELLA
(Slightly hysterical)

Jack, please!

Jack reaches in to his inside jacket pocket and pulls out
the diamond ring.

JACK
I bought this ring the morning that
we broke up.  I've carried it with
me every day since.  Even when things
looked their darkest, I couldn't let
it go.  I couldn't let you go, Stella.  

Stella starts to tear up.  She still tries to pull away, but
weakly.

JACK (CONT'D)
I can't offer you the easy life,
Stella.  But I know we'd make a heck
of a team.  Can't you just see the
marquee?  Another Jack and Stella
Hughes production!

Stella stops and bursts into laughter through her tears. 
Jack looks at her with hurt eyes.  He starts to stand up.

JACK (CONT'D)
Well, for goodness' sake, Stella,
you don't have to--

STELLA
First of all, Jack...

Stella takes Jack's hands.

STELLA (CONT'D)
I'm keeping my own name.  And...I
get top billing.  

Jack looks at her with confusion.  Stella takes the ring
from his hand and puts it on her finger.  She admires it.

STELLA (CONT'D)
It's a Fitzgibbons, Hughes, and Neil
production, you silly man.  

Stella looks over at Harry with a smile.  Jack still looks
confused.

STELLA (CONT'D)
Mr. Melonballer, I think we'll be
having that wedding reception after
all.
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Jack smiles and kisses Stella.  The crowd cheers.

INT. - SOUND STAGED CELL BLOCK - CONTINUOUS

The jailer comes back to the cell block, leading an absurdly
large contingent of lawyers.  They move towards the farthest
cell.  The jailer unlocks the cell and opens the door.

JAILER
Mr. Meyer?  Mayer Meyer.

Hearing this name, the crowd looks around with surprise.

Randolph's mysterious investor stands up from the bowels of
the cell and pushes his way through the crowd.  As soon as
they see their boss, the lawyers gather around him all talking
at once.  

LAWYER #1
So sorry sir--

LAWYER #2
We came as soon--

LAWYER #3
Even before we heard.

LAWYER #4
I wanted to come as soon as we heard
you were in town.

MEYER
You wanted to come bust me out of
jail just for coming to New York?

LAWYER #5
You're absolutely right, sir.  We
should have come here before you
even got on the plane.

The lawyers start to fight over their positions relative to
their boss.

MEYER
That's enough, boys.

He pushes them away and walks past them out of the cell. 
They follow closely behind, still jockeying for position. 
Jack, Stella, and Harry approach their cell door as Meyer
walks by.  They are shocked to see that the real Mr. Meyer
was around all night.  Meyer suddenly stops in front of them. 
His lawyers pile up in a collision behind him.
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MEYER (CONT'D)
(To his lawyers)

If you'd have come any earlier, I'd
have missed the ending.

Meyer smiles at Jack, Harry, and Stella.

JACK
Mr. Meyer, I presume?

MEYER
The one and only, Mr. Hughes.  I'd
like to thank you and your colleagues
for an excellent evening of
entertainment.

Jack flashes a wry smile.

JACK
Our pleasure, sir.  I only wish we
could have met under better
circumstances.  I think we could
have been very good friends.

MEYER
Well, we'll have to see about that,
won't we Mr. Hughes.  

(To one of his lawyers)
Mr. uh, you there, if you'd like to
make yourself useful, you'll draw up
three writer's contracts for my new
discoveries here.

Jack, Stella, and Harry share looks of happy surprise.

STELLA
I'll make sure you won't regret your
choice, Mr. Meyer.

MEYER
And I hope you won't regret yours,
Ms. Fitzgibbons. 

Meyer looks at Jack.  Jack smiles back.

MEYER (CONT'D)
I'll be expecting the three of you
in my offices by next week.  The
movies don't make themselves, you
know?

Meyer leaves, followed by most of his lawyers.  The crowd
cheers again.
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INT. - REAL VERSION OF CELL BLOCK - LATER

Jack, Stella, and Harry start a grand finale number of
Gershwin's "Nice Work If You Can Get It" as they lead their
fellow prisoners out of the cells.

STELLA
The man who only lives for making
money, lives a life that isn't
necessarily sunny.  Likewise the man
who works for fame, there's no
guarantee that time won't erase his
name.

Stella swings out on her cell door.  Harry stands on top of
a bench.

HARRY
The fact is The only work that really
brings enjoyment Is the kind that is
for girl and boy--or whatever--meant. 
Fall in love--you won't regret it.
That's the best work of all--if you
can get it.  Holding hands at midnight
'neath a starry sky...

Harry jumps down and joins arms with Jack as they leave the
cell.

JACK
Oh that is nice work if you can get
it.  

Stella takes Jack's other arm as they dance arm-in-arm-in-
arm down the cell block.

STELLA
And you can get it--if you try. 
Strolling with the one girl, sighing
sigh after sigh... 

JACK
Oh nice work if you can get it.  

Stella opens the next cell door.

STELLA
And you can get it--if you try.

Freddy holds Lula's hand and he escorts her out the cell
door.
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FREDDY
Just imagine someone waiting at the
cottage door.  Where two hearts become
one...  

FREDDY AND LULA
Who could ask for anything more?

They stop at the door to face the rest of the cell.

LULA
Loving one who loves you, and then
taking that vow... 

FREDDY
Nice work if you can get it. 

Freddy and Lula back out of the cell.

LULA
And if you get it...

FREDDY AND LULA
Won't you tell me how?

All the men in cell block stand.

MEN
And you can get it--

And then all the ladies.

WOMEN
If you try.

MEN
And you can get it--

WOMEN
If you try.

MEN
And you can get it--

WOMEN
If you try.

MEN
And you can get it--

WOMEN
If you try.

Jack, Harry, and Stella dance down to the next cell and open
the door.  Priscina holds her hand out to a sitting Edward.
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PRISCINA
Holding hands at midnight, 'neath a
starry sky...

Priscina helps Edward stand up.

EDWARD
Nice work if you can get it.

PRISCINA
And you can get it--if you try.

EDWARD
Strolling with the one girl, sighing
sigh after sigh...Nice work if you
can get it.

Priscina and Edward dance out of the cell.

PRISCINA
And you can get it--if you try.

EVERYONE
Who could ask for anything more?

All the remaining prisoners file out the cells and follow
Jack, Harry, and Stella out the exit.

FADE OUT:


