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MR. CONFIDENTIAL

SONGS

ACT ONE

WHAT A TIME (BOB/COMPANY)

ONE OF THE FAMILY (COMPANY)

GIRL NEXT DOOR (MARJORIE)

MR. CONFIDENTIAL (COMPANY)

BLUE CHIP BABY (JEANNIE)

CONFIDENTIAL STATUS QUORIA (RUSHMORE)

COLORS AND LINES (BOB)

MR. CONFIDENTIAL-REPRISE (COMPANY)

HICKS IN THE STICKS (BOB, CHORUS/TRIOS)
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED! (COMPANY)
AMERICAN MAN (RUSHMORE)

DEAD OR ALIVE—PART 1 (ALL BUT BOB AND JEANNIE)

ACT TWO

DEAD OR ALIVE—PART 2 (COMPANY)

PEGA PALO (JEANNIE/FEMALE TRIO)
MARJORIE AND HER MEN IN BLUE (DANCE)
ONE OF THE FAMILY-REPRISE EDITH/HELEN/MICHAEL)
FOUR AND TWENTY KARAT (BOB)

PRIME PUH-ZISH (COMPANY)

LIABLE TO BE LIBEL (COMPANY)

PETER PAN COLLAR (MARJORIE)

RIGHTLY RIGHT (COMPANY)

BRIDGE ON FIRE (BOB/RUSHMORE)

THE DUCHESS OF DIRT (MARJORIE)

I BELIEVE IN YOU (RUSHMORE)

THE GIRL WITH YELLOW HAIR (JEANNIE)
FINALE (COMPANY)
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SCENES

NOTE: The settings and transitions are intended to be fluid, not
particularly naturalistic, and often filled with (and suggested

by) various mixed-media. When different set vignettes appear at

the same time, the idea is that these separate areas sort of ebb
and flow into one another, without having to remain one size or

in one location.

ACT ONE Scene 1 - Fantasy New York
Scene 2 - Bob's Hotel Apartment Suite
Scene 3 - Nightclub, Bob's Office, Marjorie's Kitchen
Scene 4 - Fantasy Bleak Nowheres-ville
Scene 5 - Bob's Office
Scene 6 - Fantasy New York
Scene 7 - Nightclub
Scene 8 - Bob's Bedroom
Scene 9 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood

Scene 10 - Bob's Office, HUAC Hearings
Scene 11 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood
Scene 12 - Bob's Office

Scene 13 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood
Scene 14 - Airport

ACT TWO Scene 1 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood
Scene 2 - Bob's Office
Scene 3 - Ed Sullivan Show
Scene 4 - Back Alley
Scene 5 - Bob's Office
Scene 6 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood
Scene 7 - Courtroom
Scene 8 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood
Scene 9 - New York Street
Scene 10 - Fantasy New York/Hollywood
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CHARACTERS

ROBERT (BOB) HARRISON

Mr. Confidential himself. He'’s movie-star handsome and a Broadway
man-about-town, catnip to women, and the guy every man wishes he
could be. With a wide, engaging smile, a rich voice, and boundless,
genuine enthusiasm, Bob doesn’t have to steal focus or consciously
work at getting attention. It happens naturally. Success and
happiness are like a birthright, fitting as beautifully as his
custom-made suits. Bob’s sense of his own place in the world isn’t
based in tearing anyone else down. Not even when the dice are
loaded, the chips are down, and the sky is no longer the limit.

MARJORIE

Bob'’s pretty niece is an intelligent young wife and mother who
unexpectedly becomes his right-hand in business. As “Confidential”
gains in popularity, tabloids start calling her a “Flame-Haired
Femme Fatale” and she relishes it... until they start calling her
much, much worse. Marjorie has inherited a big chunk of Bob’s
effortless magnetism. And whoever plays the role has to be an
undeniable triple threat.

HOWARD RUSHMORE

He’'s the razor-sharp, red-baiting writer and editor who comes on
like gangbusters but actually sees everyone as the enemy. His acid-
tongue is matched by his energetic belief in his own infallibility.
When things go spectacularly wrong and out of control, it is never
his fault. Ask him yourself.

JEANNIE

Bob’'s cotton-candy girlfriend is a drop-dead stunner. She’s a
showgirl who gets lots of ink from the columnists, and a dumb blonde
who proves to be anything but. The actress playing the role doesn’t
necessarily have to dance as well as whoever plays Marjorie, but
she’s still gotta be a triple.

EDITH

Bob's matronly older sister is a worrier and a mother hen by nature.
Maybe she seems a little meek, but she morphs into a pit-bull when
she has to defend her beloved brother Bob or her daughter Marjorie.
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CHARACTERS (CONT'D)

HELEN

Bob's other older sister is the outgoing, brash optimist. She's
just as protective of her family as Edith, but a lot more likely
to have a martini before she rides to the rescue.

MICHAEL

He's a fresh-faced, geeky high school student; Bob's nephew,
Marjorie's brother, Edith's son. He idolizes his Uncle Bob and
idly dreams of becoming just like him one day.

FEMALE TRIO - DOROTHY, KIM, LUPE

Dorothy is the sultry African-American, Kim is the big, blonde
babe, and Lupe is the fiery Latina. They embody a multitude of
sensuous stereotypes that reflect the ethos of "Confidential
Magazine" while they sing, dance, and double as other characters
throughout.

MALE TRIO - LERQOY, ROD, CHUCK

Leroy is the African-American charmer, Rod is the Rock Hudson he-
man, and Fernando is the Latin lothario. As with the FEMALE TRIO,
they sing, dance, and double as other characters.

CHORUS - 4 WOMEN, 4 MEN

These eight women and men of varying shapes, sizes, ages, and
ethnicities, play many characters. Each of them has roles that
require real comedic and acting skills, as well as singing and
dancing.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1 -- FANTASY NEW YORK

At rise, the music starts all brass and show biz,
but then unexpectedly crashes into urgent film
noir melodrama.

The entire proscenium fills with the front page of
a tabloid. A gruesome (though not particularly
graphic) photo of two figures slumped over in the
back of a taxi, and the screaming headline:

‘CONFIDENTIAL’ PUBLISHER KILLS WIFE AND SELF!

Then the forboding music turns on a dime, shifting
back to Broadway optimism.

ROBERT (BOB) HARRISON enters.

He’s movie-star handsome; a man-about-town ready
for action, his smile wide and engaging.

The set morphs into a candy-coated carnival of
‘50s Broadway and Hollywood dreams. Lots of
imaginative MFX (media effects), still images,
moving images, computer animated images.

It’s all showbiz fantasy and excitement -- not
just iconic Times Square neon, but advertising and
film images, rare clips, party scenes...

We’'re seeing a lot. As a part of the opening
music, not really as its own song, but beginning a
musical theme that will continue through the show,
Bob sings:

SONG: WHAT A TIME (BOB)

BOB
MAKE EVERY NIGHT NEW YEAR'S EVE
DON'T LET THE BARTENDER LEAVE
NO TELLING WHAT I WILL REMEMBER
WHAT A TIME

The rest of the company join Bob. There is a great
deal of movement in the number, as we get a feel
for the tone of the show. Mixed MFX continues with
live cast and MFX sometimes blending together and
interacting.

BOB/COMPANY

TOMORROW NO ONE WILL REMEMBER
WHAT A TIME

Set pieces transform the stage to:
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ACT ONE, SCENE 2 -- BOB’S HOTEL APARTMENT

Bob’s *“classy” expensive New York apartment is all
gold gilt and leopard. Bob has turned an elevated
area into a photographic set, a sort of bachelor
boudoir.

His various girlie magazine covers are used in
mixed MFX on the set. They are gorgeous painted
renderings of archetypal sexy girls, pre-Vargas,
used in huge moving projections -- some are
slightly animated, going deeper, farther into
their poses, so they seem to come alive.

The magazine titles: “Flirt,” “Titter,” “Eyeful,”
“Whisper,” *“Wink,” and “Beauty Parade.”

Some scantily clad BEAUTIES wait to take their
places, posing for magazine pix. Jeannie is taking
the prime position, waiting, draped on her stomach
over a chair, legs kicking behind her languidly.

It’'s sexy but with Bob’s whole family bustling
around, taking care of details, there’s a kind of
homey feeling to the whole enterprise.

There’'s MARJORIE, Bob’s voluptuous niece, who
seems wholesome enough, but whom the tabloids will
end up calling “The Flame-Haired Femme Fatale.”

JEANNIE is the cotton candy showgirl. She’s Bob'’s
gorgeous girlfriend. A dumb blonde who proves to
be anything but.

EDITH and HELEN are Bob'’s older sisters. Edith is
the matronly worrier; Helen the brassy optimist.

MICHAEL is the nerdy nephew, Marjorie’s brother; a
wanna-be who dreams of being like his Uncle Bob.

Edith and Helen are in charge of the girls.
Michael is on the phone. Some CREW are there; a
photographer, an assistant, someone moving the
lights around (CHORUS).

Bob is lost in thought, looking at the girls,
looking at the set -- and Marjorie is watching
from the sidelines, sizing it all up.

EDITH
He was supposed to be here fifteen minutes ago! Is
Jeannie supposed to wait forever to get a spanking?

MICHAEL
(gets off the phone)
Um, Mom, he'’s sick. He isn’t coming.

EDITH
What?! Oh my God, Bob!
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MICHAEL

He said he'’s real sorry about it.
EDITH

It's a disaster!
HELEN

Like dying from consumption. A disaster.

MARJORIE
Mom, why don’t you put Michael in the pictures.
C’'mon Mike, you know you'’re dying to spank her.

MICHAEL
No I'm not!

JEANNIE
C’'mon, Marjorie, don’'t tease your brother like that. It
ain’t nice.

HELEN
Using Mikey isn’t the worst idea. Remember when he was
the snake charmer?

EDITH
With that lovely Bettie Page.
MICHAEL
(really embarrassed, but he does want to)
I don’'t want to... I can’t!
HELEN

You’ll do as your mother says.

During all this, Bob has remained intent on
Jeannie, on his vision of what the shot is going
to be, and on whatever he sees in his own mind.

BOB
The truth is:

All eyes turn to Bob in one motion. The king is
speaking. This happens a lot.

BOB (CONT'D)

It's crazy!
EDITH
Of course it is, Bob, dear. Crazy.
BOB
What’s the percentage?
HELEN
How’s that?
BOB

What’s in it for me? For any guy? Why would you want to
take a girl like her cross your knee? Take her in your
arms. Give her a mink and call it a day.
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JEANNIE

Who can argue with that kind of logic?
HELEN

I can. Readers like it.
EDITH

Stop arguing with Bob.
HELEN

I'm not arguing. I'm just saying--
EDITH

You're arguing.
BOB

Sweetie, she’s not arguing.

HELEN
We added pervy layouts last two issues of “Titter” and
“Whisper.” Circulation’s up twenty percent. But

“Flirt,” *“Wink,” “Eyeful,” -- nobody'’s buying.
BOB

Nobody?
EDITH

Listen to her. Always exaggerating.

HELEN
I'm just saying, spanking is more profitable than
smiling. Not that you can’t smile and get spanked--

BOB
Nix on getting another model. I’1ll do it. Sorry Mike.

MICHAEL
I didn’'t want to spank anybody anyways! I didn’t!

BOB
C’'mon, Jeannie Baby.

Bob takes his place, sitting on the chair, Jeannie
over his knee, ready. Everyone gets into gear, but
Bob has a hard time not laughing, and the pix come
off goofy and friendly. MFX show the actual
results: the “Babes Like it Rough!” spread in the
“Titter” issue where the real Bob posed.

As Bob and Jeannie continue horsing around and
other photo shoot girls join them with
choreography. They dance with Bob as the rest of
the family takes focus:
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SONG: ONE OF THE FAMILY (COMPANY)

HELEN
IS SHE WARM ENOUGH?
COMFORTABLE IN THAT POSITION?

EDITH
DON'T WANT THE CHILD TO CRAMP
IT'S NOT LIKE SHE'S A TRAMP

EDITH/HELEN
SHE'S A NICE GIRL

ALL
ONE OF THE FAMILY
A NICE GIRL
ONE OF OUR FAMILY
ESSENTIAL TO THE FAMILY BUSINESS

EDITH/HELEN
DOES SHE HAVE A COLD?
CAN SHE WORK IN THIS CONDITION?

MARJORIE
GO MAKE SOME CHICKEN SOUP
DON'T LET THE DARLING DROOP

ALL
SHE'S A NICE GIRL
ONE OF THE FAMILY
A NICE GIRL
ONE OF OUR FAMILY
ESSENTIAL TO THE FAMILY BUSINESS

MARJORIE
MAYBE SOMEONE, SOMEWHERE
IN THE MIDDLE OF THE MIDDLE
OF THE MIDDLE MID-WEST
MIGHT LOOK AT OUR BUSINESS
AND SEE SOMETHING ELSE

EDITH
BUT WE'RE NICE PEOPLE
THESE ARE NICE GIRLS

MICHAEL
OUR FAMILY BUSINESS IS THE BEST

BOB
WHAT A DAME SHE IS
NOT A DOUBT OF HER POSITION

JEANNIE
I'M PRACTICALLY A NUN
EXCEPT FOR HAVIN'’ FUN

BOB
SHE'S A NICE GIRL

Confidential - 5
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ALL
ONE OF THE FAMILY

JEANNIE
A NICE GIRL

ALL

ONE OF OUR FAMILY
ESSENTIAL TO THE FAMILY BUSINESS

BOB
MAYBE SOMEONE, SOMEWHERE
IN THE MIDDLE OF THE MIDDLE
OF THE MIDDLE MID-WEST
MIGHT LOOK AT OUR BUSINESS
AND SEE SOMETHING ELSE

EDITH/HELEN
BUT WE'RE NICE PEOPLE
THESE ARE NICE GIRLS

MARJORIE/MICHAEL
OUR FAMILY BUSINESS IS THE BEST

ALL
WE'RE AN ORDINARY FAMILY
JUST WANT TO MAKE A LIVING
AN ORDINARY FAMILY
NO MUSS, HUSTLE AND BUSTLE BUT NO FUSS
WE'RE A FAMILY WITH A FAMILY BUSINESS
THAT'S US

Confidential - 6

As the song heads toward its end, the settings
morph into various vignettes, suggested by

physical set pieces and mixed MFX:
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ACT ONE, SCENE 3 -- NIGHTCLUB, BOB'’'S OFFICE, KITCHEN
Triple vignettes ebb and flow with one another.

Bob and Jeannie cha-cha their way into a swanky
CLUB setting.

Edith and Helen in an OFFICE setting. Their
movements have their own choreography as they
file, open mail, get on the phone, etc.

Marjorie and her husband FRED (CHORUS) are in
their KITCHEN. Fred prepares dishes for washing.
Marjorie looks wistfully out the window.

Dialogue from the three groups overlaps.

On Bob and Jeannie, dancing, enjoying the party,
other patrons also dancing and drinking:

BOB
(to a WAITER with regular champagne)
Sorry, pal, champagne’s gotta be pink for the lady.

JEANNIE
Pink bubbles!

BOB
(presents her with a diamond bracelet)
And white ice...

JEANNIE
Oh, Bobby, you’'re the best.

She poses, holding the bracelet up, as he gives
her a kiss. A photographer materializes and snaps.

BOB
Look at that! The greatest! Terrific!

PHOTOGRAPHER
(monotone, just a regular night for him)
“Broadway Man About Town Gives Gorgeous Gal the Goods.”
Look for it in tomorrow’s “Post.”

Jeannie’s thrilled. So is Bob.

BOB
Fantastic! Tremendous!

Focus shifts to Edith and Helen in the office.
Edith is filing. Helen reads a telegram. There’s
still a musical quality to the rhythms and
movements of the scene.

EDITH
What’s that?

HELEN
Another love letter from Uncle Sam.
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EDITH
No, what’s wrong? What’s it say?

HELEN
Usual. Postmaster General calling us obscene.

EDITH
Who does he think he is, saying a thing like that about
our brother! I'm going right to Washington and give
that man a piece of my mind.

HELEN
If the magazines are mailable according to them, they
ain’'t salable for us! You get me?

EDITH
I'm getting a gun.

HELEN
Edith!

EDITH

For that busybody bureaucrat!

Meanwhile Marjorie is with Fred. He is doing
dishes. He keeps handing the dishes to Marjorie to
dry, but even though she has a dish towel, she
never actually takes the dishes from him.

MARJORIE
Why can’t you be more like Uncle Bob?

Fred shrugs.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
He really knows how to treat a girl. And I'm not just
talking about the baubles and bangles.

FRED
Mmmm. . .

MARJORIE
Though they are pretty swell. Or the fancy clubs and
dancing. Though that is pretty exciting. Or his charm,
or how handsome he is. He’'s just so... Swank!

FRED
Why don’t you look in on the boys.

MARJORIE
I have them every day, alone, all day long. The least
you could do is take some responsibility for them when
you come home at night.

FRED
You’'re right, I know...

MARJORIE
(smiles and gives him a peck)
I love it when you say I'm right...
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So, what did you guys do today, you and the boys?

MARJORIE
I got the babysitter in. I was with Uncle Bob all day.

Fred nods. The other two scenes fade away as
Marjorie takes her place in the limelight:

MARJORIE (cont’d) (CONT’'D)
He’'s been teaching me a lot about the magazine biz.

FRED

Like how to go door-to-door selling subscriptions?
MARJORIE

You’'re just... you’re so... oh, forget it.

She walks away from him as music starts.

FRED
Aw. c’'mon, Marjorie, I was just kidding. I think it’s
great, Bob showing you the ropes like he is. Course, I
wouldn’t mind him showing me the ropes sometime -- the
ones he uses on those girlies!

Marjorie isn’t listening. She’s already totally
into the pulsating beat of her song.

SONG: GIRL NEXT DOOR (MARJORIE/FEMALE TRIO)

MARJORIE
WHEN I LANDED MY GUY
TOGETHER FOREVER
A HANDSOME PRINCE IN ALL HIS GLORY
HE WAS THE SOMEONE WHO MADE ME COMPLETE
BUT THAT WAS NOT THE END OF THE STORY
FOR I WAS WITH MY GUY
TOGETHER FOREVER
WITH ENDLESS DAYS AND NIGHTS BEFORE ME
HE WAS THE SOMEONE I WANTED TO MEET
HOW COULD I KNOW THAT TRUE LOVE WOULD BORE ME?

CHORUS :

WHATEVER IS WAITING

I WANT IT NOW

THE SOONER THE BETTER

I DON'T CARE HOW

I NEVER SAID I’'D BE THE GIRL NEXT DOOR

I NEVER SAID I'D BE THE KIND OF WIFE

WHO'D EVER BE LIVING THE QUIET LIFE

NO I'LL NEVER BE

THE GIRL NEXT DOOR

SO IF YOU WANT THE GIRL NEXT DOOR--

GO NEXT DOOR

GO NEXT DOOR

YES I WAS WITH MY GUY

TOGETHER FOREVER

OUR LOVE, A SURE ASSOCIATION

HE WAS THE SOMEONE I THOUGHT HE SHOULD BE
(MORE)
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MARJORIE (CONT'D)
BUT AFTER MUCH CONSIDERATION
REPEAT CHORUS
YOU MARRY YOUR SWEETHEART
IN SATIN AND SILK
BUT IF HE'S ALL YOU HAVE
EVERY DAY, EVERY WEEK...
EVERY YEAR TO LOOK FORWARD TO
THEN YOUR LIFE'S AS EXCITING
AND AS UNSURPRISING
AS A GREAT BIG GLASS OF POWDERED SKIM MILK
REPEAT CHORUS
YES IF YOU WANT THE GIRL NEXT DOOR
GO NEXT DOOR

As we segue out of the song, the other two scene
vignettes return: Bob and Jeannie dancing, and
Edith and Helen working.

Marjorie goes back to not doing dishes with Fred.
Focus on Bob and Jeannie.

JEANNIE
You know what I think?

BOB
Sweetheart, a girl like you doesn’t have to think.

JEANNIE
But sometimes I do. It’s strange.

BOB
Well, okay, Baby, so what is it you’re thinking about
in the gorgeous cotton candy head of yours?

JEANNIE
My hair isn’t pink.
BOB
I never said it was.
JEANNIE

Cotton candy is pink. So how could my head be pink?

BOB
Good point. So. You been thinking. About what?

JEANNIE
I don’'t remember.

Now focus on Edith and Helen, still hard at work
at the office. Edith is fidgety. Her nervousness
is a percussive symphony of fingernail tapping,
spoon stirring, foot shaking...

HELEN
Stop it already. You’re making me nervous.
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EDITH
I just can’t stop thinking about that telegram. What if
the Postmaster General really does shut us down?

Two CHORUS men come in. One is dressed up like a
dumpy MAILMAN. The other like a white-wigged
JUDGE. They recite their lines in unison.

MAILMAN/JUDGE
Dear Mr. Robert Harrison: As authorized agents of the
people of the United States and all things Red Blooded,
Apple Flavored, and Mother Approved, we do hereby
inform you of the following: You’'re a bad boy.

MATTLMAN
Sincerely yours, the Postmaster General of the United
States of America.

JUDGE
By the order of me, the Judge. Sustained.

TRIOS/CHORUS
Bad Bobby. Bad boy.

Mailman and Judge exit.

The three separate vignette settings fade away.
Bob is at the center with the rest of the cast
looking to him expectantly.

BOB
All right, here’s the thing:

They all lean forward. Hanging on his words.

BOB (CONT'D)
We gotta get cleaner. Maybe even a little leaner.

EDITH
Leaner? If anything, you’re not eating enough.

BOB
A leaner operation. But mainly cleaner.

EDITH
There’s nothing wrong with these magazines, nothing
dirty, nothing--

HELEN
Edith, take a breath. It’ll do you good.

EDITH
You see that? Arguing. She always has to argue--

BOB
The magazines are fabulous! Amazing! So we change
things up a little, make the girls more ladylike.
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JEANNIE
Maybe I could be a nun. Not for real! In a photo shoot!
And Bob, you can be a priest!

HELEN
I say again: If it’s mailable, it won't be salable.
We're losing money as it is. Things are... bad.

BOB

What things?
Shocked eyes turn to Helen, who gets flustered.

HELEN
I'm sorry! I mean... I’'ve been meaning to bring it up,
but I didn’t want to upset you...

BOB
I'm losing money?! I got six magazines! They outsell
everything around!

EDITH
Your blood pressure, Bob, careful your pressure--

HELEN
It's not like there’s nothing. There’s around a hundred
grand or so in the accounts.

BOB
(vastly relieved)
Oh, well that’s... good! It’s great!

HELEN
But most of that money is... spoken for.

BOB
What are you trying to say?

The CHORUS guys who played the Mailman and the

Judge return, both in suits carrying briefcases,

as the TWO CPA GUYS. But the one who played the

12

Judge is still wearing his white powdered wig. The

other one notices and quickly pulls it off the
embarrassed actor’s head.

CPA 1/CPA 2
In considering the subsidiary dispensation of the
ameliorative fluctuation of positive inflow verses
amalgamated outflow; we can only come to one
conclusion: You ain’t worth a nickel.

Shock. The other characters fade into the shadows,

leaving Bob alone as the stage becomes:
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ACT ONE, SCENE 4 -- BLEAK NOWHERESVILLE

It’s an MFX landscape of what Bob would think of
as “Living in the Gutter.”

But the thing is, he really is scared. His panic
rises as MFX allow us to see what he is imagining
for himself, blurring what’s live and what isn’t.

As the sequence progresses, other members of the
TRIOS and the CHORUS become dark vestiges,
faceless pursuers, in a kind of chase scene with
music and choreography.

His first nightmare is of a glitzy, fabulous
restaurant, where the maitre d’ completely ignores
his desperate need for a table.

Then he’s in a pawn shop, stripping Jeannie of her
jewelry as she beats against him, fighting him
every step of the way. The pawn shop owner laughs,
scoops up all the jewelry, and tosses Bob a
nickel. Jeannie slaps him, then kicks him, then
slaps him again for good measure.

He sells his White Cadillac, gets kicked out of
his apartment building, and sleeping on a park
bench, using a mountain of tattered girlie
magazines as a blanket.

Then things go surreal. Nothing is naturalistic.
He is physically attacked by his family, amid
jeering pin-up girls, and finally, there he is,
panhandling on Broadway; the passersby in tuxes
and furs as they make fun of him.

He sinks into the pavement, disappearing, with all
stage movement slowing and music diminishing into
silence.

Bob tosses a magazine into a trash can.
SONG: MR. CONFIDENTIAL (BOB/COMPANY)

BOB
IT'S MAILABLE, NOT SALABLE
I'M TOO RICH TO BE POOR
GOT ABOUT A HUNDRED GRAND
BUT I'M STANDING HAT IN HAND
ON ACCOUNT OF WHAT THEY'RE CALLING CONTRABAND
SOME NUDITY, NO CRUDITY
SO WHY'S IT SUCH A WAR
UNCLE SAM'S AN AWFUL NAG
AIN'T A BUXOM BABE HIS BAG
COULD IT BE OLD YANKEE DOODLE--
IS IN FACT A FLAMING FAG?
MY GIRLIE MAGAZINES ARE DYIN'
YOU MIGHT THINK I'D BE OFF CRYIN'
BUT YOU'RE WAY OFF TRACK
BIG BOB'LL BE BACK
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COMPANY
BIG BOB'LL BE
BACK, AND PACKING AMMUNITION
SMACK, NO OTHER COMPETITION
MAC, YOU BETTER LISTEN WHEN I SAY
BIG BOB'LL BE
COOL, NO OTHER OPPOSITION
FOOL, YOU COULDA GOT COMMISSION
SCHOOL, IS LETTIN' OUT FOR ME TODAY

BOB/COMPANY
BIG BOB'LL BE FRANK
BIG BOB'LL BE SWANK
BIG BOB'LL BE BOLD
BIG BOB'LL BE GOLD
BIG BOB'LL BE BACK
AND BIG AS ROCKEFELLER
BETCHA THE HEAD OF THE PACK

BOB
YOU'LL SEE THE BIG SHOT I AM
THE HOT SPOT I AM
A LOADED GUN I AM
THE NUMBER ONE I AM
WELL, I'M AS HOT AS CRACKER JACK
BIG BOB'LL BE BACK!

First part of the song segues into a scene
interlude with musical underscore. Bob settles at
a big round table in a deli, deep in thought, with
his family and Jeannie.

EDITH
Bob, honey, I just know you’re going to think of
something. We have every faith in you. We always have.

Edith reaches to pet Bob’s head but he shrugs her
off. Edith turns angrily to Helen, teeth gritted:

EDITH (CONT’'D)
This is all your fault!

HELEN
(pointing to Bob)
Sssh! Let him think!

By now they are surrounded by people at other
tables (CHORUS and TRIOS). Everyone is whispering
to one another but we can’t understand what
they’'re saying.

Bob starts noticing and grows uncomfortable,
unable to concentrate. Is everyone looking at and
talking about him?

BOB
Jeez, is it all over town?

EDITH
What?
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BOB
Me going bust.

HELEN
Absolutely not.
(looks around, uncertain)
Probably not.

Suspicious, Bob gets up and walks around the room,
trying to be inconspicuous as he listens in on
different conversations. Each time he passes a
table we are able to hear what the people at that
table are saying.

GOSSIP #1
I know for a fact. Bobo’s cleaning his clock.

GOSSIP #2
Did you really meet her? Bobo I mean.

GOSSIP #1
(shakes her head no)
But I heard about the divorce from Madeline, who heard
it from the cousin of a woman who gets her nails done
at the salon where Bobo Rockefeller has a standing
appointment on Tuesdays and Fridays.

Among the mixed MFX effects, a large headline (HL)
appears: “Rockefeller Divorce Said to be
Contentious.”

Bob thinks about that and moves on to another
table, as we start hearing from other people
gossiping, and another headline appears: “Walter
Winchell Supports Cancer Foundation.”

GOSSIP #3
I'm serious. Walter Winchell’s got the Big C!

HL: “Rock and Roll Singer Credits Rhythm and Blues
Influences.”

GOSSIP #4
Elvis is one-quarter Negro!

HL: “Feds Probe Former Star’s Alleged Ties to
Minor Organized Crime Figure.”

GOSSIP #5
George Raft is a Mafia boss!

HL: “Famous Singer Charged with Creating Public
Nuisance.”

GOSSIP #6
Johnnie Ray? I don’t care how many records he sells.
That guy’s a homo.

HL: “First Lady Suffering From Exhaustion.”
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GOSSIP #7
Poor Ike. Mamie is always on the sauce. A complete
lush. With those horrible bangs, she’d have to be.

HL: “CBS Supports Star Against Unproved Charges.”

GOSSIP #8
Lucille Ball is a Red!

HL: “Vanderbilt Heir Sells Park Avenue Home.”

GOSSIP #9
Vanderbilt lives like a hobo!

HL: “Vanderbilt Heir Purchases Fifth Avenue Home.”

GOSSIP #10
Vanderbilt lives like a king!

HLs: “Humphrey Bogart, Lauren Bacall Face
Difficulties on African Film Location,” “Singer
Escorts Hollywood Star to Premiere,” *“U.S. Mint
Unable to Meet Demand For New Silver Dollars.”
Everyone overlaps:

GOSSIP #11
Bacall’s a witch!

GOSSIP #12
Bogie’s a wimp!

GOSSIP #13

Sammy Davis Jr. likes ‘em White!

GOSSIP #14
The government’s completely broke!

Then with a flourish:

GOSSIP #14 (CONT'D)
Bobo Rockefeller is really a man!!!

Beat. All eyes turn to the one who spoke the last
line. Then the headline appears:

“Mrs. Rockefeller Vows to ‘Fight Like a Man’ to
Win Divorce Settlement.”

GOSSIP #14 (CONT'D)
But, ssssh! Keep it confidentiall

Bob is totally jazzed as an idea is born. MFX: all
headlines turn to the word “Confidential” in
different sizes, colors, and type styles, moving,
changing, coming alive.
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Helen and Edith go through ledgers; Marjorie reads
articles, making notes; Jeannie and Michael are
playing cards.

MARJORIE
(off an article she is reading)
Uncle Bob, I don’t think this is a good idea.

BOB
What, Sweetheart?

MARJORIE
It's a story on Walter Winchell.

BOB
Winchell! Love him! Fifty million people can’t be
wrong! Right?

MARJORIE
This article calls him prejudiced and a liar.

BOB
WHAT?!? Who wrote that?

WRITER

I did! And it’s all true!

(really fast, almost unintelligible)
Sherman Billingsly at the Stork Club refused to serve
Josephine Baker on account of her being a Negro, right?
Then Walter Winchell, who saw it all, refused to say a
word about it. Probably so he wouldn’t have to give up his
tip-top regular table. So Baker goes ballistic, calls
Winchell a racist, and next thing you know Winchell’s
calling her a Commie and a Tramp. ‘Nuff said!?

BOB
First of all, it’s an old story. The “Post” did it
last week. Second of all, it ain’t true. And third:
Even if it is true, what’s the percentage in dropping
a dime on a stand-up guy like Winchell?

WRITER
He’'s a rat-fink.

BOB
You're fired.

WRITER

You can’t fire me. I'm working for free.

BOB
Okay, you’'re not fired. But the story’s eighty-sixed.
And from me to you, on my life, you’ll get paid.

WRITER #2
Not to put too fine a point on the matter... but when?
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EDITH
You leave him alone!
(actually looks like she might get
physical with the poor man)
You got an issue, you take it up with me!

HELEN
Or me! Robert Harrison’s got bigger and better things
on his mind than you paying your lousy rent.

WRITER
I got a wife. A kid on the way.

HELEN
You think I don’t know it’s hard? I got my own money in
this too, and my sister here, so does she.

MARJORIE
Me too! I put in five hundred dollars.

EDITH
That’s right. And I betcha she makes it back a hundred
times over. A thousand.

MARJORIE
Fred just about died when he found out about the money.

EDITH
You tell that husband of yours it’s all for a good
cause. And if he has anything else to say about it, you
send him to me!

BOB
You're all the greatest. Fantastic. I mean it.

Focus on Jeannie and Michael playing cards. We
hear them but the others on stage do not.

JEANNIE
Gosh, next thing you know, he’ll be expecting me to
invest. What am I s’posed to do? Sell my mink?
(lays down her cards)
Gin!

MICHAEL
Rats! You get about a million points.

He starts counting the points from the cards left
in his hand as our focus goes back to the others.

BOB
The thing is:

Everyone does that stop-and-look-at-Bob thing.
BOB (CONT'D)

If this is gonna pay off, it’s gotta be fresh. It'’s
gotta be different.
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HELEN
Fresh is good.

EDITH
Different. That’s good too.

MARJORIE
I just think we need a strategy, you know? To really
make a splash.

Jeannie has been following the conversation, and
looks up while dealing the next hand.

JEANNIE
I got a question.

BOB
What is it, Doll?

JEANNIE

How come you don’t get the dough on the stock market?

BOB
Well, Honey, investing isn’t always easy, and sometimes
you lose money, sometimes you win--

JEANNIE
I don’'t mean you investing. I mean selling shares, and,
you know, getting other people to invest in you.

Beat. Everyone looks at Jeannie. This actually
seems like an impressively intelligent suggestion.

BOB
Gotta say, ain’t the worst idea in the world.
EDITH
Who wouldn’t want to invest in you?
HELEN
You’d be beating them back with a stick.
BOB
It's just... Stocks and shares and corporations... What
I'm doing here is, what I want to do is--
HELEN
Fresh.
EDITH
Different.
BOB

And most money men, the big guys anyway, they’re
looking for the tried and true, boring, what’s been
done a million times before.

JEANNIE
Oh. Just wondered is all.
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BOB
You're the one who oughtta resister on the Stock
Exchange. Sell shares in yourself! In your future.

JEANNIE

, (giggles)
In my figure you mean.

BOB
“Meet Jeannie Douglas, Inc. Assets include blonde hair,
hazel eyes, 37" bust, 22” waist, 36” hips, and the
sexiest swivel in showbiz.” You’d be a cinch. Natch!

She gives him a cuddle and a kiss, still giggling.
Neither one of them has been taking the idea
seriously. But then a light bulb goes off for Bob.

BOB (CONT'D)
“Showgirl Sells Shares In Self!”

HL appears with Jeannie in a cheesecake shot.

BOB (CONT’D)
“SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF!!l”

JEANNIE
Who in the world’s gonna buy stock in a blonde?
BOB
I'm not talking about real stock. Though we’d have to
make it legal just in case... It’s a story! You get me?
EDITH/HELEN
We always get you.
BOB

It’s fresh! Different! Look!

The whole “Showgirl Sells Shares in Self!” concept
fills the stage. Jeannie sees it all, squealing in
delight as music begins.

SONG: BLUE CHIP BABY (JEANNIE/COMPANY)

JEANNIE/COMPANY
WALL STREET'S GOTTA GET IN LINE
WHAT'S MINE IS YOURS
WHAT'S YOURS IS MINE
AND THAT'S JUST THAT!
EVERYBODY'S CAT GETS FAT!
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
IT'S SO INGENIOUS (IN-GEE-NEE-US)
GEE, I'M A GENIUS (GEE-NEE-US)
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
MY POPULARITY
PARTICULARILY
MAKES ME A SOLID BET
BEST INVESTMENT YOU EVER SEEN YET
THE STOCK EXCHANGE
NO LONGER STRANGE OR SCARY

(MORE)
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JEANNIE/COMPANY (CONT'D)
NOW DIVIDENDS ARE EXTRA-ORDINARY
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
TAKE NEW TECHNOLOGY
AND ADD BIOLOGY
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
AIN'T FOR PUBLICITY
IN ALL SIMPLICITY
SOLID AS U.S. STEEL
THINK HOW CLEVER YOU'RE GONNA FEEL
GET BIG AMOUNTS
IN YOUR ACCOUNTS OF FINANCE
WHAT SAY WE GO AND FORM A NEW ALLIANCE
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
BLUE CHIP BABY
BLUE CHIP BABY
BALANCING YOUR BOTTOM LINE
BLUE CHIP BABY
BLUE CHIP BABY
SPIKIN' YOUR PORTFOLIO
THINK OF HOW IT'S GONNA GROW
YOUR FINANCIAL FUTURE'S FINE

25

Jeannie and the FEMALE TRIO and CHORUS WOMEN do a

tap dance.

JEANNIE/COMPANY (CONT’D)
I KNOW YOU..
YOU WANT A FATR SHARE OF ME
WHAT'S YOURS
THE PART OF ME, AT THE HEART OF ME
THE PLAT'NUM-PLATED
STATE OF THE ART OF ME
FOR THE PRICE
OF A TINY STOCK CERTIFICATE
I CAN BE YOURS
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
MY TAPE IS TICKERIN'
SO LET'S GET DICKERIN'
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
I'M RECOMMENDABLE
AND SO DEPENDABLE
ALL OF MY ASSETS SOLD
IT'S AN OFFERING GOOD AS GOLD
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
SHOWGIRL SELLS SHARES IN SELF
FOR THE PRICE
OF A TINY STOCK CERTIFICATE
I CAN BE YOURS
YOU BET YOUR BOTTOM BUCK
OH, HONEY YOU'RE IN LUCK
ASSETS ARE VERIFIABLE
COMPLETELY UNDENIABLE
SHE/I CAN BE YOURS!

Everyone is excited, but Marjorie is at a typewriter,
pounding away. She rips the paper from the typewriter
and happily presents it to Bob.
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MARJORIE
Maybe this would be better for the magazine in the long
run. What do you think?

BOB
(reads)
“Walter Winchell Was Right About Josephine Baker!”

Giant blow-up of the actual article: Huge headline
“Walter Winchell Was Right About Josephine Baker!”

Cover shots of the real Winchell looking solemn
and worried for America, and Josephine Baker in
her famous “Banana Dance” costume: a skirt made of
strategically placed bananas, and nothing on top
except less strategically placed beads.

Bob’s grin goes ear-to-ear.

Then we hear the sound of telegraph keys being
urgently tapped, a musical fanfare, and the
staccato, high-pitched yet stentorian voice of
Walter Winchell.

Time stops for everyone on stage as Winchell does
his thing, punching all the right words and going
a mile-a-minute.

Note: This looks like dialogue that’ll take forever

to slog through, but listening to recordings of his

actual broadcasts make it clear: Winchell would have
batted in the whole speech in under 25 seconds.

WALTER WINCHELL (0.S.)
Good evening Mr. and Mrs. America from border to
border and coast to coast and all the ships at sea.
Let's go to press. The same thing happened today
that happened yesterday, only to different people.
What’s news? Well, Broadway wags are talking about a
friend of mine, playboy publisher Bob Harrison, he
of the oh-so-go-go cafe society set. Rumor has it
he’s about to knock your ears all the way to your
rears with a little doozy of a newsy called
“Confidential.” Is it gonna be a homer or a
strikeout? I’11 call it as I see it as soon as I do.

Beat. Time has stopped. Then boom! Pandemonium.
Everyone’s racing around, thrilled, stage set and
MFX in a whirl, and Bob getting on the phone:

BOB
Magnificent! Terrific! You can count on me. Sure thing.
A promise is a promise. Fantastic!
He hangs up the phone, dazed. Edith runs over.

EDITH
What'’s wrong?

Everyone else runs over as well. All eyes on:
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BOB
0ld joke: Broadway director at the Pearly Gates. St.
Peter’s got open arms. Wings. Whatever. Says God
Himself called the director home, ‘cause He’s got an
itch to produce a Broadway show. The director is
ecstatic. "God wants me to direct a show?" "Yeah," St.
Peter says, "You’ll get the best of everything, with
all the greatest dead people. Shakespeare, Mozart,
Michelangelo, Sarah Bernhardt, Eleanora Duse. Whoever
you want. But there’s a catch. See, God’s got this
girlfriend..."

JEANNIE
Winchell’s got a girlfriend?
BOB
Not a girlfriend. A writer.
JEANNIE
So what’s wrong with that?
BOB
It’s Howard Rushmore.
JEANNIE
Who'’s he?
BOB

A homo-hunting, red-baiting, goofball-popping boozing,
brawling son-of-a-bitch.

Stage clears for Howard Rushmore’s big entrance
setting segues to:

27

as
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ACT ONE, SCENE 6 -- FANTASY NEW YORK

In a carnival-like setting HOWARD RUSHMORE enters
with a fanfare and plenty of heady self-regard.

Stage moves and grooves, clearing the way for
Rushmore’s big number: part revival meeting, part
circus act, and all ego trip.

SONG: CONFIDENTIAL STATUS QUORIA (RUSHMORE/CHORUS)

RUSHMORE
LET ME INTRODUCE MYSELF
I'M CERTAIN
YES I MEAN TO SAY
IT'S DEFINITE
NOTHING LEFT TO SAY
BUT THEN AGAIN
I HAVE TO SAY--
IT CAN BE SAID
IT'S PERFECT
YES IT'S OFTEN SAID
IT'S CERTIFIED
NO MORE CAN BE SAID
BUT THEN AGAIN
IT MUST BE SAID--
NO STRETCH TO SAY
THAT YOU AND ME ARE GONNA BE ACES
ACES ALL THE WAY

Bob isn’t on stage. Rushmore treats the fourth
wall as if he is talking with him.

RUSHMORE (CONT'D)
So. Bob Harrison. Big Bob. Maybe you'd like to know a
little bit about me.

He hands it off to a kind of ersatz choir, quite
happy to let them fill in the details.

CHORUS
AT FIRST HE WAS A COMMIE
AND A PINKO PROLETARIAN
HIS LEANINGS TRULY SOCIALIST
AND PURELY NONSECTARIAN
BUT THEN AS PATRIOTIC
AS A REGULAR ROTARIAN
HIS PURITY GONE PROPER
LIKE A VIRGINAL LIBRARIAN
WITH COUNTENANCE AS PIOUS
AS A GODLY SEMINARIAN
SUPPORTING GOD AND COUNTRY
WITH A FIST AUTHORITARIAN
HIS JOURNALISTIC LEANING
GOT A JOLT OF CONTRAVENING
NOW RESPECTABLE AND PREENING
WHAT A SWELL HUMANITARIAN!
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RUSHMORE
WON'T DO GOSSIP, WON'T DO DIRT
IT'S RIGHTFUL
GETTING TO THE TRUTH
I'M ACCURATE
WHAT WE NEED IS TRUTH
SO EVEN IF
IT AIN'T THE TRUTH--
WHAT'S TRUE IS TRUE
I'M FAITHFUL
GENUINE AND TRUE
IT'S BONA FIDE
NEVER LESS THAN TRUE
SO EVEN IF
THE TRUTH AIN'T TRUE--
THE HONEST TRUTH
IS YOU AND ME'LL BE SAVING THE COUNTRY
SAVING IT, ME AND YOU!

CHORUS
YES, NOTHING WILL COMPARE
WITH THE BROUHAHA AND EUPHORIA
ACROSS THE U.S.A.,
THEY'LL EVEN FEEL IT IN PEORIA
WHEN SHORTLY HIS REPORTING'S
READ FROM RENO TO ASTORIA
THE NATION WILL BE SINGING OUT
A HALLELUJAH GLORIA
HIS TEMPER ONLY RECENTLY
DYSPEPTICAL DYSPHORIA
NOW SUDDENLY A SUNNY
REVERIE PHANTASMAGORIA
HE'S WINCHELL RECOMMENDED
ROBERT HARRISON BEFRIENDED
HOWARD RUSHMORE, THE INTENDED
CONFIDENTIAL STATUS QUORIA!

RUSHMORE
So, how’s about you and me go save America together!
(looks at his watch)
Gee, it’'s after four. What say we trade coffee for
cocktails. Look out!

Rushmore exits in a swirl of anti-Commie MFX and
fond footage of Fascist armies in glorious
lockstep. Stage clears. Music segues into brash
nightclub dancing mode. Cool choreography with the
CHORUS takes us to:
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ACT ONE, SCENE 7 -- NIGHTCLUB

Bob and Jeannie at a table with Rushmore and one
of the TRIO or CHORUS playing FRANCES, his
beautiful, volatile, alcoholic wife, who’s already
had a few too many,and is slumped at the table,
barely conscious.

BOB
No, Howard, pleasure’s mine. A hundred percent.

RUSHMORE
(on his best behavior)
Well, Mr. Harrison, in all honesty, from my heart, I
appreciate your faith in me.

BOB
Call me Bob.

RUSHMORE
Bob. I want you to know, I'm the guy to have with you
in a foxhole. I'm the guy who’ll always come through.

BOB
Well, great! Fantastic thing to hear. So what do you
say we cut a rug!

RUSHMORE
Oh, we don’t really--

FRANCES
Howard can’'t dance. He just steps all over my feet.
Smashing ‘em. Wanna see?

RUSHMORE
Please forgive my wife. She’s not used to mixed
cocktails.

BOB
Don’t give it a second thought. Certainly not a third.

Bob and Jeannie take to the dance floor. They join
the CHORUS for an energetic dance. The joyful
dance number is juxtaposed against Rushmore and
his wife Frances still at the table.

Rushmore pinches her hard. She yelps.

FRANCES
What’s next, Romeo? Ya wanna hit me? Go ahead.

He is coldly furious -- now a polar (or bipolar)
opposite to the man he was with Bob.

RUSHMORE
Look: I may not like that oily, dumb huckster, or his
dirty little magazine, but for now, he’s the only thing
we got standing between us and the Salvation Army.
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FRANCES

Gotta love a man in uniform... One or two I got my
eyeballs on.

I'm so...

You too,

He slaps her hard across the face. Freeze. No
music. No movement. Nothing.

Bob and Jeannie, as well as the dancers, stand
perfectly still, without directly noticing or
acknowledging what Rushmore has just done.

Rushmore takes Frances in his arms and starts
sobbing. She'’s oblivious and reaches for her drink.

RUSHMORE
Sorry. I love you.
FRANCES
(slurs)
Loverman.

Rushmore kisses her again. Then downs his drink.
Then reaches over and downs the drink Bob left
behind. Then Jeannie’s. He pops a pill.

While the rest of the people on stage remain
frozen, Rushmore and Frances begin to dance. It’s
slow and savage. Their mutual need for one
another, coupled with their mutual disgust, is
embodied in their movements.

Once they exit the rest of the people on stage
come back to life. Focus on Bob and Jeannie,
dancing in smooth harmony.

JEANNIE

It's nice seeing you so happy. I been worried about ya.

BOB

Really? How’s that?

JEANNIE

Just, ya know, everything’s been so, kinda tense.

BOB

Baby, you got no idea how good it’s gonna be.

Really...

JEANNIE
5

With a smooth movement, he dances her off the
stage. The others clear as well, leaving Bob
alone, the stage settling into a starry night.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 8 -- BOB’S BEDROOM

Time to take an MFX breath -- just some lovely
soft light, beautiful bursts of color, then,
nothing at all.

Bob. In the dark. As the song progresses, MFX
corresponds to the lyrics -- but not in literal or
linear ways. This is a free-form dream...

SONG: COLORS AND LINES (BOB)

BOB
THERE'S BLUE... YELLOW... RED... BLACK...
ATTENTION TO INVENTION AND STYLE
I SEE IT ALL IN FRONT OF ME
LIVING, BREATHING
A WORLD OF COLORS AND LINES
MORE THAN JUST A HALF-REMEMBERED WHISPER
OR A SHADOWY EMBRACE
PAINT A RUMOR
DARK AND DANGEROUS
BUT IN THE EDGES
THERE IS ALSO GRACE
IN MY WORLD OF COLORS AND LINES
SUCH BEAUTIFUL COLORS AND LINES
COME DREAM WITH ME
RED, BURNING INSIDE A RING OF FIRE
YELLOW, BLAZING A PATH INTO THE SUN
BLACK, FALLING INTO AN ENDLESS NIGHT
BLUE, DROWNING IN SENSUAL DELIGHT
IMAGES THAT INSPIRE
WITH EACH AND EVERY HUE
SHIMMERING WITH DESIRE..
COLORS AND LINES
BOLD AND BEAUTIFUL
COLORS AND LINES
HOLDING NEVER-ENDING
COLORS AND LINES
YOU CANNOT LOOK AWAY
TAKE MY HAND, COME AND PLAY IN MY COLORS AND LINES
I'LL MAKE THE WORLD EXACTLY WHAT I WANT IT TO BE
A MILLION DOLLAR FANTASY
MY WORLD OF COLORS AND LINES
COME AND PLAY WITH ME

Still alone in the bedroom, Bob looks through a
pile of layouts. One catches his eye. MFX reveals
an article about the glamorous Marlene Dietrich.
HL: “Dietrich’s Many Loves.”

Bob sighs, unsatisfied. Bits of copy from the
article appear and disappear in various MFX,
phrases like, “...her unconventional friendship
with a rich heiress... adored by more than the
Boys in the Back Room...”

BOB (CONT'D)
(to himself)
It’s just... It’s not right. It doesn’t sing.
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He stays lost in thought, as, veiled in shadows, a
woman appears, her face barely visible, but her
curvy body and deep-throated voice unmistakable.

She is Marlene Dietrich herself. But we never see
her face clearly enough for the audience to get
distracted by trying to decide whether our actress
really looks like Marlene. This is true for all
recognizable celebrities throughout the show.

MARLENE DIETRICH
Bobby, tell Mama what’s wrong.

BOB
Nothing’s wrong. Everything’s a pip. But I'm just...
This isn’t special enough.

MARLENE DIETRICH
You want a special way of writing about my love life?

BOB
Nothing personal.

MARLENE DIETRICH
My love life is quite personal to me. I'm sure yours is
to you as well?

BOB
I just mean, I got no axe to grind. You’'re a goddess.
Anything you want to do, anyone you want to do it with,
well, Baby, that’s okay by me.

MARLENE DIETRICH
How comforting to know you approve of my choice of
sexual partners.

BOB
You don’t even mind me talking about the women?

MARLENE DIETRICH

So I sleep with women occasionally. Just call me... a
Baritone Babe... Is that all?

BOB
Well, I was thinking... I mean, if you don’t mind...

MARLENE DIETRICH
Spit it out, Darling. Just don’t make a mess.

BOB
What about that time you were, you know, dating that
Negro gentleman...?

MARLENE DIETRICH
Together we were a German Chocolate Cake with White
Coconut Frosting.

BOB
I like that. But, hey, wasn’t his last name “Duke?”
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She nods. Bob grins.

BOB (CONT'D)
So he was royalty!

MARLENE DIETRICH
(smiles and shrugs)
What the hell...

BOB
He was your Dark Duke. Black Baron. Ebony Earl.

She just laughs her throaty, sexy laugh, and fades
into the shadows. Bob gets busily, happily,
excitedly back to work as the stage becomes a
whirl of activity, sweeping him away.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 9 -- FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD

Fanfares. Is the President arriving? Maybe the
Queen of England? Whatever is going to happen,
it’s a very big deal. The music breaks into jazzy
uptempo glee.

Soon the stage is filled with the entire company.
This time it isn’t just the CHORUS and TRIO
providing the background, but all of the
characters, including Marjorie, Helen, Edith, and
Michael are part of the dance. At breaks in the
music, everyone calls out:

ALL
Hey! Have ya seen that brand new magazine? Well,
confidentially, it’s “Confidential!”

There have been lots of MFX images of things
“Confidential” earlier in the show, but now, it’s
fully formed.

ALL (CONT’D)
Hey! Have ya seen that brand new magazine? Well,
confidentially, it’s “Confidentiall”

The real deal. The cover of the very first issue:

“Showgirl Sells Shares in Self!” “Marlene
Dietrich’s Secret Baritone Babe Backstory!” *“Tab
Hunter'’s Lavender Lad Lovenest!” “Marlon Brando

and His Sepia Siren!”

ALL (CONT'D)
Hey! Have ya seen that brand new magazine? Well,
confidentially, it’s “Confidential!”

Bob enters, the Conquering Hero. As images and
movement continues, Bob goes into the dance,
working it with Jeannie, and with every other
female on the stage, including his sisters.

Freeze. Music changes. Everyone comes out of the
dance and segues into a posh restaurant vignette.
At every table, every single person is reading a
copy of “Confidential.” Then, once again:

ALL (CONT'D)
Confidentially, it’s “Confidentiall”

More dance, building in excitement and heat as
Walter Winchell comes back on the air, complete
with his staccato telegraph taps:

WALTER WINCHELL (O.S.)

Good evening Mr. and Mrs. America from border to border
and coast to coast and all the ships at sea. Let's go
to press. Today something happened that wasn’t at all
like what happened yesterday: “Confidential Magazine.”
Buy it. Try it. Wrap it up in a big blue bow and tie
it. Baby this is something big.
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ALL
Confidentially, it’s “Confidentiall”

More dance. Bob is ecstatic. Various characters
break from the choreography just long enough to
give updates:

HELEN
Bobby, we gotta go back to press. Two hundred and fifty
thousand copies -- every one of ‘em sold!

JEANNIE

Daddy! You won’t believe it! I got all these producers
and agents calling! Bobby, you’re making me famous!

EDITH
I don’'t care how exciting it is, Bob, you still need to
keep up your strength. Have another lamb chop.

MICHAEL
Uncle Bob? You think, well, like maybe you could show
me how to be more like you?

CHORUS #1
What’s his beef? All them stories about Hollywood
weirdos. Is Bob Harrison queer for queers?

CHORUS #2
I don’t know. But did you read the one about Liberace?

CHORUS #1
Not yet. What’s it say?!

CHORUS #3
I can’'t believe a girl like Ava Gardner would go with
that Sammy Davis, Jr.

CHORUS #4
Did you get the latest issue?

CHORUS #3
No. What’s it say?

CHORUS #4

Sammy ain’t the only walk on the dark side she’s
taking!

CHORUS #3
Jeez, next thing you know, Ava will be taking Dorothy
Dandridge for dancin’ and drinks!

MARJORIE
Uncle Bob?
BOB
(dancing, not paying much attention)
Hmm?

MARJORIE
Are you busy now?
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BOB
Well, kinda...

MARJORIE
It’s just, I want to tell you how--

BOB
Isn’t it great?! Isn’t it better than the best!

MARJORIE
Oh, absolutely, but I think it’s time we have a little
talk. I'm not just a pretty face. I’'ve got big ideas.

Freeze. Winchell is back.

WALTER WINCHELL (0.S.)

Hot and heavy, all the way from the Great White Way to
the hot-hot Hollywood Hills: Certain elements, you
probably know the ones I mean -- they’re fightin’ mad
about “ConfidentialLl!”. Screenland sirens and Hollywood
He-men at their finest, best, and out-of-contol WORST!

The FEMALE TRIO: DOROTHY, KIM, and LUPE; Sultry
African-American, Big, blonde White girl, and
fiery Latina. They embody a multitude of sensuous
stereotypes. They strut their sensational stuff.

SONG: MR. CONFIDENTIAL-REPRISE (BOB/TRIOS/CHORUS)

KIM
I'M YOUR WHITE HOT HONEY
PEROXIDED PEARL
I'M TRASHY, I'M TROUBLE
A FUN LOVIN' GIRL AT PLAY
YOUR BIG, BAD, BEAUTIFUL BLONDE BUFFET

LUPE
I'M YOUR TANGY TAMALE
TEQUILA CHA-CHA
YOUR MEXICAN SPITFIRE
CALIENTE AMOR, ES MAL
YOUR BIG, BAD, CHILI CON CARNE GAL

DOROTHY
I'M YOUR SEPIA SIREN
YOUR NUBIAN NYMPH
YOUR CHOC-O-LATE BON BON
I BET YOU GO LIMP FOR ME
YOUR BIG, BAD, BLACK AND TAN SYMPHONY

FEMALE TRIO
I'LL GIVE YOU THE TIME
THE TIME OF YOUR LIFE
I'M CROSSING MY HEART
I WON'T TELL YOUR WIFE
I'LL GIVE YOU THE TIME
I'LL GIVE YOU THE TIME OF YOUR LIFE

COMPANY
Confidentially, it’s “Confidential!”
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LEROY, ROD , and FERNANDO; African-American
charmer, White Rock Hudson he-man, and a Latin
Lothario, THE MALE TRIO, moves in, all husky and

musky.

LEROY
I'M YOUR AFRO-ADONIS
YOUR DANCING DESSERT
YOUR INKY COMPANION
WE'LL GO ON A DIRTY DATE
A CRIME, TOO-- SEXY TO SEGREGATE

ROD
I'M YOUR SUNNIEST SWEETHEART
YOUR DAZZLING DREAM
THE ONE TO HOLD HANDS WITH
THE GIRLIES CAN SCREAM AND CRY
A CRIME, TWO-- TIMING ‘EM WITH A GUY

CHUCK
I'M YOUR MASCULINE MAVERICK
COMMANDER IN CHIEF
YOUR HUGGABLE HE-MAN
A VERIFIED THIEF OF HEARTS
A CRIME, TO-- PERJURE MY PRIVATE PARTS

MALE TRIO
I'LL GIVE YOU THE TIME
THE TIME IS AT HAND
I'M CROSSING MY HEART
I'LL SWEAR ON THE STAND
I'LL GIVE YOU THE TIME
I'LL GIVE YOU THE TIME OF YOUR LIFE

BOB
TOP TITTER-TATTLE
CAT OUT OF THE BAG
A JUICY SECRET MAKING
CIRCULATION CLIMB
BOB MITCHUM HITTING THE SKIDS
JOAN CRAWFORD BEATING HER KIDS

COMPANY
BACK...

BOB
HEY, DID YA MISS ME?
COME ON AND KISS ME

COMPANY
JACK....

BOB
BEST BE BELIEVIN'
I'M GETTING' EVEN
WELL, I'M AS HOT AS CRACKER JACK

COMPANY
BIG BOBBY IS FRANK
BIG BOBBY IS SWANK

(MORE)
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COMPANY (CONT'D)
BIG BOBBY IS BOLD
BIG BOBBY IS GOLD

BOB
BIG BOBBY IS BACK AND BIG AS ROCKEFELLER
BETCHA THE HEAD OF THE PACK
SEE, BABY, I'M--
TOP OF THE LEADER OF
PICK OF THE WINNER OF j
CREAM OF THE MASTER OF CAFE SOCIETY
BANK BOOK IN THE BLACK
BIG BOBBY IS BACK!

Blackout. Huge blowups of “Confidential” covers
and stories appear. All hot and heavy, but soon
dominated by two kinds of stories: Gay/Lesbian
hijinks and mixed-race couples-- Pow! Music pops
into a hot rhythm as TRIOS and CHORUS enter,
chanting overlapping headlines that also overlap
the music:

ROD
"Did Barbara Stanwyck Go Baritone?!"

KIM
"Jeff Chandler Picks Polka Dots For His Prettiest Party
Dress! "

ROD
"Van Johnson’s Favorite Color: Lavender!"
LEROY
"Orson Welles Took a Bite Out of Eartha Kitt!"
DOROTHY
"Most Girls Go For the Gold, but Ava Gardner Goes For
the Bronze... with Sammy Davis, Jr.!"
FERNANDO

"Copper Cutie Calls Richard Burton a Canniball!"
MALE TRIO and MALE CHORUS as same-sex couples:
SONG: HICKS IN THE STICKS (BOB/TRIOS/CHORUS)

TRIOS/CHORUS
MARCHING TO A DIFFERENT DRUM
NO ONE EVER HEARS
EXCEPT A GUY CALLED BOBBY
THE CONFIDENTIAL BOBBY
WHO'S GOIN' QUEER FOR QUEERS

GAY GUYS
WE ARE THE LAVENDER LADS
BEEN PLAYIN' IT COOL
A PINK PAJAMA PARTY
WITH ONLY ONE RULE
GOTTA BE BIG AND BEEFY
AND GOOD WITH A TOOL
FOR LADS WHO ARE LAVENDER
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FEMALE TRIO and FEMALE CHORUS as same-sex couples:

LESBIANS
WE ARE THE BARITONE BABES
BEEN LOOKIN' AT YOU
COULD BE YOUR SUGAR DADDY
I GOT A TATTOO
GONNA MAKE YOU A MUSCLE
SO WHAT WILL YA DO-
FOR BABES WHO ARE BARITONES

GAYS/LESBIANS
WELL, IT'S A HOLLYWOOD STORY
NOBODY WAS TELLING
BUT NOW IT'S PERFECTLY CLEAR
HOW I BEEN GETTIN' MY KICKS
OH, THE HICKS IN THE STICKS
WILL PROBABLY NIX MY CAREER
BUT NOTHING ON ROCK HUDSON
NEVER ANYTHING
EVER, NEVER, EVER
NOT EVEN ONCE
NOTHING 'BOUT THE HANDSOME HUNK
IN A COMPROMISING POSITION
NEVER DRUNK
LIKE A MONK
WHAT A SHOCK
NO, WE NEVER, EVER, NEVER
GOT A PIECE
OF THE ROCK

Multi-racial couple configurations:

MULTI-RACIAL COUPLES
THESE ARE SOME DANGEROUS DAYS
WHY DON'T WE DISCUSS
YOU'RE NOT THE ONLY TARGET
HE'S CRAZY FOR US

GAYS/LESBIANS
WE'RE HIS SECRET OBSESSION
WE'RE PUTTING IT THUS

ALL
BIG BOB IS DANGEROUS

MULTI-RACIAL COUPLES
BRONZE AIN'T EVERYBODY'S TASTE
WHITE IS RIGHT FOR SOME
BUT DONCHA LOVE YOUR COFFEE?
THE DUSKY LURE OF COFFEE
THE MUSKY MAXTMUM

AFRICAN-AMERICANS
I AM THE COLOR OF LOVE
A DELICACY
ALLURINGLY FORBIDDEN
AND ON THE Q.T.
GONNA GIVE YOU A LESSON
(MORE)
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AFRICAN-AMERICANS (CONT 'D)
VANILLA CAN BE
TWICE AS FUN WITH CHOC-O-LATE

WHITES
YOU ARE THE COLOR OF LOVE
THE RIGHT RECIPE
AND I'M THE CREAM OF TARTAR
THE MILK IN YOUR TEA
I'M THE SALT IN YOUR PEPPER
VANILLA CAN BE
TWICE AS FUN WITH CHOC-O-LATE

Bob enters in:

BOB
WELL, IT'S A HOLLYWOOD STORY
NOBODY WAS SELLING
BUT NOW IT'S PERFECTLY CLEAR
I'M ONLY GIVING SOME KICKS
TO THE HICKS IN THE STICKS
IT HARDLY COULD NIX A CAREER

LESBIANS
WHEN YOU'RE A BARITONE BABE

GAY GUYS
A LAVENDER LAD

MULTI-RACIAL COUPLES
OR KINDA LIKE A ZEBRA

TRIOS/CHORUS
PUBLICITY'S BAD
AND THAT CONFIDENTIAL BOBBY
CONFIDENTIAL BOBBY
CONFIDENTIAL BOBBY

BOB
CONFIDENTIAL BOBBY

TRIOS
IS MAKING US MAD

BOB
LAVENDER LADS!
COLOR OF LOVE!
BARITONE BABES!
HEAVENS ABOVE!

TRIOS

BOBBY'S A BULLY
WHO'S GOTTA BE STOPPED!

Stage and music segue to reveal:
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ACT ONE, SCENE 10 -- BOB’'S OFFICE, HUAC HEARING
Two vignettes:

Bob begins working alone in his office; pumped,
but a little dreamy, whistling to himself, looking
through sketches, graphics, stories, and pix.

Rushmore is in with CHORUS playing McCarthy and
Roy Cohn. Rushmore stands in front of them,
ostensibly taking to them, though they are
actually behind him. He is very agitated.

RUSHMORE
Senator McCarthy, Roy, I just, I want the both of you
to know, that I haven’t left the fight. The Hollywood
garbage, that isn’t what I do. I mean, if I'm gonna
write about a queer, it’s gonna be about someone in the
State Department, someone threatening the security of
America! Hey, what’s the matter? Listen to me! Don’'t
you care about your country?!

MCCARTHY
Can’'t he just go away and leave us alone?

RUSHMORE
Remember when I was back in D.C. working with you guys?
You needed someone like me, and you need me now, you
need someone smart -- well smarter than you anyway --
which really isn’t saying that much.

ROY COHN
First he was a Communist. They hated him. Then he
joined up with us. We hated him even more.

RUSHMORE
(pops pill)
Just wanted you to know. The magazine isn’t going to
just be about Hollywood pap, not if I have anything to
say about it. I'm loyal to the cause. Red! White! Blue!

On Rushmore’s “Blue!” he and his vignette fade
away and Bob takes center stage with Marjorie
joining him in mid-conversation:

BOB

What about the boys?
MARJORIE

Babysitters. If worse comes to worse, boarding school.
BOB

You can’t send your kids away. It wouldn't be right.
MARJORIE

Family comes first.
BOB

They are your family. You’'re their mother.
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MARJORIE
But you were my family before they were, and way before
I got married. You were first. You see? Family first!

BOB
Things could get a little dicey. Some of these
characters, you wouldn’t wanna know from these people.

MARJORIE
But that’s what I keep saying. I do wanna know from
“these people.” And I've been making a few friends
myself. There’s this girl, calls herself a countess,
and she has this giant rock from the King of Egypt.
She’s got a list. It’s endless. Desi Arnaz. Burt
Lancaster. Tony Quinn. Frank Sinatra.

BOB
She sounds like a very nice girl.

MARJORIE
Oh, she is. She takes care of her sick mother, and she
has a daughter to boot.

BOB
But she’s got the goods?

MARJORIE
All it takes is a thousand bucks and a dream.

BOB
I think it would be fantastic. I mean it. But you're
sure you want to take all of it on your shoulders?

MARJORIE
You bet!

Drum beat. Photographers flash. Scene shifts and
Bob disappears. Marjorie faces out with applause
in the background.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Well, thanks! I just want to say that as the brand new
head of Hollywood Research for “Confidential” I plan to
be fair, honest, hard working, and fair. Oh, did I say
“fair” already? Yeah. Well, whatever...

Stage MFX goes glamorous. Club openings. Press
receptions. One-on-ones with the hottest celebs
and there’s Marjorie in the center of it all.
Music picks up. Helen, Edith, and Michael
approach. Proscenium-focused fugue:

EDITH
Marjorie, Dear, I was wondering if you wanted to host
Thanksgiving dinner this year...?

Marjorie throws her head back and laughs, as a
gaggle of guys enter:
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ACT ONE, SCENE 11 -- FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD

Marjorie goes into a dance routine with the gaggle
of guys. The Beautiful Star and Her Boys. Lots of
lifts and brouhaha.

MICHAEL
Um, Marjorie...? I don’t know if I should be telling
you this, but yesterday in the “Post,” well, they said
some things about you that aren’t very nice.

Pow! “Flame Haired Femme Fatale Digs For Dirt!”
The “Post” article, headline, and pix loom large
on stage. Marjorie keeps dancing.

MARJORIE
I'm just a wife and mother. Your basic girl next door.

HELEN
I'm proud of you, Honey. You're doing great for the
magazine. But we never see you anymore.

MARJORIE
(still dancing)
Leaving for the Coast tomorrow. At the Polo Lounge if
you need me. I’'ve got forty-two lunches booked over
twenty-nine days. I don’t know why, but everyone seems
to want to meet me!

As part of her choreography Marjorie starts
handing out money to a line of people, one after
the other. They are her “sources.” After every
line of dialogue, Marjorie gives the one who said
it a wad of cash and a kiss.

SOURCE #1
I spent the weekend with Dean Martin and a case of
scotch.

SOURCE #2
My cousin is Guy Madison and his mother used to be a
hooker.

MALE SOURCE #3
I swear. Elvis tried to get me in the feathers. But I'm
red-blooded. I don’t go for that kind of thing. Well,
not for free anyway.

SOURCE #4
I worked as a nanny for Joan Crawford. She’s really
nice actually.

SOURCE #5
I do Doris Day'’s pedicures. Her toenails are
disgusting.

Pow! Music accelerates, but Marjorie isn’t happy.
Dance continues, then she has a thought.
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A new line of sources forms. Mostly men. This time
the ideas are Marjorie’s. Some of the sources have
cameras, some have recording equipment, some
notebooks. She gives each of them a wad of cash as
she makes her requests:

MARJORIE
I don’'t just want these second-hand stories. Get
pictures of Gary Cooper and Anita Ekberg.

The source takes the cash, nods, and Marjorie
moves on to the next one.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Get Lana Turner on tape.

The source takes the cash, nods, and Marjorie
moves on to the next one.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Get Bob Hope’'s love letters.

The source takes the cash, nods, and Marjorie
moves on to the next one.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Show me where Bob Mitchum keeps his dope.

The source takes the cash, nods, and Marjorie
moves on to the next one.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Get the skinny.

The source takes the cash, nods, and Marjorie
moves on to the next one.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Get the scoop.

The source takes the cash, nods, and Marjorie
moves on to the next one.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
But whatever you do, don’'t get caught.

Music/dance continue. Bob enters and leads CHORUS
in syncopated, unison clapping for Marjorie.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
Uncle Bob! I couldn’t have done any of it without you!

BOB
Family first!

Bob and Marjorie dance. Winchell comes back again.
Telegraph typing taps. Music.



Mr. Confidential - 46

WALTER WINCHELL (0.S.)
Fourth day. Fourth month. And it’s what Hollywood
star’s Fourth marriage? Won'’t say the name, but she’s
suing “Confidential” And you know what? Right now I'm
gonna say “Fourth” for the Fourth time. Except truth to
tell, that last time made it Five! So sue me!

BOB
Marjorie baby, you’re the best!

Bob and Marjorie dance off as the rest of the
TRIOS and CHORUS shift into high gear. MFX mayhem:

SONG: COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED (TRIOS/CHORUS)

ATL
JIMMY DEAN SAW HIS DATE WITH DEATH!
JOAN CRAWFORD'S GOT A BRAWNY BARTENDER!
BOB MITCHUM IS THE NUDE WHO CAME TO DINNER!
ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS: NO BOOZE BUT PLENTY OF BABES!
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

CHORUS

(sung against HEADLINE CHORUSES below)
PUBLICATION CHANT:
AND A CREEPING SENSATION
IN A SCATTERING PATTERN
OF IDLE REVELATION
TITTER TATTERING INTO A GRUESOME CREATION
WITH A BATTERING SLATTERNLY
EVIL FLIRTATION
NOTHING CONFIDENTIAL SINCE CONFIDENTIAL ARRIVED
WITH A SWEEPING MIGRATION
OF APPALLING AND GALLINGLY
CARELESS SEMINATION
THE REALITY BOURNE OF A MORTIFICATION EVER MAULING,
BLACK BALLING NO CHANCE OF SALVATION
NOTHING CONFIDENTIAL SINCE CONFIDENTIAL ARRIVED

TRIOS
(against PUBLICATION CHANT above)
HEADLINES CHANT:
FRANK SINATRA’'S THE TARZAN OF THE BOUDOIR!
PAUL NEWMAN'S CUDDLESOME SHE WAS SECRETLY A HE!
HOMOSEXUALS CAN BE CURED!
JUDY GARLAND IS A DRUG ADDICT!

ALL
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

CHORUS
BURT LANCASTER: CIRCUS ACROBAT IN THE BEDROOM!
DOES DESI REALLY LOVE LUCY?!
CIGARETTES DO NOT CAUSE CANCER!
SEE THE GORGEOUS GAL IN GREGORY PECK'S BATHTUB!

ALL
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!
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FEMALE TRIO
RITA HAYWORTH'S KIDS ARE LIVING LIKE PIGS!
NEGROES MAY ELECT THE NEXT PRESIDENT!
MARILYN MONROE MAKES MUSCLE MEN HER MISSION!
CIGARETTES DO CAUSE CANCER!

TRIOS
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

ATL
DI FRASSO CHORUS:
WHO IS COUNTESS DOTTIE? NEVER HEARD OF HER
WHO IS COUNTESS DOTTIE? NOT A WORD OF HER
DOESN'T MATTER WHO SHE IS OR WAS
ATL WE KNOW IS ALL THE BUZZ

ATL MEN
MURDER IS AS MURDER DOES

ATLL. WOMEN
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

ALL
ROCK HUDSON CHORUS:

BUT NOTHING ON ROCK HUDSON
NEVER ANYTHING

EVER, NEVER, EVER

NOT EVEN ONCE

NOTHING 'BOUT THE HANDSOME HUNK
IN A COMPROMISING POSITION
NEVER DRUNK

LIKE A MONK

WHAT A SHOCK

NO, WE NEVER, EVER, NEVER

GOT A PIECE

OF THE ROCK

CHORUS
(against HEADLINES CHANT below)
PUBLICATION CHANT:
PUBLICATION, FLIRTATION... (ETC.)

TRIOS
(against PUBLICATION CHANT above)
WHEN LIZ IS AWAY, NICKY HILTON PLAYS!
ELVIS PELVIS HAS A DOLL-POINT PEN!
SKID ROW BUMS TRADE BLOOD FOR BOOZE!
MOVIE DRIVE-INS ARE TEENAGE PASSION PITS!

ALL
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

MALE TRIO
IS JOE MCCARTHY ANTI-SEMITIC? NO!

THE CASE OF THE TWO MISSING HUMAN HEADS!
THE LAVENDER SKELETONS IN TELEVISION'S CLOSET
DEAN MARTIN IS A MAMA'S BOY!
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ALL
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

FEMALE TRIO
WHY SINATRA KICKED LANA AND AVA OUT OF HIS BED!
THE CHIPPIE WHO MADE A CHUMP OF CHUCK CONNORS!
MARLON BRANDO AND HIS BACK-ALLEY CHEAP THRILLS!
ATHLETES MAKE LOUSY LOVERS!

TRIOS
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

CHORUS
(sung against PUBLICATION CHANT below)
DI FRASSO CHORUS:
WHO IS COUNTESS DOTTIE? NEVER HEARD OF HER (ETC.)

CHORUS (CONT’D)
(against DI FRASSO CHORUS above)
PUBLICATION CHANT:
PUBLICATION, FLIRTATION... (ETC.)

ATL
ROCK HUDSON CHORUS:
BUT NOTHING ON ROCK HUDSON (ETC.)

FEMALE CHORUS
(against PUBLICATION CHANT below)
WALTER WINCHELL AND THE COMMIE KISS OF DEATH!
WARNING! COFFEE CAN MAKE YOU FAT!
THE WIFE CLARK GABLE FORGOT!

CHORUS
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

MALE CHORUS
LANA TURNER SHARED A LOVER WITH AVA GARDNER!
BREAD WINNING MOVIE QUEENS PAY TO WEAR THE PANTS!
THE LOWDOWN ON THE ROCKEFELLER PAY-OFF!
BEWARE THE HAPPY-HOMO FRAME-UP!

CHORUS
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

FEMALE CHORUS
THAT NUDE NYMPHO BEATING DOWN THE DOOR OF HOMO HE-MAN'S
HOTEL ROOM WAS JOHNNIE RAY!
TONY CURTIS AND THE BACK-ALLEY BLONDE! OPERATION
HOLLYWOOD: CUSTOM TAILORED BOSOMS! THE CHIPPIE WHO MADE
A CHUMP OF CHUCK CONNORS!

CHORUS
COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO WAS MURDERED!

CHORUS (CONT'’D)
(against HEADLINE CHANT above)
PUBLICATTION CHANT:
PUBLICATION, FLIRTATION... (ETC.)




Mr.

ALL
DI FRASSO CHORUS

CHORUS
WE ARE THE SENSATION OF THE NATION
A NATIONWIDE SUCCESS
THE HIGHEST CIRCULATION
BIGGER THAN TIME, BIGGER THAN TV GUIDE
BIGGER THAN LIFE, BIGGER THAN LOOK
AND MISTER NORMAN ROCKWELL
YOU BEEN NATIONALLY FORSOOK

TRIOS
WE'RE BIGGER THAN YOU
BETTER THAN YOU
FIVE MILLION COPIES STRONG
WHAT'S SO WRONG?
SENSATION OF THE NATION
SENSATION ALL ALONG

MALE CHORUS
PUBLICATION CHANT:
PUBLICATION, FLIRTATION... (ETC.)

ALL
BUT TELL ME
PLEASE TELL ME
IN THE INTEREST OF FACTUAL INFORMATION
WHO THE HELL
WHO THE HELL

Confidential - 49

WHO THE HELL IS COUNTESS DOTTIE DI FRASSO!?2!?

Everyone turns back to look at gigantic multiple
images of the actual Countess Dottie Di Frasso,
now quite dead. Then a short moment of soft
reverence for the poor, doomed Dottie.

Blackout.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 12 -- BOB’'S OFFICE

Lights up on Rushmore, Bob, and Marjorie in the
middle of an argument. Rushmore is holding a bunch
of typed pages to which he refers.

Rushmore is all outrage and bitterness, with a
sidecar of pep-pill fidgets and mood swings.

RUSHMORE
(speeding his words, voice rising)
Commmie Couples in the U.N., Red Spies on Madison
Avenue, Pinkos at the Harvard Crimson, and the death of
Robert J. Oppenheimer's Bolshevik Beloved!!!

BOB
(cool as a cucumber)
Yeah. So?

Rushmore gets so mad at Bob’s cool reaction, he
flings all of the pages in Bob’s face. Bob doesn’t
flinch. But he doesn’t pick up the pages either.

MARJORIE
How many pills you had, Howard? How much booze?

RUSHMORE
How dare you talk to me like that. How very dare you! --
And you! BOB! How dare you kill my stories! All of ‘em
hard-hitting exposées, ripping the lids off honest-to-
God evil! Why? Why? Why do you hate freedom?!

BOB
I don’'t hate freedom.

MARJORIE
Grow up, Howard. Some stories work and some don’'t.

RUSHMORE
I don’'t need to be told “what works” by you.

MARJORIE
You need to be told by somebody.

RUSHMORE
You’re just a dirty little piece of--

BOB
What she’s got you couldn’t even spell, and what you’ve
got, you used to have.

RUSHMORE
Why are you doing this to me?! Are the stories badly
written?

BOB
No.

RUSHMORE
Badly researched?
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MARJORIE
Well--

BOB
You are quite the devil sometimes. One or two things
skirt the line; a little close to Defamation. But you
know what they say about close: Horseshoes, Atomic
Bombs, and-- Is there something else? Something where
it’s okay to be close but no cigar? I can’t remember.

MARJORIE
I can’'t think of anything either.

RUSHMORE
You can’t keep this information from the public!

BOB
The thing is:

Despite himself, Rushmore does the freeze-on-Bob
take along with Marjorie.

BOB (CONT'D)
The public doesn’t want it.

RUSHMORE
Yes they do! They’re just too stupid to know it.
BOB
Nothing personal, Howard.
MARJORIE
We get letters.
BOB

Readers want more Hollywood, less Pink. Well, your kind
of pink. They can’t get enough of my kind of pink.

RUSHMORE
Prove it.
BOB
(shrugs, presses intercom button)
Edith?

EDITH (O.S.-FILTERED)
Do you need something? You’re hungry. I’ll get you a
sandwich. Corned beef or tuna?

BOB
No, Doll. We’ll go to Lindy’s later. It’ll be great!

MARJORIE
I like Carnegie’s better.

BOB
What about the Stage? The do a dynamite brisket.

RUSHMORE
Stop talking about your damned lunch!!!
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BOB
Edith, do me a favor, bring in Howard’'s bag.

Beat. Bob is placid, giving nothing away, and
butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth. Marjorie just
smiles. Rushmore can barely sit still. Then Edith
comes in with a cup of hot tea.

EDITH
I know. Lunch later. But I thought a nice cup of tea
would be just the ticket.

BOB
You’'re fantastic.

RUSHMORE
WHAT THE HELL DOES HOT TEA HAVE TO DO WITH ANYTHING!!!
LETTERS!!! SHOW ME THE LETTERS!!!

EDITH
I don’'t think I care for your tone.

Rushmore screams in frustration. Edith sniffs,
then exits. Another beat. Rushmore is about to
burst. Edith returns along with Helen. Together
they drag in the biggest mail bag in the history
of the world. A behemoth. Bob rushes to help. They
swat him away.

HELEN
No heavy lifting, Bob! Remember what the doctor said
about your back.
(calls over to Rushmore)
But you! Howie! Get off your ass!

Rushmore does go over to help, but he is in a
state of shock.

HELEN (CONT'D)
And you want to know something from me to you? My
brother is a gentleman. He won’t tell you what I will:
Your work is sloppy. You’'re the main one keeping our
lawyers busy, and for so-called news that no one even
wants to read! Your articles are mean. You're always
drinking or taking God knows what.

BOB
Helen, that’s enough. Howard, she gets excited, you
shouldn’t feel bad about--

HELEN
Yes he should! And if he doesn’t make himself useful,
he’s gonna find himself fired.

EDITH
That’s right.

Rushmore turns and glares at Marjorie, daring her
to say something.
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MARJORIE
You can’t expect me to go against my own family.

Rushmore turns to Bob, eyes wild.

BOB
What can I do?

They leave Rushmore alone with his bag of letter.
Music segues.

SONG: AMERICAN MAN (Rushmore)

RUSHMORE
THESE GUTTER ACCUSATIONS KILLING ME
IT'S SLANDER FROM THE COMMIE FAMILY TREE
THE SABOTEURS' SECRET STRATEGY
IT AIN'T AMERICAN
A SOLDIER FIGHTING IN A HOLY WAR
AND TAKEN HOSTAGE AT THE DEVIL'S DOOR
I'LL GIVE THOSE DIRTY PINKOS WHAT FOR
'"CAUSE I'M AMERICAN
LOOKING DOWN THE BARREL OF A GUN
NO ONE TO TURN TO
NO PLACE TO RUN
THE TALE IS TREASONOUS
AND THAT'S THE REASON, US
PATRIOTS'LL GET 'EM
WE'RE GONNA GO AND GET 'EM
GOTTA GO AND GET 'EM, GET 'EM SON
I'M AMERICAN
SO AMERICAN
BE AMERICAN
ATLL AMERICAN
KEEPING GOD AND COUNTRY
OUT IN FRONT
HOW COULD MY DEVOTION
BE A STUNT?
I AM VOCIFEROUS
MY TOP LIP STIFFER, US
PATRIOTS'LL GET 'EM
WE'RE GONNA GO AND GET 'EM
US WARRIORS ARE
GOING ON THE HUNT
I'M AMERICAN, SO AMERICAN, BE AMERICAN, ALL AMERICAN...

Rushmore gets an idea. Then out to the audience:

RUSHMORE (CONT'D)
So, Big Bob. You and your witches want me to be useful
to your dirty little magazine? Okay. Watch me.

Music continues as all the CHORUS men and the MALE
TRIO enter, with a very, very long rope.

They tie Rushmore up, from foot to chest, leaving
him immobile. Then they gag him. Then they put a
blindfold over his eyes.

Blackout.
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ACT ONE, SCENE 13 -- FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD
In the darkness Wally returns:

WALTER WINCHELL (0.S.)
...and all the ships at sea. Any doubt ‘bout
“Confidential” hittin’ where it hurts? Ace reporter
Howard Rushmore, “Confidential’s” fair-haired crusader,
recently dropped everything and rushed out to Chicago,
hot on the trail of a Pinko Pasha heading up an anti-
American murder plot against a Big Brass Bigwig who
shall remain nameless. That was three days ago. No
one'’'s heard from the intrepid Rushmore since, and I
have it from J. Edgar Hoover personally, that the Feds
fear foul play. Mr. and Mrs. America. I like to keep
things all business. No heartstrings on my broadcast,
no-siree Bob. But I'm asking for your prayers here.
Asking you to pray to God that the Feds can bring Mr.
Rushmore home to safety.

In the last part of Winchell’s broadcast, a pin
spot follows Rushmore, alone, arms, legs, and
ankles bound, gagged, and blindfolded, hopping off
to the edge of the stage.

Triumphant music rises. Rushmore makes like
Houdini and frees himself. All conquering hero,
MFX, music, lights: Rushmore gives a press
conference to a ravenous pack of reporters and
photographers. Talk about cat with cream and
canary. Howie is one happy boy.

Bob is behind Rushmore, beaming for the cameras as
he comes up to pat him on the back.

Edith, Helen, Marjorie, and Michael stand off to
the side, watching the whole thing unfold.

BOB
What do you think of our hero, here! Tremendous!

Rhythmic, unison clapping.

RUSHMORE
(all bashful modesty)
I'm no hero.

CHORUS/TRIOS
(in rhythmic unison)
Of course you are a hero, Howie, tell us how it feels
to be a fearless defender of the law of the land.

RUSHMORE
A hero wouldn’t make do with a little thing like single-
handedly escaping from ruthless Red kidnappers. A hero
would’ve captured the bad guys too. Regrettably. These
villains are still on the loose.



Mr. Confidential - 55

BOB
You'’re not just any hero, Howard, you’'re an American
hero. Folks, Mr. Rushmore will be the cover story in
the next issue of “Confidential” with the blow-by-blow,
behind-the-scenes skinny on his terrifying ordeal.

Poses. Blinding smiles. Flashbulbs. Hubbub, hoo-
ha, and hullaballoo.

Off to the side, Bob’s family is none too thrilled
with all the attention Rushmore is getting.

CHORUS/TRIOS
(in rhythmic unison again)
Tell us will there be an extra order, with more copies
of the magazine printed up?

BOB
It’'s not about business, folks. Not about selling
magazines. Howard’'s story is too important to measure
with something as trivial as circulation figures.

RUSHMORE
(beaming and busting a gut)
One million extra copies of “Confidentiall”

CHORUS/TRIOS
Really?

BOB
It's true. Our usual print run of four million copies
will increase as of this next issue to five million.

RUSHMORE
We’'re doing it for America.

BOB
We're doing it for you.

Freeze. Bob and Howard are the only ones in motion.

RUSHMORE
(total 180, really snide)
Useful enough for you?

BOB
I've always been proud to have you on my magazine,
Howard. And this is a home run.

RUSHMORE
Commmie Couples in the U.N.?

BOB
Absolutely.

RUSHMORE

Red Spies on Madison Avenue?

BOB
Positively.
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RUSHMORE
Pinkos at the Harvard Crimson?

BOB
Yeah. But do me a favor. Leave out the one about Robert
J. Oppenheimer. Even if his beloved was a Bolshevik,
the poor guy’s in mourning.

They shake on it. Everything comes back to life,
with Bob and Rushmore resuming their public stance
of proud delirium. Music rises and Howard finishes
the song he started before his kidnapping:

SONG: AMERICAN MAN--CONT'D (RUSHMORE)

RUSHMORE
KEEPING LOYAL AMERICAN CITIZENS
SAFE IN LOYAL AMERICAN BEDS
BY SNIFFING OUT THESE GODLESS, EVIL-DOING REDS
IT'S JUST MY DUTY
AND BROTHER IT'S YOUR DUTY TOO
IT'S EVERYBODY'S DUTY

ALL
AMERICAN MAN, AMERICAN WOMAN, AMERICAN KID
FIGHTING FOR THE TRUTH THAT'S TRIED AND TRUE

RUSHMORE
I'M WATCHING YOU
GOD IS WATCHING YOU
'CAUSE... YOU'RE AMERICAN
SO AMERICAN, BE AMERICAN, ALL AMERICAN
BE AN ALL AMERICAN MAN!

While finishing the song, Rushmore leads everyone
off-stage except Bob. Once alone:

BOB
That little shit! Screw it. Let him have his little
moment in the sun. Bob Bob’ll get the last laugh,
‘cause I'm laughing all the way to the bank.

Bob segues into:



Mr. Confidential - 57

ACT ONE, SCENE 14 -- AIRPORT

Bob and Jeannie are flying off. The family gathers
to bid them good-bye.

EDITH
You promise to be careful? I mean, heavens! It’'s
practically the Jungle!

BOB
Relax. It’'s perfectly safe.

JEANNIE
Did Bobby tell you? We’'re going on safari with Travalli
himself. I found a darling safari outfit at Bergdorf’s.

BOB
It’s not Travalli, Honey, it’s Trujillo.
JEANNIE
Oh.
(practices)

“...cccchhhheee-ay. Tru-cchhee-uh...

HELEN
Well, I'm glad. It’'s about time you have a rest.

MICHAEL
Will ya bring me back something from the Jungle?

MARJORIE
Never mind bringing anything back for anyone. The
important thing is you get the R&R you need. And don't
worry about anything at the magazine. I'm on top of it.

BOB
Thanks. All of you. You don’t know what it means...
(he gets uncharacteristically misty)
You looking out for me, seeing us off like this...

JEANNIE
(still wrapped up in practicing, and
finally getting it right)
Tru-chee-oh...

BOB
You’'re just the best. Really. Not a single doubt about
it. I'm a lucky man.
(takes Jeannie by the hand)
I know Jeannie feels it too.

JEANNIE
Absolutely. Adios, Ameekas! Adios!

Happy hugs and kisses, some tears from Edith, and
a music segueway. Airline stairs appear from
nowhere out of the sky and Bob and Jeannie board.

As they walk up the stairs, the stairs rise,
taking them higher, spinning them off above.
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HELEN
I was thinking Lindy’s. Or do you want to go to
Carnegie’s?

MICHAEL
I like the salami at Carnegie’s.

EDITH
You like the showgirls at Carnegie’s. Marjorie, you
decide.

Family starts to exit.

MARJORIE
I don’'t care. I'm dieting.
EDITH/HELEN
What?!
EDITH

You’'re skin and bones as it is!

HELEN
What I could do if I had a figure like yours.

Then BAM. A giant tabloid cover, as large as the
one that opened the show, slams in.

THE NEW YORK JOURNAL-AMERICAN:

“Confidential” Publisher Gunned Down
in Dominican Jungle Love Triangle!

Edith screams and faints dead away, with Michael
barely catching her before she crashes to the
floor. The family is completely terrified.

SONG: DEAD OR ALIVE - PART 1
(MARJORIE/EDITH/HELEN/CHORUS/TRIOS)

MARJORIE/EDITH/HELEN
HE'S BEEN SHOT
SHOT IN THE JUNGLE

EDITH/HELEN
HE COULD BE SUFFERING
FROM A FUNGAIL INFECTION OR WORSE

MARJORIE
DON'T EVEN KNOW
IF OUR BELOVED BOB

EDITH/HELEN
BROTHER BOB

MICHAEL

UNCLE BOB



Mr.

ALL (INCLUDES CHORUS)
IS DEAD OR ALIVE
OH GOD, HE COULD BE DEAD OR ALIVE
NO, NOTHING COULD BE WORSE
ROBERT HARRISON
COULD BE EXTINCT

MICHAEL
HE'S BEEN SHOT
SHOT IN THE JUNGLE

EDITH/HELEN
PRIMITIVE GOVERNMENT
SURE TO BUNGLE THE MISSION

THE SEARCH--

MARJORIE
DON'T EVEN KNOW

ALL
IF OUR BELOVED BOB

EDITH/HELEN
BROTHER BOB

MARJORIE
UNCLE BOB

ALL

IS DEAD OR ALIVE
IT'S TRUE, HE COULD BE DEAD OR ALIVE
SAY A EULOGY IN CHURCH

MARJORIE/EDITH/HELEN
ROBERT HARRISON
COULD BE EXTINCT

MARJORIE
THE U.S. ARMY'S GOTTA GET INVOLVED
GET A PLATOON
OF FIGHTING BOYS
GET HIM OUT OF THE JUNGLE

EDITH/HELEN
HE HATES THE OUTDOORS

MARJORIE/EDITH/HELEN
OUT OF THE JUNGLE
AMERICA IMPLORES
KILL THE CARIBBEAN HOOLIGANS
AND BRING HIM HOME

ALL
BRING BELOVED BOBBY HOME

MARJORIE/MICHAEL
HE'S BEEN SHOT
SHOT BY A RIVAL

Confidential - 59
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MARJORIE
A PLAYBOY ENEMY
HIS SURVIVAL A QUESTION OF TIME

ALL
DON'T EVEN KNOW
IF OUR BELOVED BOB

EDITH/HELEN
BROTHER BOB

MARJORIE
UNCLE BOB

ALL

IS DEAD OR ALIVE

IT'S TRUE, HE COULD BE DEAD OR ALIVE
IT'S A CRIME

ROBERT HARRISON

COULD BE EXTINCT

EDITH/HELEN
WHERE ARE THE MARINES?
WHAT EXACTLY DO WE PAY OUR TAXES FOR?
IF THE UNITED STATES RELAXES
WHILE OUR BOBBY IS A PRISONER OF WAR

Reveal Rushmore in a phone booth.

RUSHMORE
Tell me everything your boys know about this Dominican
Republic business.

Edith, in another stage space, is on the phone
with Helen, Marjorie, and Michael listening in.

EDITH
(on phone)
We want answers!

The two phone scenes play out in separate spaces,
as CHORUS and TRIOS sing/talk/whisper the song’s
main theme in the background.

CHORUS/TRIOS
HE'S BEEN SHOT, SHOT IN THE JUNGLE... (ETC.)

RUSHMORE
From Hoover himself? On the level?
(shocked)
Huh.

EDITH
No! I will not hold! I will not wait! And I will not lower
my voice! I don’'t care if the President is asleep!

HELEN
(also gets on phone)
We don’t care if Mamie is hot to trot and has got Ike
tied to the bedposts! Get him!!
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Helen and Edith are outraged. Evidently the person
on the phone has hung up on them.

RUSHMORE
(on phone)
On the level? Even you don’t know if he’s dead or alive?

Everyone is back to the song now.

ALL
UNITED NATIONS GOT TO GET INVOLVED
GET A PLATOON OF FIGHTING BOYS

MARJORIE/EDITH/HELEN/MICHAEL
GET HIM OUT OF THE JUNGLE
HE HATES THE OUTDOORS
OUT OF THE JUNGLE
AMERICA IMPLORES

RUSHMORE
KILL THE CARIBBEAN HOOLIGANS!

ALL
AND GET HIM HOME
GET BELOVED BOBBY HOME
WHAT EXACTLY DO WE PAY OUR TAXES FOR?
IF THE UNITED STATES RELAXES
WHILE OUR BOBBY IS A PRISONER OF WAR

MARJORIE
IS HE DEAD OR ALIVE?

RUSHMORE
DEAD OR ALIVE?

ALL

TELL US, TELL US WHAT TO DO

THE PRESIDENT SHOULD ACT

IT'S A CERTIFIED FACT

WHEN THE ONE YOU LOVE COULD BE DEAD OR ALIVE
ALL YOU WANT TO KNOW IS THAT HE'S ALIVE

MARJORIE/EDITH/HELEN/MICHAEL
PLEASE GOD LET HIM BE ALIVE
HE HAS TO BE ALIVE
Blackout.

END ACT I.
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ACT TWO, SCENE 1 -- FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD

Lights up. Ticker tape parade time. Big Bob is
back. Better than ever. His arm in a sling, a
patch over one eye, and limping, but he’s alive.

Jeannie is on his arm, giving Bob her adoration,
looking like a million bucks, and happy at being
in the limelight.

Marjorie, Edith, Helen, and Michael are thrilled
but his sisters keep nervously fussing over Bob;
making sure he doesn’t fall and running
interference when people get too close.

Bringing up the rear is a none-too-pleased
Rushmore and his wife Frances. The whole Company
is on stage, cheering.

BOB
The thing is:

Stop, look, listen.

BOB (CONT'D)
It's fantastic! I couldn’t be happier to be home. And
to the man who shot me--

REPORTER
International Playboy and Aviator Dick Duncan?

BOB
Dick: No hard feelings. Get me?

REPORTER #2
Jeannie! Is it true Duncan shot Big Bob because of you?

JEANNIE
It’s just... It’s really too upsetting to talk about.
And it’s a private matter. Ya know?

BOB
Can't blame a guy for falling hard when its over a blue
chip baby like my Jeannie here.

REPORTER
Did’ja think you’d die in that Jungle, Bob?

SONG: DEAD OR ALIVE - PART 2 (BOB/COMPANY)

BOB
I WAS SHOT
SHOT IN THE JUNGLE
AND I WAS SUFFERING
FROM A FUNGAL INFECTION AND WORSE
(YOU) DON'T WANNA KNOW
HOW TERRIBLE IT WAS

EDITH/HELEN
HOW IT WAS



MARJORIE
WHAT IT WAS

JEANNIE
IT'S A MIRACLE HE'S ALIVE
OH GOD, THANK GOD HE’'S ALIVE

BOB
DIDN'T EVEN HAVE A NURSE
ON MY MOTHER'S LIFE

ALL
HE COULD HAVE DIED

FAMILY
HE WAS SHOT
SHOT IN THE JUNGLE
PRIMITIVE GOVERNMENT
SURE TO BUNGLE THE MISSION

MARJORIE/JEANNIE

BOB
AND I COULD NEVER KNOW IF I WOULD LIVE
WOULD HE LIVE
HOW TO LIVE

ALL

IT'S A MIRACLE HE'S ALIVE

BOB
WOULD HAVE BEEN A DRAG TO DIE
ON MY MOTHER'S LIFE

ALL
HE COULD HAVE DIED

Mr.
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Baskets of the Pega Palo vine are distributed as
Bob introduces his herbal discovery.

BOB

THE SILVER LINING, MY DISCOVERY:

A FLOWERING VINE

A MIRACLE FROM THE HEART OF THE JUNGLE

MEN
FOR MEN IN THE KNOW

BOB
DEEP IN THE JUNGLE

MEN
LIBIDO ON THE GO

BOB

TAKE THIS CARIBBEAN OFFERING
BECOME A KING

ATL
BE A CASANOVA KING



FAMILY
HE WAS SHOT
SHOT BY A RIVAL
JEANNIE
A PLAYBOY ENEMY
FAMILY
HIS SURVIVAL A QUESTION OF TIME
ALL
WE DID NOT KNOW
IF OUR BELOVED BOB
EDITH/HELEN
BROTHER BOB
MARJORIE/MICHAEL
UNCLE BOB
ALL
WAS DEAD OR ALIVE
JEANNIE

IT'S A MIRACLE HE'S ALIVE

ALL
OH GOD, THANK GOD HE'S ALIVE

BOB
I WAS LOOKIN' FOR A PRIEST
ON MY MOTHER'S LIFE
I COULD HAVE DIED

ATL
WHERE WERE THE MARINES?
WHAT EXACTLY DO WE PAY OUR TAXES FOR?
IF THE UNITED STATES RELAXES
WHILE A CITIZEN
IS A PRISONER OF WAR

BOB
THE SILVER LINING, MY DISCOVERY:
A FLOWERING VINE
A MIRACLE FROM THE HEART OF THE JUNGLE

ATL
FOR MEN IN THE KNOW
DEEP IN THE JUNGLE
LIBIDO ON THE GO

BOB

TAKE THIS CARIBBEAN OFFERING

ALL
BECOME A KING
BE A CASANOVA KING
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JEANNIE/MARJORIE/MICHAEL

WHERE WERE THE MARINES?
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EDITH/HELEN
WHAT EXACTLY DO WE PAY OUR TAXES FOR?

ALL
IF THE UNITED STATES RELAXES

FAMILY
WHILE A CITIZEN
IS A PRISONER OF WAR

BOB
WAS I DEAD OR ALIVE

JEANNIE
DEAD OR ALIVE

BOB

ALMOST GETTIN' EIGHTY-SIXED
A VICTIM HAS TO ACT
GOTTA FACE THE AWFUL FACT

BOB/JEANNIE
IF YOU OR YOUR LOVE
COULD BE DEAD OR ALIVE

ALL
ATL YOU WANT TO KNOW

BOB
IS THAT YOU'RE ALIVE

ALL
YES GOD, BOBBY IS ALIVE

BOB
I HAD TO BE ALIVE!

Right before the end, Rushmore starts to leave in
a huff, trying to drag Frances with him. But she
is enjoying celebrating Bob, and she resists
Rushmore. They struggle on the edge of the action.

Big finish. As the crowd disburses segue to:
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ACT TWO, SCENE 2 -- BOB'’S OFFICE
The family and Frances remain.
Bob jocularly approaches Rushmore.

RUSHMORE
Hail the conquering hero.

BOB
Can you excuse us for a minute, Frances, Honey? I want
a word with you hubby.

FRANCES
Sure, Bob. And, hey. Good to have you back.

He smiles broadly. She starts to leave but turns,
runs back to Bob and gives him a kiss. Then she
exits. Bob, still limping, moves away from his
family and Jeannie, his good arm around Rushmore’s
shoulder.

Bob’s family watches the two men, curious, trying
with no success to overhear.

BOB
Howard, Buddy, let’s rethink a couple of things about
our relationship. Oh, am I keeping you from anything?
This won’t take but a minute.

RUSHMORE
I know what this is. And no. You can’t cut my pieces. I
won’t let you. The whole country hangs in the balance.
Our freedom. My freedom.

BOB
I appreciate how you feel. But as of Monday morning,
“Confidential” is no longer in the business of
reporting on Communism.

RUSHMORE
You dirty, Pinko, rat--

BOB
I think it’s a pretty safe bet I'm not a Red.

RUSHMORE
You don’t want me to become your enemy.

BOB
I'm hoping we can work this out like friends.

RUSHMORE
I would never be friends with you.

BOB
Well. Never mind. Got some new things to talk to you
about. But it can keep ‘til Monday. A couple of
Hollywood stories.

(MORE)
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BOB (CONT'D)
Oh, and a new MGM picture shooting in Rome. Seems
Victor Mature is up to his ass in slave girls. In more
ways than one...

RUSHMORE
As of right now Howard Rushmore is no longer in the
business of reporting for Robert Harrison.

BOB
Your choice, Howard. Not mine.

RUSHMORE
Horseshit.

Rushmore exits. Family crowds around Bob.

MARJORIE
Did you just do what I think you did?

BOB
I got the bastard to quit. And you know what? At this
point, if Winchell doesn’t like it he can lump it.

EDITH
So much hubbub, and you’re just back. Honey, you're
really sure you’re okay?

He takes off the sling and tosses it away; removes
the patch sends it flying like a slingshot. His
limp disappears.

BOB
Me? I'm great!

His family just stares at him. They are very
upset. Jeannie is embarrassed.

BOB (CONT'D)
What?

Helen’s giving him daggers, but Edith is even more
upset. Suddenly Edith slaps Bob hard across the
face, with every ounce of strength she has. Then
she does it again.

Bob is beyond shocked.

BOB (CONT'D)
Edith...? What gives...?

Edith bursts into tears. Helen holds her shoulders
and takes her away. They are both absolutely,
sincerely gutted.

HELEN
Never in my life did I think I could say such a thing
to you, Robert Harrison.

BOB
Say what to me?
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HELEN
That you’re a bastard.

They exit.

Bob is even more shocked now. What Helen said
seems to have hit him harder than Edith actually
hitting him. He turns to Jeannie, Marjorie, and
Michael.

BOB
Am I nuts? What the hell is going on?

MICHAEL
Uncle Bob, we thought you were hurt. Or dead.

BOB
But I'm not! That’s great! Right?

MICHAEL
Well, yes, it’s great that you’re all right.

BOB
Then what’s the problem?

MICHAEL
We were really scared. Mom was out of her mind with
worry. I thought she was going to get on a plane, go to
the Jungle, and kill anyone who got in her way...

BOB
Now that would have been a story...

Michael doesn’t know what to say. Sadly he exits.

Bob turns to Marjorie. She hasn’t yet given a clue
as to how she’s feeling or what she’s thinking.

BOB (CONT’'D)
How ‘bout you, Doll. You wanna take a shot?

Marjorie comes right up to him. Still no clue
about what she’s thinking or what she might do.
She kisses him on the cheek.

MARJORIE
(evenly)
I'm really glad you’re safe.

BOB
Thanks!

MARJORIE
(without a lot of feeling)
And I'1l call the printers. What do you think? Five and
a half or six million?

BOB
Six and a half!
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MARJORIE
Done.

Face still a mask, she exits. Jeannie hugs Bob.

JEANNIE
Don’'t worry Sweetie. I could never be mad at you. Even
if everyone else is.

BOB
(irritated)
Nobody'’s mad. It was a just a shock. They’ll be fine
when the good news sinks in.
(peps himself up)
Think about it. Six and a half million. How high can we
go? Ten? Twenty?

JEANNIE
(gets serious)
Bob, maybe you should... I mean, maybe if we--
BOB
What?
JEANNIE

(shakes it off)
Oh, nothing, just wondering whether we should go to
Morocco or the Stork. What do you think?

BOB

No dinner. You've got rehearsal.
JEANNIE

I do? For what?
BOB

Television!

Brash musical segueway takes us to:
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ACT TWO, SCENE 3 -- ED SULLIVAN SHOW

Jeannie 1s on the “Ed Sullivan Show” with the
FEMALE TRIO doing backup.

Their studio set is an ersatz exercise in
Jungle/Tropic/Latin fusion.

SONG: PEGA PALO (JEANNIE/FEMALE TRIO)

JEANNIE
(spoken)
Pega Palo! Pega Palo!! The vine that makes you veer-
ile! The opposite of steer-ile!

JEANNIE/FEMALE TRIO
HAS YOUR BRIGHT LITTLE HUBBY
GOTTEN GRUBBY AS A LUMP
IS HIS PASSIONATE PERSISTENCE
IN A MONUMENTAL SLUMP
JUST A PINCH OF PEGA PALO
AND HE'S RIGHT BACK AT THE PUMP
PEGA PAILO
AY! AY! AY! AY!
GO GET A CLUMP

JEANNIE/FEMALE TRIO (CONT'D)
CHORUS :
PEGA PALO, PEGA PAIO
CASANOVA WILL CRAVE A CONCUBINE
PEGA PALO, PEGA PALO
THE VINE THAT MAKES YOU VIRILE IS DIVINE
IS HE LIGHT IN THE LOAFERS
BURLY CHAUFFEURS ARE HIS THING
ARE YOU SEARCHING FOR ASSISTANCE
SO HIS ZITHER ZIPS YOUR ZING
JUST A PINCH OF PEGA PALO
AND YOUR ROMEO WILL RING
PEGA PALO
AY! AY! AY! AY!
YOU ARE THE KING
REPEAT CHORUS

JEANNIE
Muy mas magnifico, this vine is los terrifico!

FEMALE TRIO
Ay! Ay! Ay! Ay! Ay!

JEANNIE/FEMALE TRIO
IS YOUR BIG MAJOR-LEAGUER
‘BOUT AS EAGER AS A PRIEST
NEED A SYMPATHETIC HAND TO
GET HIS HANKERINGS INCREASED
JUST A PINCH OF PEGA PALO
FAMINE'S SUDDENLY A FEAST
PEGA PATLO
AY! AY! AY! AY!
NOW HE'S A BEAST
HE'S A PRIG GOING PRICKLY
(MORE)
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JEANNIE/FEMALE TRIO (CONT'D)
LOVE IS STRICTLY COMATOSE
AND HIS CHRONIC LACK OF INTEREST
LEAVES YOU MOUSY AND MOROSE
JUST A PINCH OF PEGA PALO
AND YOUR GUY GOES GRANDIOSE
PEGA PALO, GRACIAS!
AND ADIOS!

Things go very dark. Music goes noir while the
sets shift, the girls exit, and Marjorie, stealthy
as a big game cat, edges through the inky shadows.
While that’s going on, Winchell:

WALTER WINCHELL (0.S.)

..what’s a gardener to do? Bob Harrison’s big push to
make his Miracle Jungle Vine the All-American he-man’s
secret weapon hits a nasty patch of weeds! Moral mavens
are callin’ the whole thing “Obscene.” This reporter
wonders what All-American females think about that!
Cherchez la femme, folks, look out for those women!

Blackout.
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ACT TWO, SCENE 4 -- DARK ALLEY

Lights come up a bit, but things are still murky.
Marjorie meets up with FRANCESCA, a dangerous
brunette with a thick, though rather
indeterminate, foreign accent.

MARJORIE
What the hell is so important you drag me out in the
middle of the night, to the middle of nowhere, in the
middle of the week?

FRANCESCA
I want not to be seen.

MARJORIE
Don’'t kid a kidder. You live to be seen.

FRANCESCA
No. Not with what is this. It’s too big.

MARJORIE
Enough with the cloak and dagger. Get to the point.

FRANCESCA
I am learning of something you want.

MARJORIE
Can you be more specific, Sweetheart? I want a lot of
things from a lot of people. A girl can’t keep track.

FRANCESCA
Rock.

MARJORIE
Hudson? We have an arrangement. Universal feeds us the
goods on every other star on the lot. And we let Rock
gets his rocks off without getting ink. So?

FRANCESCA
That is not the Rock I mean. This is another Rock. A
Rock to make you sorry.

MARJORIE
Don’t even think about threatening me.

FRANCESCA
No, no! There is nothing like that, please...
I came to warn you about this threat, not to make
threat. I would never--

MARJORIE
That’s good.

FRANCESCA
But I... I am desperation.

MARJORIE

Jeez. We’'ve paid you twenty six grand this year
already. I looked it up before I left.
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FRANCESCA
My mother could die.
MARJORIE
_ (dryly)
Shocking.
FRANCESCA

No, is true. Operation. So much money.

MARJORIE
Francesca, I'm cold. My feet hurt. I'm sorry about your
mom, but what are you peddling?

FRANCESCA
There is a plan. They call it Rock. Perhaps that is a
kind of code word?

MARJORIE
You'’re not making any sense.

FRANCESCA
My new boyfriend, he is a policeman.

MARJORIE
You're with someone who isn’t famous? Now that'’s news.

FRANCESCA
Please. I am seriously. Many of his workers, other
policeman I mean, they are part of it. There are men,
powerful government men, business men... They have a
plan. They call it Rock. Something to do with a song...
Ages of Rocks? One of these men, he teaches the Sunday
schools.

MARJORIE
Francesca--

FRANCESCA
They have many policeman watching! When they are having
instructions for watchers they make messages. Rock.
“Rock is watching Robert Harrison on 47th Street.”
“Rock is with the Marjorie outside Stork Club.” They
watch. Watch all of us.

MARJORIE
(turns to leave)
I appreciate the effort. But that is not news. It’s not
even interesting.

FRANCESCA
How can you say that? These men, they look for the way
to destroy you, with a spinning web.

MARJORIE
Ever since I can remember there’s been someone wanting
to shut Uncle Bob down. Now they want to shut me down
too. A person learns to live with it.

73
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FRANCESCA
But it is more. They are putting together a plot. With
these police. I don’t have yet all of the
information... But for you I can get this, I know it.
But... It is just...

MARJORIE
Your mother.

Francesca nods. Beat. Marjorie opens her purse and
takes out an envelope. She holds it out to
Francesca, but then quickly draws it back before
Francesca can grab it, almost teasingly.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
We don’t pinch pennies. We’re not those kind of people.

FRANCESCA
No. Of course. I have the appreciation for the generous
Bob and the generous Marjorie--

MARJORIE
It’s not generosity. It’s business. We pay for what we
get, because we expect what we get to be worth it. I'm
going to trust you.
(gives her the envelope)
Don’'t make me regret it.

FRANCESCA
Thank you.

Francesca turns to leave. Softening, Marjorie
calls out to her.

MARJORIE
I hope she’s okay.

FRANCESCA
Hmm?

MARJORIE
Your mother.

FRANCESCA

That is right. My mother. So very sick.

Francesca disappears into the dark. Marjorie
laughs. Then a hard SMACK! It’s a cop. Another
SMACK! Billy club to palm. The officer is stern,
hot, and more than a little threatening. Music
goes savage.

DANCE: MARJORIE AND HER MEN IN BLUE

The cop heads for Marjorie. She counters the
advance, blocks him, urges him forward, forces him
back. Another cop joins the dance, then more. It'’s
sexy as hell and all about power.
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The cops want to overpower her. In some moments
she wants to be overpowered. In others she goes
for the jugular. In the end, Marjorie gets her
man. But then, as all dances do, it fades away,
nothing but a dream...

Alone, Marjorie stands stock still. Then:

Helen, Edith, and Michael appear from darkness.
The speak from behind her. Marjorie stays facing
front. Edith holds a large manila envelope. She
pulls bundles of money from it.

EDITH
I wasn’'t prying.

HELEN
She wasn’t.

EDITH

I was at your place tonight, fixing dinner for Fred and
the kids.

HELEN
Remember them? You got a husband. Kids.

MICHAEL
(under his breath)
A brother...

EDITH
After dinner I tackled the kitchen. It needed a good
cleaning, some organization.

Marjorie speaks face front, not looking back at

them.

MARJORIE

The girl comes in to clean every day.
EDITH

She’s a lovely person. Thorough she’s not.
HELEN

That’s not the issue. Marjorie, this is a lot of money.
MARJORIE

Sources.
EDITH

I'm not a dummy. I know we pay for information. But I
do the books. Where did this money come from? I can’'t
account for any of it.

MARJORIE
You don’t need to know about everything I pay for.

HELEN
What is Bob making you do?!
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MARJORIE
Bob? What’s he got to do with it?
HELEN
Well, I--
MARJORIE

Do yourself a favor. Butt out. It’s none of your
business.

She exits. Music segues. The dark alley transforms
into:
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ACT TWO, SCENE 5 -- BOB'S OFFICE

Edith, Helen, and Michael come together, unhappy
and unsure of what to do.

SONG: ONE OF T HE FAMILY-REPRISE (EDITH/HELEN/MICHAEL)

EDITH/HELEN/MICHAEL
WHEN TOMORROW COMES
FOR A GIRL IN HER POSITION
DEFENSELESS LITTLE THING
WHO'S BARELY TAKEN WING
MARJORIE'S A NICE GIRL
ONE OF THE FAMILY
A NICE GIRL
PART OF MY FAMILY
BUT NOW IT'S REALLY NOT MY BUSINESS
WHEN TOMORROW COMES
FOR A BOY IN HIS POSITION
A WAYWARD LITTLE GUY
THE APPLE OF OUR EYE
BOB'S A NICE BOY
ONE OF THE FAMILY
A NICE BOY
PART OF MY FAMILY
AND NOW IT’S REALLY NOT MY BUSINESS
STILL, IF YOUR CHICKENS COME HOME TO ROOST
WHEN THE MIDDLE HITS THE BOTTOM
OF THIS TERRIBLE MESS
I'LL MAKE IT MY BUSINESS
EVEN THOUGH YOU HAVE IT COMING
I'LL MAKE IT MY BUSINESS
SEE, I KNOW, YOU HAVE IT COMING
YOU ARE A NICE GIRL
YOU ARE A NICE BOY
WE’'RE A SIMPLE FAMILY, NOTHING LESS
JUST AN ORDINARY FAMILY
NOT ANYBODY’S BUSINESS
AN ORDINARY FAMILY
NO MUSS
HUSTLE AND BUSTLE
BUT NO FUSS
WE'RE A FAMILY
KNOWING NO ONE’S BUSINESS
NOT US

As they exit, music goes edgy, dark.
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ACT TWO, SCENE 6 -- FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD

MFX is all about big government guys, Hollywood
stars, and showbiz bigwigs taking shots at
“Confidential,” featuring any number of accusers:

Maureen O'Hara, Liberace, Tab Hunter, Attorneys
General, the Senate, the I.R.S., and the Police.

A clump of CHORUS/TRIO members enters, shoulder-to-
shoulder in a tight circle. They move as one mass,
footsteps tiny, made impossible by how tightly they
are packed together. When characters have dialogue,
they turn and step away long enough to say their
lines, then they immediately return to the clump.

CLUMP PERSON #1
Rock of Ages?! What were we thinking?

CLUMP PERSON #2
This is a mission with global, Biblical implications!
If we do not stand by the Rock of Ages, we do not stand
by Jesus himself!

CLUMP PERSON #1
Yeah, well, Jesus is a great guy and all, but if the
Attorney General finds out we’re doing this together he
can charge us with conspiracy.

CLUMP PERSON #3
I'm Attorney General. Conspire all you want.

CLUMP PERSON #4
The M-G-M Lion salutes you, sir. We all chipped in.
Got a war chest. A half-million bucks. Detectives.
Cops. Hookers. Pay whatever it takes. Get Bob
Harrison. And make his damned magazine disappear.

CLUMP PERSON #5
He dishes it hot and heavy. Wonder how he takes it.

CLUMP PERSON #3
Don’'t forget the niece.

CLUMP PERSON #5
Va-Voom! A Flame Haired Femme Fatale if you ask me.

CLUMP PERSON #4
Hey that’s good. Did you make that up yourself?

CLUMP PERSON #5
Nah. I read it in the “Post.”

CLUMP PERSON #3
Call her whatever you want. Put her in prison. Feed her
to a tank of tiger sharks. I don’t care. As long as
she’s stopped.

Francesca emerges from the clump. We didn’t know
she was there.
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FRANCESCA

You see, Marjorie, I tell it the truth! Is dangerous,

what they are to doing with you. These men--

CLUMP GLAMOR GIRL
And women. The lies they’ve printed about me! You
wouldn’t believe!

CLUMP PERSON #3
Sue for libel. I’'1ll help you.

CLUMP GLAMOR GIRL
I can’'t. Everything they printed is true.

FRANCESCA
Many things I hear, terrible things... But Marjorie,
is my mother, again, so sick. The bills are so high.

CLUMP PERSON #4

If not Libel then Obscenity. Encouraging immoral
behavior.

CLUMP PERSON #6

it

I wonder if I can play “Bob” when the studio turns this

whole thing into a movie.
Surprise! Rushmore emerges from the clump.

RUSHMORE

Here’s a Rock for the Ages: Harrison is a chiseler, a
liar, pornographer, extortionist and thief. And I can

prove it.
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In one motion, everyone in the clump turns to him

in happy surprise, breaking formation.

RUSHMORE (CONT'D)
Any questions?

Rushmore and the Clump exit.

Then: New York comes alive. MFX is all about neon,

chaser lights, night clubs, and glitz. Bob and

Jeannie are in a really fast dance. She'’s getting
a little out of breath, but he’s all concentrated

energy and focus.

The music is really loud, and between CHORUS and
whatever we get from MFX, it sounds like tons of

people are talking at once.

BOB
Baby, I could go all night!

JEANNIE
(has to sort of shout to be heard)
It’s just, Bob, we never had any dinner.

BOB
Hungry?
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JEANNIE
Really hungry. Practically starving to death.

BOB
To death?! Fantastic! When they find you, all you’ll be
is a pile of bleached bones.

JEANNIE
How could anyone bleach their bones? Wouldn’t they be
dead already?

BOB
(quick-fire, and not so nice)
Desert. Cow. Dead. Sun. Bones. Bleached. Get me? Keep
up. Where d’ya wanna go?

JEANNIE

Home.
BOB

But starving! Bleached bones. What happened with that?
JEANNIE

I thought maybe I could cook. I’'ve been practicing.
BOB

Nah! That’s for the Hoi and the Polloi.
JEANNIE

What?
BOB

Eating at home. Squaresville! Pick a place, 21, Colony,
Stork, Voisin, Luchow, the Tea Room, whaddaya want?

JEANNIE
I want to cook.

BOB
Then go home. Cook. Bye.
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Abruptly, he pulls away, leaving her on the dance

floor alone. She runs after him.

JEANNIE
The Colony! Let’s go there!

He stops. Looks back at her.
JEANNIE (CONT'D)
I'm a lousy cook. I just thought, being home, you could
relax a little.

His mood turns peppy again.

BOB
That’s okay, Doll, I’'ll relax when I'm dead.

He twirls Jeannie about a million times on the
dance floor.
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Edith and Helen appear, in their own light, their
own little universe, not engaging directly with
Bob. Music and conversation from nightclub cuts to
half-volume. But Jeannie just keeps twirling
around and around, as fast as he can keep her
turning. She and Bob are in their own world.

HELEN

Bob! You gotta stop! All of it. Call everything quits.
I'm saying so because I love you.

EDITH

I'm sick with worry.

HELEN

Sick as a dog. A dog you put down at the vet.

EDITH

Please, Bob, stop!

You stop.

Suddenly, Bob snaps angrily out of the dance,
leaving Jeannie to spin out of control to the
ground. Bob breaks through the illusion of the two
separate stage universes and confronts Edith and
Helen directly.

BOB
(almost growling)

He stomps off stage. Jeannie quickly gets up from
the floor. She looks over at Helen and Edith.
Their eyes meet. Jeannie gives a little shrug,
then runs after Bob.

Once the sisters exit the entire stage is engulfed
by one single word:

INDICTED!!!

Marjorie runs on stage, alone, hysterical -- the
music urgent and intense.

MARJORIE

Bob! Uncle Bob!

BOB!!!

(almost screaming)

Music cuts out at the exact same moment as a light
effect makes it seem like about half of the stage
lights explode and go out.

Beat. Bob enters. Saying nothing. Look at
Marjorie. She is breathing hard. Holding his gaze.
Refusing to look away. Another beat. Marjorie’s
hysteria is turning to cold anger.

MARJORIE (CONT'D)

I'm not going to prison. Not even for you.
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He looks away first. She exits. Music segues to:
SONG: FOUR AND TWENTY KARAT (BOB)

BOB
SMALL TIMER
SMALL DREAMS
REGULAR SLOB
WITH A REGULAR JOB
FUMBLIN' AND BUMBLIN'
A MISERABLE BLOB
EAT MY DUST
IT'S BOB OR BUST
'CAUSE BABY WHATEVER I GOT IS A MUST
I'M SOLID FOUR AND TWENTY KARAT
I'M SOLID GOLD
SAD CASES, SAD SACK
REGULAR JERK WITH A REGULAR SMIRK
DULLER, NO COLOR OR NOTABLE QUIRK
TAKE A HIKE
WE AIN'T ALIKE
'CAUSE BABY WHATEVER I PITCH IS A STRIKE
I'M SOLID FOUR AND TWENTY KARAT
I'M SOLID GOLD
BETTER KEEP IT ON MY GOOD SIDE
I'M TAKING NAMES
I'M KEEPING SCORE
IF YOU WANNA PICK A FIGHT
BELIEVE ME
IT'S A SURE BET
I WILL MAKE WAR
GO, GO GUNNIN' FOR ME
TAKE A PUNY POT-SHOT
BUDDY BOY YOU'VE NOT GOT A CLUE
TRY, TRY TEARIN' ME DOWN
TRY IT AND I'LL BRING YOU TO YOUR KNEES
I DO WHAT I PLEASE
HEY LOSER, HEY DOPE
REGULAR CHUMP IN A REGULER SLUMP
HARRIED, YOU MARRIED SOME HORRIBLE FRUMP
TO COOK AND CLEAN
NOT HOW I LEAN
'CAUSE BABY AIN'T NEVER MY USUAL SCENE
I'M SOLID FOUR AND TWENTY KARAT
I'M SOLID GOLD
BETTER GET BACK ON MY GOOD SIDE
I'M TAKING NAMES
I'M KEEPING SCORE
IF YOU WANNA PICK A FIGHT
BELIEVE ME
IT'S A SURE BET
I WILL MAKE WAR
I'M TREATIN' 'EM MEAN
AND KEEPIN' 'EM KEEN
I'M SOLID FOUR AND TWENTY KARAT
I'M SOLID GOLD

Blackout.
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ACT TWO, SCENE 7 -- COURTROOM

Seconds later lights come up on complete
pandemonium.

“The Trial of 100 Stars!”

People and set pieces are everywhere, shifting,
getting crammed into places where they don’t fit.
Staging and MFX make it feel like tons and tons of
people are on stage.

Four areas emerge, all of them fluid and
changeable: DEFENSE, PROSECUTION, JURY, JUDGE

DEFENSE: Bob and Marjorie are with ARTHUR CROWLEY,
their attorney. Marjorie is in a shirtwaist dress,
buttoned up to her Peter Pan collar. She looks
like a completely different woman.

BOB
(aside to Marjorie)
Wow. Some dress.

DEFENSE ATTY CROWLEY
Doll, ya did good. Just the way I want you to look.

MARJORIE
I'm so virginal, I don’t know how Fred and I had kids.

BOB
Maybe there was a Star in the East.

MARJORIE
Yeah, Suzy Wong.

DEFENSE ATTY CROWLEY
You bought more like it? Enough for the whole trial?

MARJORIE
I got a million.
(off Bob’s slick suit)
How come he gets to look human?

DEFENSE ATTY CROWLEY
Ah, that’s different. People don’t judge men the same
way they judge women.

MARJORIE
(deadpan)
Really? I never heard that before.

BOB
Come on, Honey, ya look swell! Aces!

MARJORIE
Who’d a thunk it? Me! In a Peter Pan Collar!
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The rest of the family surrounds them, best faces
put forward. Whatever tensions that exist between
them are not at all apparent.

PROSECUTION: D.A. MALONE and a couple of minions
are with Howard Rushmore.

JURY: It’'s a floating pool of people. There will
never be enough CHORUS to put twelve in the jury
box all the time. The total number will have to

ebb and flow based on what’s going on during the
trial, and which group is in the spotlight.

JUDGE: JUDGE NELSON BLANDINGS has his own judge’s
bench, which can move anywhere on stage it needs
to be to make different moments in the trial work.

Before everyone settles, Bob nudges Marjorie and
whispers in her ear. They both look at Rushmore.
She hesitates. Then nods. Bob and Marjorie go over
to Rushmore. He is shocked to see them
approaching, and ignores Bob’s outstretched hand.

BOB
No reason not to come over and say hello.

MARJORIE
Hello, Howard. How'’s your wife Frances?

Rushmore is enraged. But he doesn’t say anything,
just turns and walks away. Bob nods at Marjorie
and smiles. They head back to their area as the
Judge moves to address the court.

BAILIFF
Honorable Nelson Blandings. Please rise.

A blinding number of flashbulbs pop.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Enough of that! ORDER! I have two things to say and I'm
only going to say them once. First: I demand respect
for the Law and for my Court. Second: The defendants
are accused of Publishing Materials of an Obscene
Nature and of Criminal Conspiracy to Commit Libel. It
is our Sacred Duty in the Interest of Justice, to leave
aside our own, God-fearing, Christian morals, in order
to pass fair and impartial judgment on this filth.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
People submit the following “Confidential” articles as
examples forming the basis for the charges.

Quickly, CHORUS breathlessly recounts the
headlines and charges, overlapping them:

CHORUS #1
“Pega Palo: The Vine That Makes You Virile!” Obscenity!
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CHORUS #2
“The Navy'’s Man-Hungry V.D. Menace!” Obscenity!

CHORUS #3
“Don’t Take Those New Abortion Pills!” Obscenity!

CHORUS #4
“Uncle Sam Collects Tax from Prostitutes!” Obscenity!

CHORUS #5
“The Joe Who Said No to a Tussle with Jane Russell!”
Obscenity and Libel!

CHORUS #3
“Ava Gardner and Lana Turner’s Bloody Battle Over Sepia
Sammy Davis, Jr.!” Obscenity and Libel!

CHORUS #1

“Errol Flynn and His Secret Two-Way Sex Mirror!”
Obscenity and Libel!

CHORUS #5
“Tt Was the Hottest Show In Town When Maureen O'Hara
Cuddled in Row 35 at Grauman's!” Obscenity and Libel!

CHORUS #4
“Dorothy Dandridge Goes Gaga in the Grass for Brawny
Band Leader!” Obscenity and Libel!

CHORUS #2
“Liberace’s Theme Song Should Be Mad About the Boy!”

CHORUS #1,2,3,4,5
(together)
Obscenity! Libel! And Downright Preposterous!

Focus in on Bob and Marjorie aside. She’s actually
very worried.

MARJORIE
Bob, tell me something to make me feel better.
Anything. Even if it’s a lie.

BOB

No worries Kid, I promise. We’'re in a great position.
MARJORIE

How do you figure?
BOB

We got Truth, Justice, and the First Amendment on our
side. It’s a prime puh-zish!

MARJORIE
Puh-zish? Did you make that up for a magazine headline?

BOB
Natch!
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During the trial the fluidity of the songs, music,
settings, choreographed movement, character action,
and MFX imagery converge —-- giving us a clear sense
of where our attention should be at any given
moment, but things are always on the move.

SONG: PRIME PUH-ZISH (COMPANY)

Prosecutor Malone is very stern, and he shakes his
finger in the faces of the Jurors a lot.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
THERE IS A PLAGUE
ALL AROUND
IN THE LAND
AND A DIRTY DEVIL RUN AMOK
BUT KEEPING FAITH
DUTY BOUND
NOW AT HAND
TIME A PURE AND RIGHTEOUS STRIKE IS STRUCK
TAKING TO BATTLE
TAKING A STAND
DO ONLY WHAT A CITIZEN MUST
FOR, YES IN GOD
UP ABOVE
DO WE TRUST
SIDING WITH THE ANGELS
BLESSED THIS IS
MAKING THE GLORY HIS

JURORS
OBSCENE-
DON'T HAVE TO READ IT OR SEE IT
OR HEAR ABOUT WHAT'S IN IT
OBSCENE-
ABOUT IT I AM CLEAR
NO DOUBT WHATEVER HERE
THIS FILTHY RAG IS OBVIOUS OBSCENITY

PROSECUTOR MALONE
MY HON'RABLE CONVICTION-
ARRIVE AT QUICK CONVICTION

JURORS
DON'T HAVE TO STUDY IT TO KNOW-
THIS HORRIFIC INDECENCY IS OBSCENE!

BOB
GREAT TO MEET YA
HOPE WE CAN BE PALS
GUYS N' GALS
YOU'RE A SPIFFY LOOKIN' JURY
NOT A NEED FOR A REASON
IT'S PLEASIN' AS PUNCH
TO ADD A NEW ACQUAINTANCE
TO THE BUNCH

BOB/MARJORIE

WE SHOUT HALLELUJAH FOR MEETIN' TODAY

AND THESE FACILITIES ARE CERTAINLY SUBLIME
(MORE)
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BOB/MARJORIE (CONT 'D)
WE SHARE YOUR EVERY CONCERN
SO LET'S ENDEAVOR TO LEARN
IF THIS SINCERE MISUNDERSTANDING IS A CRIME
NOT A CRIME, NOT A CRIME
NO, NOT A CRIME, AND THUS
NO DOIN' TIME FOR US
NOT A CRIME
NOT A CRIME
IT'S NOT A CRIME TO DISH
WE'RE IN A PRIME PUH-ZISH

BOB
TO TELL YA, JUDGE AND JURY
YOU HEARD IT FROM ME
I'D NEVER FUDGE, DON'T WORRY
SO I GUARANTEE
IT'S NOT A CRIME
NOT A CRIME
NO, NOT A CRIME
YOU WILL AGREE

Note: The trial actually went on for 62 days.
Rather than trying to indicate that in any literal
sense, we make use of Marjorie and her good-girl
dresses and outfits to suggest the idea of time.

These quick costume changes do not necessarily
occur in opportune moments, nor are they meant to
be particularly logical in terms of how time would
actually pass at a real trial.

Rather, Marjorie disappears every now and again,
hopefully without anyone noticing, and then in the
middle of whatever action is taking place, she
suddenly makes a big entrance in a new dress.

As the quick changes progress through the sequence
they become more elaborate and engender greater
enthusiasm. So: You may not have noticed her
leaving, but now Marjorie is back! An absolute
vision in pastel pink, running in breathlessly.

MARJORIE
I'm sorry everyone, am I late?

WOMAN JUROR
Just look at her dress! It’s even prettier than the one
she was wearing yesterday!

Song picks right back up:
SONG: PRIME PUH-ZISH (CONT'D)

PROSECUTOR MALONE
THERE IS A PLAGUE
ALL AROUND
IN THE LAND
AND A DIRTY DEVIL RUN AMOK
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ALL-SANS DEFENSE SIDE
BUT KEEPING FAITH
DUTY BOUND, NOW AT HAND
TIME A PURE AND RIGHTEOUS STRIKE IS STRUCK
TAKING TO BATTLE, TAKING A STAND
DO ONLY WHAT A CITIZEN MUST

JUDGE
FOR, YES IN GOD UP ABOVE DO WE TRUST

ATLL-SANS DEFENSE SIDE
SIDING WITH THE ANGELS
BLESSED THIS IS
MAKING THE GLORY HIS

DEFENSE SIDE
NOT A CRIME, NOT A CRIME

BOB/MARJORIE
NO, NOT A CRIME, AND THUS
NO DOIN' TIME FOR US

DEFENSE SIDE
NOT A CRIME, NOT A CRIME

BOB/MARJORIE
IT'S NOT A CRIME TO DISH
WE'RE IN A PRIME PUH-ZISH

RUSHMORE
IS HE A RED, OR KIDDIN'-
OR PLAYIN' A TRICK?
THEY SHOULD BE DEAD, NO KIDDIN'
FOR MAKIN' ME SICK

BOB/MARJORIE
IT'S NOT A CRIME
NO, NOT A CRIME
IT'S NOT A CRIME
YOU WILL-
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Instead of ending upbeat, the music just drifts
off, along with Bob and Marjorie’s optimism. Music
underscores scene shift. Stage clears a bit for

what’s next. The Judge calls:

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Next witness!

Court proceedings begin but then Marjorie does her
quick change act and makes her entrance, in plaid

from head to toe.

MARJORIE

Oh, this old thing? Actually I made it myself on my own

little sewing machine.

EDITH
Yes she did! I can testify to it!
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Six dancers shimmy in and take their places, backs
to the audience. They are Jane Russell, Sammy
Davis, Jr., Errol Flynn, Maureen O’Hara, Dorothy
Dandridge, and Liberace.

NOTE: As in Act One, Scene 8 with Marlene
Dietrich, we never quite see the faces of the
performers playing these characters, leaving the
audience to their own memories and impressions of
who these people were (or are).

Musical fanfare. A smooth-talking announcer swears
in the six witnesses. Each gets wild applause.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
Ladies and Gents, in our Star-Packed Swearing-In
Extravaganza, Judge Nelson Blandings and his entire
Courtroom Contingent proudly present: Triple Threat and
all-around humanitarian, Mister Sammy Davis, Junior!

Each star raises his or her right hand when
testifying.

SAMMY DAVIS JR.
I am not muscling in on Ava Gardner and Frankie.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
Who wouldn’t want to Tussle with Russell? Ladies and
Gents: The incredible Miss Jane Russell!

JANE RUSSELL
I did not have an affair with Howard Hughes.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
Our own Suave Swashbuckler, Mister Errol Flynn!

ERROL FLYNN
I do not have a two-way mirror and camera above my bed!

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
And... That Technicolor Temptress herself: The fiery,
brilliant, Miss Maureen O’Haral!

MAUREEN O'HARA
I was not fooling around in the back row at Grauman’s
Chinese!

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
The most beautiful Negro star in America, Dorothy
Dandridge!

DOROTHY DANDRIDGE
I did not have relations with a white man on a public
lawn!

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
And “Mister Showmanship” himself--
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Right in the middle of the Announcer’s sentence,
Marjorie does another quick change and reenters
all in white.

MARJORIE
I don’'t make all my own clothes. My mother made this
dress.

HELEN
Hah!

The Announcer continues right on:

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
“Mister Showmanship,” the Candelabra Kid: Liberace!

LIBERACE
I am not light in the loafers!

Freeze, as that sinks in... Then:

STAR WITNESSES
(in unison)
The truth! The whole truth! Nothing but the truth. So
help me God!

Dance continues as we focus on the Defense. They
are in private conversation. No one else in the
courtroom hears them.

BOB
Sammy? He's a friend. How can he testify?

MARJORIE
Francesca told us about Sammy weeks ago.

BOB
Really? I don’'t remember.

Music and dance continue under Marjorie and Bob'’s
conversation.

MARJORIE
Bob?! We'’ve paid Francesca a small fortune. Couldn’t
you even read her reports?

BOB
Relax, Marjorie. Every word we printed about them is
one hundred percent true.

MARJORIE
What does that have to do with anything?

Dancers hold a pose on a big musical flourish.

STAR WITNESSES
God as my witness. “Confidential” is all lies!

JUDGE
Mr. Malone? What says the Prosecution?
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D.A. Malone rises. Authoritarian, scolding music
accompanies as he pompously approaches the Jury.
Then he overhears two Jurors exchanging an aside:

JUROR #1
Oh, jeez, him again... This guy’s a worse nag than my
wife. If he shakes his finger at me again, I swear to
God, I'm gonna slug him.

JUROR #2
What a creep.

Malone takes that in and suddenly he and the music
do a complete 180, all smiles and crooning charm:

SONG: LIABLE TO BE LIABLE (COMPANY)

MAT.ONE
LIBEL
A BASIC NO-NO IN THE BIBLE
AN ADDED BRIBE'LL MAKE THE PENALTY WORSE
SO MANY LIES, SO LITTLE TIME
AND I'M LIABLE-
LIABLE TO ASK YOU TO TAKE IT ON FAITH
LOOK AT THIS LIBEL AS LIBELOUS
AND FOLKS, THAT'S A HECK OF A CRIME

Rushmore takes the stand, and there’s nothing
sugary or crooning about him. He just lets it fly,
the more bitter the better.

Marjorie quick change. Big entrance. Great
response. Rushmore looks pissed.

BOB
(off Marjorie)
Isn’t she great! Can’t wait to see what she’s going to
wear tomorrow! Can you?

In the time it takes for Bob to say his line,
Marjorie does her hardest quick change of all, and
enters again, another day, another outfit.

MARJORIE
You know, if this trial goes on too much longer, I'm
going to run out of clothes!

RUSHMORE
Are you finished?

MARJORIE
I'm so sorry, did I interrupt you?

Rushmore gets back to his singing:

RUSHMORE
PIMPS AND THIEVING PRIVATE DICKS
PAYING FOR LIES AND STUDIO SPIES ON THE FIX
FOOLING THE PUBLIC WITH CRIMINAL TRICKS
I'LL GO TO MY GRAVE IN SHAME

(MORE )
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RUSHMORE (CONT'D)
BUT HE'S THE ONE TO BLAME
HE FOOLED ME TOO
DON'T LET HIM DO THAT TO YOU
DON'T LET HIM PLAY YOU FOR SUCKERS

Bob and Marjorie take a beat. What Rushmore has
said pisses them off. But instead of responding in
kind, they go into a softshoe routine for the
benefit of the court.

BOB/MARJORIE
LIBEL
WE COULDN'T GO AGAINST THE BIBLE
WE KNOW A BRIBE'LL NEVER BE IN THE CARDS
WE WOULDN'T LIE, NO REASON OR RHYME
AND I'M LIABLE-
LIABLE TO ASK YOU TO TAKE IT ON FAITH
IT ISN'T LIBEL OR LIBELOUS
SO FOLKS, THERE'S NO TRACE OF A CRIME

JURORS
SIMPLE AS A MESS OF MUD
CLEAR AS A BRICK
DON'T MEAN TO BE THICK OR A DUD
SOMEONE SHOULD SUFFER, GET NIPPED IN THE BUD
BUT I HAVEN'T GOT A CLUE
DON'T KNOW WHAT I SHOULD DO
I NEVER LIE
WHAT KIND OF PERSON COULD LIE?
WHAT KIND OF PERSON COULD LIE?

In quadruple counterpoint, the four groups sing at
once: Malone and his minions; Marjorie and Bob,
joined by Jeannie and the rest of the family;
Rushmore; the Jurors.

Those musical themes continue in underscore.

The entire Company goes into a simple dance,
everyone doing the exact same movements, in the
exact same way, as various characters step out and
address the audience.

All of them are giving snippets of testimony or
addressing the court.

JUDGE
State your occupation and employer for the record.

HOOKER
I'm a prostitute.
(points to Bob and Marjorie)
And I work for them.

PRIVATE DICK
Sure, I used wiretaps and hidden cameras. It’s a free
country, ain’'t it?
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FRANCESCA
Of course I receive salary. The money, it is for
because I am journalistic researcher. And Your Honor,
my mother, she is very sick.

DEFENSE ATTY CROWLEY
Your Honor, for the record, we also attempted to serve
subpoenas to Frank Sinatra, Marilyn Monroe, Gary
Cooper, Jayne Mansfield, Ava Gardner, Robert Mitchum,
Lana Turner, Van Johnson, among others, but all seem to
be out of the country on alleged “emergencies.”

BOB
They’'re all too scared to answer questions under oath!
‘Cause the stories we printed about ‘em are true!

PROSECUTOR MALONE
Your Honor, we had hoped to swear in our next scheduled
witness, but word has just reach me that last night the
witness died. Of an apparent suicide. Or was it murder?

BOB
What is wrong with these people? I never killed
anybody.

EDITH/HELEN
If course not.

BRIBERY VICTIM
It was awful. It would have ruined my life. But then
she told me they would kill the story about me, if only
I paid her five thousand dollar in cash.

All action stops. Everyone looks at him. The
Defense team seems startled.

MALE VICTIM
It was extortion. Blackmail. I was terrified. I knew it
was wrong, but I paid her the money.

MAT.ONE
And is the woman who demanded that money from you here
today in this courtroom?

VICTIM
Yes, Sir.

MALONE
Can you please indicate the identity of that woman.

VICTIM
(points at Marjorie)
Her!

93

Gasps all around, as Marjorie faints dead away --

apparently for real. Her family crowds her. The

courtroom is in an uproar.

JUDGE
Order! Order!
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BOB
Give her some room! Back away!

The circle of people hiding Marjorie from view
makes it irresistible: Another quick change.

Marjorie enters in the sweetest, most virginal
outfit of all. She is vulnerable. Prim and proper.
Shocked at the allegations against her.

WOMAN JUROR
She looks like Jennifer Jones in “Song of Bernadette.”

Marjorie sets the record straight:
SONG: PETER PAN COLLAR (MARJORIE/COMPANY)
MARJORIE
PARDON ME IT'S JUST I'M NOT ACCUSTOMED-

THIS ISN'T MY USUAL-
WHO COULD IMAGINE-

ME
IN FRONT OF SUCH A COLLECTION OF PEOPLE
NOT ME

I MADE MYSELF A BRAND NEW DRESS FOR THE OCCASION
THIS IMPORTANT OCCASION-

SEE-

WHEN A GIRL IS PROUD OF HOW SHE IS DRESSED
STARCHED POWDERED AND PRESSED

WITH A CRISP, NEW PETER PAN COLLAR

MY PETER PAN COLLAR REMINDS ME OF WHY I'M HERE
OF WHO I REALLY AM INSIDE

MAKES ME FEEL POSITIVELY SINCERE..

To tempo:

MARJORIE (CONT'D)
WHEN I MARRIED MY GUY

DEFENSE/CHORUS
TOGETHER FOREVER

MARJORIE
A WORLD OF PLAIN DOMESTICATION
WITH BETTY CROCKER AND GOOD DOCTOR SPOCK
I LIVE MY LIFE
WITH TRUE DEDICATION
FOR I AM WITH MY GUY

JURY
TOGETHER FOREVER

MARJORIE
WITH ALL MY DAYS AND NIGHTS BEFORE ME
HE IS MY SOMEONE
RELIABLE ROCK
SO WHY WOULD I SEEK OTHER TEMPTATION
COMPANION AND MOTHER
A SIMPLE THING
THE LIFE I HAVE WANTED

(MORE)
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MARJORIE (CONT'D)
SO PROMISING
I ALWAYS KNEW I WOULD BE THE GIRL NEXT DOOR
WHATEVER YOU THINK OF MY KIND OF LIFE
I SWEAR ON THE BIBLE I'M JUST A WIFE
LOOK AT ME, I'LL ALWAYS BE--

MARJORIE/JURY
THE GIRL NEXT DOOR

MARJORIE
SO WHEN YOU WANT THE GIRL NEXT DOOR
I'M NEXT DOOR

ALL
SHE'S NEXT DOOR

MARJORIE
YES I AM WITH MY GUY

ALL
TOGETHER FOREVER

MARJORIE

OUR LOVE, A SURE ASSOCIATION

SO DEDICATED

SO GOOD WITH HIS HANDS

AND OUR TWO KIDS

THE PERFECT EQUATION

I MARRIED MY SWEETHEART IN SATIN AND SILK
THERE'S NOTHING MORE I WANT

ALL
EVERY DAY
EVERY WEEK
EVERY YEAR--

MARJORIE

—--I LOOK FORWARD TO
A LIFE AS ENDEARING
AS PURE AND AS PROPER

ALL
AS A GREAT BIG GLASS
OF FORTIFIED MILK!

MARJORIE
WHATEVER YOU THINK OF MY KIND OF LIFE
I SWEAR ON THE BIBLE I'M JUST A WIFE
LOOK AT ME--
I'LL ALWAYS BE
THE GIRL NEXT DOOR

ATL

SO WHEN YOU WANT THE GIRL NEXT DOOR
MARJORIE

I'M NEXT DOOR
ATL

SHE'S NEXT DOOR

Confidential - 95
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MARJORIE/ALL
RIGHT NEXT DOOR...

CHORUS chants headlines sotto voce underneath the
other scene dialogue:

CHORUS #1
“Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis: Happy-Go-Lucky Hate!”

CHORUS #2
“Up in Zsa Zsa's bedroom!”

CHORUS #3
“Picasso is an Opium Addict!”

CHORUS #4
“The Black Market in Human Eye Balls!”

CHORUS #2
“Barbara Hutton: The Celebutante From Hell!”

CHORUS #1
“Bob Hope and the Mail Order Sex Queen!”

CHORUS #4
“A Cure For Frigid Housewives!”

CHORUS #3
“Joan Collins is a Perfect Hostess!”

At the Joan Collins headline, everyone stops and
gasps, as if that’s the most scandalous accusation
of the bunch. Freeze. Winchell is back.

WALTER WINCHELL (0.S.)

Tides are turning, turns are tiding, and what is isn’t
and what isn’t is! Hollywood justice is mighty mightful
for the battling Harrisons and their sub rosa opus
mentos. Folks, gotta think, gotta feel, gotta stand,
gotta say: I just have no idea whatsoever what the hell
is going on. Do you?

Marjorie does a quick change.

MARJORIE
I'm so sorry. Am I late? Did I miss anything?

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Young Lady, this is not a fashion show! I’'m about to
give my instructions to the jury!

MARJORIE
(burts into tears)
I'm only trying to look my best, Your Honor!
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JUDGE BLANDINGS PROSECUTION AIDE
Oh, now stop that! Please! I (aside to D.A.)
hate to see a girl cry. I You know, whatever else you
just can’t stand it. Court is want to say, that woman has
in session, and we shouldn’t style! Every outfit
oughtta have to stop all the immaculate. Shoes,
time for women and their pocketbook, gloves,
tears... everything died to match.

Just dreamy.

D.A. Malone gives the aide a dirty look.

PROSECUTION AIDE
I'm just saying. I mean, just because someone is from a
criminal element doesn’t mean she can’t have a certain
elan when it comes to her appearance.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
(looking stern, then thinks about it)
I guess you have a point there. A looker...

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Now I know I have some notes somewhere, I was up all
last night making notes...

PROSECUTION AIDE
(off the Judge)
Boss, whatcha reckon?

PROSECUTOR MALONE
Should be easy peazy, but I gotta bad feeling.

AIDE
Oh, now, don’t get yourself in a tizzy. Maybe having a
bad feeling is good.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
And maybe losing is better than winning, Numbnuts.

ATDE
I'm just trying to help. You don’t have to get nasty.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
Sorry.

ATDE
Honestly. I just... All this effort, and you just, you
treat me like I don’t matter at all!

The aide flounces off in a huff.
JUDGE BLANDINGS

(frantically searching)
Pages and pages of notes and now I can’t find them!

97

The Jury is restless and bored. Two of the jurors

have apparently been going a bit hot and heavy.
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FEMALE JUROR
God, I'm starving.
(to Male Juror)
It’s not like you let a girl get up in time for
breakfast!

MALE JUROR
Baby, we got lots better to do than eat.

He grabs her ass. All of this activity is
happening more or less at once, while the Judge
keeps searching for his papers.

Defense side. Edith is having a quiet moment with
Marjorie, who looks ready to jump out of her skin

EDITH
Honey, you’ve got to relax.
MARJORIE
You're one to talk.
EDITH
Stop arguing.
MARJORIE
Oh, mom. Can you just, for once, please, just stop it.
EDITH
Sweetheart, you’re not going to prison.
MARJORIE
You don’t know that.
EDITH

Of course I do.

Edith surreptitiously takes a gun from her purse
and shows it to Marjorie.

EDITH (cont’d) (CONT'D)
I'd like to see somebody try and take you away from me.

MARJORIE
Put that away! Before someone sees!

EDITH
I don’'t care what you’ve done, you’'re my little girl.

MARJORIE
I haven’t done anything.

EDITH
I don’'t care how many lies you've told.

MARJORIE
I didn’t lie about anything.

EDITH
I don’t care about the money.
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MARJORIE
What money?

EDITH
You know, the money.

Marjorie gets very agitated, raising her voice.

MARJORIE
WHAT MONEY!!!

Bob grabs hold of her and sits her down.

BOB
(soothing)
Sssshhhh.... Problems in Paradise?
MARJORIE
She thinks it’s true. She thinks I stole money.
BOB
Ridiculous.
EDITH
I never said that.
HELEN
She wouldn’t say such a thing.
EDITH
Who could possibly accuse you?!
HELEN
Never!
EDITH
No! But I really don’t care about the money.
MARJORIE
Uncle Bob, how much did you pay me this year?
BOB
Dunno. Half a mil?
MARJORIE

Mom, you think with that kind of money I'm playing
shake down artist? What the hell would I need to
blackmail someone for five thousand dollars?

BOB
Hardly even walking-around money.

MARJORIE
If I wanted to commit a felony I’'d think way bigger
than five grand.

HELEN
Well, now Edith, that does make sense...
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EDITH
I still, Darling, I just want you to know, whatever
happens, I don’t care about the money... And you too,

Bob, dear, you know I could never stay mad at you, not
for long anyway.

BOB
Good to know.

EDITH
So whatever is going on, if there’s whatever, maybe,
who knows? Something... funny... think happy thoughts,
nothing you’ve done could make me love you less.

HELEN
Edith, what the hell is he supposed to have done? What
is Marjorie supposed to have done?

EDITH
Oh, I don’t know! It’'s just, look! Look at all of this!
There must be something to it!

BOB
Bullshit.

EDITH
I don’t like it when you use that kind of language--

BOB
Marjorie didn’t do anything. I didn’t do anything. If
you think we did, then take your worries, your clucking
and your whatever the hell else, and walk away now.

EDITH
Bob!

HELEN
Bob, that’s no way to speak to Edith--

EDITH
I'm here every day, week after week, months, by your
side, and you accuse me of-- Of what? What have I done?

BOB
Standing up for us is terrific. But it’s a lot more
important that you believe us.

EDITH
Oh, Darling, you know I believe in you.

BOB
That isn’t the same thing at all.

Then the Judge gives a happy squeal as he finds
what he’s been looking for.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Aha! Instructions! Quiet! Now! Jury! Me! You!
Spectators! Instructions!
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SONG: RIGHTLY RIGHT (Company)

JUDGE
WE VENERATE THE VOLUNTEER
DESERVING OF OUR PRAISE
IN PROBITY OF SERVICE HERE

ENTIRE COMPANY
(beyond exasperated)
FOR SIXTY-TWO DAYS!

JUDGE
A MORAL OBLIGATION, UTTER RELEGATION
TO A WILDERNESS OF LIES AND LUST
ATAS, THE BURDEN OF THE JUST

MATONE/PROSECUTION TEAM
THERE IS A PLAGUE ALL AROUND IN THE LAND
AND A DIRTY DEVIL RUN AMOK
BUT KEEPING FAITH, DUTY BOUND, NOW AT HAND
IT'S TIME A PURE AND RIGHTEOUS STRIKE IS STRUCK
NEVER TO PASS THE BUCK

BOB
Jeez, everyone here is a schmuck.

MATONE/PROSECUTION TEAM
FALLACY, PENALTY, SUDDENLY LIGHT, PURITY, CERTAINLY,
LEGALLY RIGHT, DEFINITE, RIGHTLY RIGHT

Jurors are split into two opposing camps. Both
groups end at the same time on “Lunch.”

JURORS VOTING GUILTY
A KILLER CAUGHT WITH A SMOKING GUN
A CAT BURGL'AR CARRYING HIS LOOT
A CHIS'LING THIEF WITH FORBIDDEN FRUIT
GUILTY, HOW CAN YOU REFUTE?
GUILTY, NOTHING TO DISPUTE
WHY NOT EXECUTE THE BUNCH?
GUILTY-- WHEN'S LUNCH?

JURORS VOTING NOT-GUILTY
MERCY ME, THEY'RE INNOCENT, INNOCENT, INNOCENT
CONTROVERSY INNOCENT, INNOCENT, INNOCENT
YOU CAN'T MAKE ME VARIATE MY MIND
PUT THAT NASTY PRISON GATE BEHIND YOU-
GLORY BE, THEY'RE INNOCENT, INNOCENT, INNOCENT
CATEGORY INNOCENT, INNOCENT, INNOCENT
LET'S GO HAVE SOME LUNCH!

ATL SANS DEFENSE
THERE IS A PLAGUE ALL AROUND IN THE LAND
AND A DIRTY DEVIL RUN AMOK
BUT KEEPING FAITH, DUTY BOUND, NOW AT HAND
IT'S TIME A PURE AND RIGHTEOUS STRIKE IS STRUCK
NEVER TO PASS THE BUCK
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PROSECUTION/DEFENSE
(trading lines)
FALLACY, HONESTY, PENALTY, FINALLY, SUDDENLY LIGHT
PURITY, LIBERTY, CERTAINLY, LEGALLY...

COMPANY
RIGHT, DEFINITE, RIGHTLY RIGHT
LET'S GO, LET US GO, AT LAST
PLEASE LET US GO AND HAVE SOME LUNCH!!!

Music stops with a BANG!

JUDGE BLANDINGS
You'’ve been deliberating for a week! Have you reached a
verdict?

JURY FOREMAN
No can do, Pops.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
I'm not your... Pop.

JURY FOREMAN
We're split down the middle. Half of us want to go
home. The other half want to keep staying at the
Ambassador Hotel.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
What does the Ambassador have to do with anything?

JURY FOREMAN
Swank digs, if you ask me.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
I didn’'t ask you!

JURY FOREMAN
Well, you're paying. Man, sequestering is a gas!

JUDGE BLANDINGS
What are you talking about?! Guilty or Not Guilty? Can
you reach a verdict?

JURY FOREMAN
Personally, I'm for staying at the hotel.

FEMALE JUROR #1
But I gotta go home. My kid’s bar mitzvah is next week!

JURY FOREMAN
I love how they put those little umbrellas in the
drinks at the Ambassador bar.

FEMALE JUROR #1
And I’'ve GOT to get my roots done.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
MAKE A DECISION!!!
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The Foreman shrugs and walks away, followed by the
others. No music, no muss, no fuss. It’s like a
balloon pops and all of the air goes out of it.

WALTER WINCHELL (O.S.)
Hung, folks! Like monkeys from a tree. Sixty two days.
A record? I don’t know. But the Trial of the Century
ends with more fizzle than sizzle. Hung jury. Hung!
They oughtta be hanging their heads in shame.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
This ain’t over Harrison! Not over! No! No! No! We’ll
re-file in the morning! I’'1ll see you and your crooked
niece in prison if it’s the last thing I do!

BOB
What’s your beef with me, anyway? Is what we do really
hurting anybody?

PROSECUTOR MALONE
You make me sick.

BOB
Then go be sick. But from me to you: I don’t care if it
takes every nickel I have and every nickel I can beg,
borrow, or steal from somewhere else, I will fight you,
and I will beat you.

PROSECUTOR MALONE
So you admit it! A thief! Willing to steal nickels!

On the edge of the action Fred approaches
Marjorie.

FRED
Hey, Doll. You okay?

She shrugs.

FRED (CONT'D)
It’s good, right? You'’re not guilty.

MARJORIE
That’s not what happened.

FRED
But you’re not going to prison!

MARJORIE
No. But what I am going to have to do, is go on trial
for another sixty two goddamned days in another
goddamned courtroom wearing more of these goddamned
Peter Pan collars!

She rips off the collar. Bob rushes over to her.

BOB
Honey, people can hear you. Get a hold of yourself.
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MARJORIE
You lied to me.

BOB
I know you're upset, but you--

MARJORIE
You LIED! You said it would be over! You said it would
be fine! That we were in such a PRIME PUH-ZISH! Well,
puh-zish this, Bob, I don’t care what I have to do, I
am not going through this again! I’'m not!

She’s hysterical. So he slaps her. She slaps him
back. Then Edith intervenes and slaps Bob.

HELEN
Stop that! Everybody stop!

Everyone disburses, angry and hurt. Segue to:
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ACT TWO, SCENE 8 -- DARK FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD

Bob and Rushmore have the stage, in two seperate
areas, both doing a soliloquy thing, not
addressing one another directly.

BOB
I'm the good guy here, the one who wouldn’t hurt a fly.

RUSHMORE
He was supposed to get CRUSHED! They never even got the
bastard on the record.

BOB
For the record: You think I really care what you think
of me? Any of you?

SONG: BRIDGE ON FIRE (BOB/RUSHMORE)

BOB (CONT’D)
DEAD ON
DEAD TO RIGHTS
ASK ME HOW I SLEEP NIGHTS
ASK ME IF I CARE
BRIDGE ON FIRE, BRIDGE ON FIRE

RUSHMORE
DEAD DUCK
D.O.A.
DOESN'T MATTER ANYWAY
ASK ME IF I CARE
BRIDGE ON FIRE, BRIDGE ON FIRE

BOTH
ME? MY PLACE IN THE SUN
IS COMIN' ROUND AGAIN
ME? MY NUMBER IS ONE
I'M GLORY-BOUND AGAIN
PEDAL. TO THE METAL LOOKIN'
BACK AT ALL I'M MOVIN'
ON A BULLET I CAN PULL IT OFF
FOREVER IS A JOKE
MAKIN' IT 'N FAKIN' AN ATTACK
OF FEELIN' GUILTY OF A CRIME AND DOIN' TIME
THE BITTER BUDDY BOY IS BROKE
IN THE REAR VIEW MIRROR
WHAT I SEE
A CLEAR REFLECTION
SETTIN' ME FREE
OF WHAT WAS THEN AND WHAT WILL BE

BOB
THE BRIDGE I BURNED

RUSHMORE
THE BRIDGE I BURNED

BOB
DEAD MAN DEAD AHEAD
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RUSHMORE
DEAD MAN
DEAD IS DEAD

BOTH
JUST REMEMBER WHAT I SAID
I DON'T REALLY CARE
BRIDGE ON FIRE, BRIDGE ON FIRE

BOB
ME? MY PLACE IN THE SUN
IS COMIN' ROUND AGAIN

RUSHMORE
ME? MY NUMBER IS ONE
I'M GLORY-BOUND AGAIN

BOB
BRIDGE ON FIRE

RUSHMORE
BRIDGE ON FIRE

BOTH
JUST A PILE OF ASH-
A BURNING EMBER-

BOB
BUT YOU WILL REMEMBER--

RUSHMORE
YOU WILL REMEMBER--

BOTH

ME...

Focus on Howard Rushmore, as, a little wobbly,
Frances approaches. He has a bottle of whiskey.

FRANCES
Howard, it’s time. It’s gotta stop...

RUSHMORE
(downs a drink, then nastily:)
Like you should talk.

FRANCES
I'm... I've decided to go back on the wagon.

RUSHMORE
Back? When were you ever on it in the first place?

FRANCES
I want to have a life again.

RUSHMORE
Go ahead, get up on that wagon. You won’t fall off it,
you’ll drive it over a cliff.
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FRANCES
Howard, listen to me! Please!
RUSHMORE
Who does he think he is? This tiny, disgusting man...
FRANCES
I want a divorce.
RUSHMORE
(stricken)
No chance.
FRANCES

I don't want to live like this!

RUSHMORE
You’'re the one who got me on the sauce.

FRANCES
Not the booze. The hate. I can’t live with it anymore.

RUSHMORE
I don’t hate you. I love you.

FRANCES
I know.

She exits. He follows, frantic.

RUSHMORE
Frances! You gotta listen to me! Frances!

- 107

Marjorie approaches Bob. She is dead calm now.

MARJORIE

Sorry about before.
BOB

Glad to see you’'ve gotten a hold of yourself.
MARJORIE

Yep. That’s me. Holding myself.
BOB

We’ve got to get with the lawyers and plan what’s next.
MARJORIE

What kind of “next” is there supposed to be?
BOB

Whatever we make it.
MARJORIE

I just--
BOB

Look! Don’t be a sucker! Don’t let these bastards win!
You and me, we’'re gonna come out aces. We always do.
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MARJORIE
Oh shut up...

She walks away. Bob is furious and stalks off.
Fred approaches Marjorie.

FRED
C'mon. The boys are waiting. We’ll have dinner
somewhere nice.

MARJORIE
Why?

FRED
Because it’s what people do. They take their kids, they
go out, and have dinner. It’s what normal people do.

MARJORIE
When the hell have I ever been normal?

He leaves her alone as her music rises.
SONG: THE DUCHESS OF DIRT (MARJORIE)

MARJORIE (cont’d) (CONT'D)
YOU KNOW MY NAME
OF COURSE YOU DO
COAST TO COAST
ACROSS THE ATLANTIC
IN FRANTIC BANNER HEADLINES
GETTING YOU ENGROSSED
ME TOO
SHIVERING LIKE I'VE SEEN A GHOST
WHEN I READ MY NAME
THE DUCHESS OF DIRT
YOU KNOW MY NAME
OF COURSE YOU DO
HARD AS NAILS
A REGULAR VILLAIN COULD KILL ANOTHER MISFIT
THROW HIM TO THE RAILS
NO CLUE
NO CONCERN
TEAR AWAY THE VEILS
JUSTIFY THE NAME
THE DUCHESS OF DIRT
WHAT HAVE I GOT?
WHAT HAVE I MADE?
IS THIS CREATION A FOREVER KIND OF THING?
WHAT HAVE I DONE?
WHY AM I AFRAID?
AN ACCUSATION AND I'M HERE SURRENDERING
THE LIES ARE ALL TRUE
THE TRUTH IS ALL LIES
AND I'M TIRED
A FUNNY NAME
THAT I DESERVE
BONAFIDE
A CALLOUS DETECTIVE INVECTIVE SOWING LANDMINES
IN A TURNING TIDE
YOUR SERVE
(MORE)
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MARJORIE (CONT’D) (CONT'D)
TAKE A SHOT I DON'T HAVE TO HIDE
"CAUSE I KNOW MY NAME
THE DUCHESS OF DIRT
WHAT HAVE I GOT?
WHAT HAVE I MADE?
IS THIS CREATION A FOREVER KIND OF THING?
WHAT HAVE I DONE?
WHY AM I AFRAID?
AN ACCUSATION AND I'M HERE SURRENDERING
THE LIES ARE ALL TRUE
THE TRUTH IS ALL LIES
AND I'M TIRED
WHERE IS MY CROWN?
DOESN'T A DUCHESS...
GET A CROWN

She exits.

The CLUMP of CHORUS/TRIO members returns. As

before, they stay shoulder-to-shoulder in a tight
circle, facing one another, backs to the audience
no matter which way they turn, moving as one mass.

CLUMP PERSON #1
If the damned jury was less interested in room service
and more interested in the actual case, maybe we’d have
won.

CLUMP PERSON #2
There’'s no winning against these people. They're
cockroaches. No matter how many times you kill ‘em they
just keep coming back. Like Lana Turner.

CLUMP PERSON #3
“Come to Me, all you who labor and are heavy laden, and
I will give you rest.”

CLUMP PERSON #1
What the hell does that have to do with anything?

CLUMP PERSON #3
When I teach Sunday school class, I tell my students--

CLUMP PERSON #4
Shut up. Nobody cares. What matters is this: That
magazine is bad for the studios, bad for the stars,
it’s even bad for television.

Surprise: Judge Blandings pops out of the clump.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
We can’t officially have this conversation...

CLUMP PERSON #3
No, of course not.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
That’'s official.
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CLUMP PERSON #3
Officially, unofficial.

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Right.

CLUMP PERSON #3
Unofficially, what should we do about the case?

JUDGE BLANDINGS

Settle it.

ALIL, OTHERS IN CLUMP
WHAT?!1?!

JUDGE BLANDINGS
Settle it.

ATL OTHERS IN CLUMP
Um, again: WHAT?!

JUDGE BLANDINGS
My officially unofficial advice.

The Judge exits, leaving the clump to ponder.

CLUMP PERSON #3
Harrison and the girl go free? Just like that?

CLUMP PERSON #4
They can’t get away with it.

CLUMP PERSON #1
Are we supposed to pretend it never happened?

CLUMP PERSON #2
Let’s hire a hit man. I bet Bob Harrison would know how
to find one.

CLUMP PERSON #1
Then why don’t you ask him?

CLUMP PERSON #2
A comedian.

CLUMP PERSON #1
Look, maybe we can do this, maybe we can turn it around
if we offer settlement terms in a way that makes them
at least seem fair.

CLUMP PERSON #2
Make the terms attractive.

CLUMP PERSON #3
Make them too good to pass up.

CLUMP PERSON #4
Make them SEXY!
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They all look at the guy with the “SEXY” line.
Then, BAM! Hot, stripper drum licks accompany the
FEMALE TRIO as they approach the clump.

CLUMP PERSON #2

Attractive.

CLUMP PERSON #3
Good.

CLUMP PERSON #4
SEXY!

The women hold out their hands.
People of the Clump pay handsomely.

Clump cross fades themselves as the FEMALE TRIO
finds Bob, alone. They are quickly all over Bob,
causing immediate sensuous overload.

The three of them speak at once, but not in
unison. Their voices overlap as they angle for
what they want.

FEMALE TRIO
After all, what’s a few grand to a man like you? A big

man like you doesn’t mind saying he’s sorry... Just a
misdemeanor and a fine... A man with your demeanor
shouldn’t have to worry about a little old
misdemeanor...

BOB
Girls... You're so... Beautiful.

FEMALE TRIO
We know.

BOB
I'd do anything for you.

FEMALE TRIO
We know.

BOB
And paying a fine is no problem.

FEMALE TRIO
We know.

They surround him, whispering his ear, giggling.
He protects their physical attentions rather
meekly.

BOB
C'mon, Dolls, you gotta stop that. I mean it.

FEMALE TRIO
No. You. Don’'t.
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They keep at it and Bob starts losing himself
happily in their arms.

Jeannie enters.

JEANNIE
Oh!

BOB
Jeannie, Honey, this isn’t what it looks like. Not
exactly anyway.

JEANNIE
(weakly, then as she exits:)
I'll... Come back later...

BOB
Jeannie! Baby!

She doesn’t look back.

BOB (CONT'D)
Damn!

FEMALE TRIO
All you have to do is say you’re sorry. Pay the fine...
No prison for Bobby... No doing time for little
Marjorie...

BOB
What’s the catch?

FEMALE TRIO
(unison, now all business)
Pull the plug on “Confidential.”

Edith and Helen enter, swatting the girls away.

HELEN
As far as I'm concerned, you have no choice in the
matter. No choice at all.

BOB
Listen to you, like you think, what? That I'm still a
kid? That you can boss me around? This is not up to
you; and if you think I have no choice in what happens
here, than you’re dumb as dirt.

EDITH
No more arguing. No more!

BOB
Just, get off my back! Both of you!

Jeannie approaches.

JEANNTE
Bob...?
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BOB
Great. Someone else from the Peanut Gallery. Look,
about before, those girls-—-

JEANNIE
I don’t care about that.
BOB
You don’t?
JEANNIE
You can’t help being catnip. I know that.
BOB
Thanks, Doll.
JEANNIE
But--
BOB
Always a “but” -- all of you -- I'm surrounded by women

and their goddamned “BUTS!”

JEANNIE
With all of this going on, I'm not gonna try and tell
you what to do or anything...

BOB
Good.

JEANNIE
But--

BOB

No! I mean it! No “buts!” No nothing! I don’t want to
hear anymore from anyone!

Everyone on stage goes their separate ways,
exiting. Stage darkens.
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ACT TWO, SCENE 9 -- NEW YORK STREET
Howard Rushmore is revealed. Alone.
SONG: I BELIEVE IN YOU (RUSHMORE)

RUSHMORE
NOT FOR ME
THE KIND OF EVER AFTER
IN A FATRY TALE
NEVER DREAMED
OF RIDING DOWN A HAPPY TRAIL
FANCY FREE
NO WORRY OF TOMORROW
WHAT A FOOLISH GAME
WHY BELIEVE IN ANYTHING SUCH STORIES CLAIM?
BUT ALL THE SAME
I BELIEVE IN YOU
LOOKING GLASS
OR FORTUNE TELLER'S CRYSTAL
IT WAS PLAIN AS DAY
WHAT WE HAD WOULD SURELY NEVER FLY AWAY
SEASON PASS
FOREVER IN A MOMENT
TIME IS STILL A FRIEND
WHY IMAGINE ALL OF IT IS JUST PRETEND?
WHEN IN THE END
I BELIEVE IN YOU
I CAN SEE FOREVER IN YOUR EYES
FOREVER
ATLWAYS YOU
ATWAYS ME
WHO CAN TELL
THE FATES ARE SO UNCERTAIN
BUT YOU TAKE A CHANCE
NEVER GUESSING IT COULD BE YOUR FINAL DANCE
FARE THEE WELL I KEEP A FIRE BURNING
SO WITH ALL MY HEART
DON'T FORGET
NO MATTER IF WE'RE MILES APART
IF YOU'RE WITHOUT A SOU
AND FRIENDS ARE FAR AND FEW
REMEMBER. ..
I BELIEVE IN YOU

Rushmore makes his way off-stage. It’s like he’s
in a trance, strangely calm, but he’s heading
farther on the edge, heading for a meltdown.

As he exits, music makes it clear: Something bad
is going to happen. All MFX goes to pitch black.
The stage is empty.

We hear a gun shot. Then another. Then a long
beat: No movement. No music. No sound.
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ACT TWO, SCENE 10 -- FANTASY NEW YORK/HOLLYWOOD

The dark opening music of the show returns. Once
again the entire proscenium is filled with the
front page of that tabloid from the beginning of
the show.

But now we see the front page photo closer, more
clearly. The two figures slumped over dead in the
back of the taxi are Rushmore and Frances. Both
dead. And the screaming headline:

‘CONFIDENTIAL’ PUBLISHER KILLS WIFE AND SELF!

In the darkness four pools of light appear:
Bob. Marjorie. Jeannie. Edith and Helen.

All remain in separate worlds as they converse,
facing front. Dialogue ping-pongs, like music.

BOB
“Confidential Publisher.” People think it was me.

MARJORIE
(genuinely horrified)
I just can’t believe it. Dead.

BOB
It’s a better story if people think I did it. Why worry
about facts?

EDITH
They’1ll print a retraction.

HELEN
A clarification.

BOB

Nobody will care. Once you open that bag, the cat’s
running free, peeing all over the carpet.

MARJORIE
She wasn’t really all that different from me, not at
the beginning. She was a nice girl.

BOB
How could he do it?

JEANNIE
Bob, please, I just want to talk to you. We're never
alone anymore. It’s always the lawyers, and you
fighting with your sisters, and Marjorie...

EDITH
It’ll all blow over.

HELEN
But in the meantime--
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MARJORIE

What happens now? Can anyone tell me? Can you?
EDITH

Bob--
MARJORIE

Uncle Bob--
BOB

He loved her. How could the son of a bitch do it?
JEANNIE

Bob, please, don’t you understand, I'm... you--
HELEN

You need to do it, you understand?
BOB

My magazine.
EDITH

For all of us. For Marjorie.

MARJORIE
What’s the step a person takes? The moment when there’s
no turning back?

BOB
My beautiful magazine...
JEANNIE
Bob, please... (!)
BOB
Okay.
To music from “Essentially Nice People” Bob,
Marjorie, Edith and Helen join together -- a
family once again.
Jeannie approaches.
JEANNIE
Bob?
BOB

Hey, Doll! I'm taking the family to 21.

Marjorie, Edith, and Helen get ready to go out, as
Michael and Fred join them. Things feel easy and
happy again in the family. Well, maybe not happy
exactly. But better. Things are going to be okay
for the Harrisons.

BOB (CONT'D)
Wanna tag along?

Jeannie just shakes her head no.



Mr. Confidential - 117

BOB (CONT'D)
Hey, what’s the matter?

JEANNIE
I just... I don’t want to tag along.

BOB
Suit yourself, Honey. Call me if you change your mind.

Jeannie 1s alone.
SONG: THE GIRL WITH YELLOW HAIR (JEANNIE)

JEANNIE
THE GIRL WITH YELLOW HAIR
MAKES A MAN FEEL LIKE A MAN
SHE GOES ALONG TO GET ALONG
THE GIRL WITH YELLOW HAIR
DOES A DOG AND PONY SHOW
LIKE NOTHING IN THE WORLD IS WRONG
IT'S NOT THAT SHE'S A DOORMAT OR A DUMMY
JUST A GIRL WHO LEARNED TO PLAY A CERTAIN PART
GET A DIAMOND OR A SABLE
WHAT'S THE DIFFERENCE WHEN-
NEITHER ONE WILL WARM THE COCKLES OF YOUR HEART
THE GIRL WITH YELLOW HAIR
IN THE PAPERS EVERY DAY
THE CENTER OF A CROWD
HER FELLA LOOKIN' PROUD
HER MIND A MILLION MILES AWAY
I SMILE TOO WIDE
I'M TOO CAREFREE
HE CALLS ME THE LIFE OF EVERY PARTY
IT'S THE GIRL HE SEES IN ME

I LOVE HIM

JUST A LOOK FROM HIM AND, OH-
I LOVE HIM

TIME I TELL HIM SO

I LOVE HIM

BUT HE DOESN'T WANNA KNOW FROM LOVE
THE GIRL WITH YELLOW HAIR

FOR A MAN ABOUT THE TOWN

WILL NEVER BE A WIFE

IT'S NOT HIS KIND OF LIFE

WHY BOTHER WITH A WEDDING GOWN

STAY FANCY FREE

IT'S RIGHT AS RAIN

TOMORROW ANOTHER CELEBRATION

AND A GLASS OF PINK CHAMPAGNE

I LOVE HIM

JUST A LOOK FROM HIM AND, OH-

I LOVE HIM

TIME I TELL HIM SO

I LOVE HIM

BUT HE DOESN'T WANNA KNOW FROM LOVE

Near the end of the song, Bob is revealed. It’s
like maybe he’s been watching the whole time. And
he’s about as misty-eyed as he’s ever liable to
get in the whole show.
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She turns and starts

walking away. He goes after her. Taking her by the

hand. Beat.

BOB
(softly)

Maybe, I do wanna know from love.

He takes her in his arms tenderly. Then a
monumental kiss with music to match, growing
brighter, hotter, as the rest of the Company
enters. His whole family happily surrounds him.

Dance takes it all faster, bigger.

Reporter shouts out to Bob:

REPORTER
So! Got any regrets?!

Bob grins as music goes bright, returning to the
motif of the opening song:

SONG: FINALE (COMPANY)

BOB
BRASS BAND COMING
PUT ON A PARADE
GOT IT MADE
AND IT'S ONLY THE BEGINNING
THE MOON'S IN MY POCKET
I'M ROCKETING HIGH
MY NAME WRITTEN
ATL ACROSS THE SKY
I SHOUT HALLELUJAH
AND HIP-HIP HOORAY
THE PROBABILITIES
ARE CERTAINLY SUBLIME
MAKE EVERY NIGHT NEW YEAR'S EVE
DON'T LET THE BARTENDER LEAVE
NO TELLING WHAT I WILL REMEMBER
WHAT A TIME

COMPANY
WHAT A TIME, WHAT A TIME
OH WHAT A TIME WE'LL SPEND
SHOULD BE A CRIME MY FRIEND
WHAT A TIME, WHAT A TIME
OH WHAT A TIME, YA KNOW
WE'RE IN OUR PRIME, AND SO-
LET'S MAKE IT ALL NIGHT BABY
THE PARTY'S ON ME
I'M GONNA DO RIGHT BABY
OH, I GUARANTEE

WE'LL HAVE A TIME, OH WHAT A TIME

OH WHAT A TIME IT'S GONNA BE

BOB
BOMBSHELLS BLOOMING
THESE GLAMOROUS GALS

(MORE)
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BOB (CONT'D)
FEMME FATALES
EACH AND EVERY ONE A BEAUTY
THEY COME IN WHATEVER FLAVOR
SO SAVOR 'EM ALL
GIVE IN TO NATURE'S ELEMENTAL CALL

JEANNIE
HE TOOK MANHATTAN
AND HOLLYWOOD-TOWN
HIS RENOWN IS A MILLION DOLLAR STORY

ALL
YA GOTTA READ WHAT HE WROTE
YES EV'RY QUOTE AND UNQUOTE

BOB
YES, EVERYBODY WILL REMEMBER, WHAT A TIME

COMPANY
WHAT A TIME, WHAT A TIME...
REPEAT CHORUS

COMPANY (CONT'D)
REPEAT CHORUS

RUSHMORE
HOMO HUNTING
AND BAITING THE REDS
FOR THE FEDS
IS MY PATRIOTIC DUTY
J. EDGAR HOOVER CALLIN'
LET'S HAUL IN A SPY

EDITH/HELEN
AMERICAN AS
MOM AND APPLE PIE

MARJORIE
TOP TITTER-TATTLE
CAT OUT OF THE BAG
A JUICY SECRET MAKING
CIRCULATION CLIMB

MARJORIE/MICHAEL
BOB MITCHUM HITTING THE SKIDS
JOAN CRAWFORD BEATING HER KIDS

BOB
TOMORROW NO ONE WILL REMEMBER
WHAT A TIME
HERE'S TO THE FOREFATHER BRASS
THE FIRST AMENDMENT'S A GAS

COMPANY
THAT MUCH I KNOW I WILL REMEMBER,
WHAT A TIME
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Song segues into the “Big Bob Will Be Back”

number:



COMPANY (CONT'D)

‘CAUSE BIG BOB'LL BE BACK

BOB
AND PACKING AMMUNITION

COMPANY
SMACK

BOB
NO OTHER COMPETITION

COMPANY
MAC

BOB
YOU BETTER LISTEN WHEN I SAY

COMPANY
BIG BOB'LL BE COOL

JEANNIE
NO OTHER OPPOSITION

COMPANY
FOOL

EDITH/HELEN
YOU COULDA GOT COMMISSION

COMPANY
SCHOOL

MARJORIE

IS LETTIN' OUT FOR YOU TODAY

COMPANY
BIG BOB'LL BE FRANK
BIG BOB'LL BE SWANK
BIG BOB'LL BE BOLD
BIG BOB'LL BE GOLD

Mr.

BIG BOB'LL BE BACK AND BIG AS ROCKEFELLER

BETCHA THE HEAD OF THE PACK

BOB
YOU'LL SEE THE BIG SHOT I AM
THE HOT SPOT I AM
A LOADED GUN I AM
THE NUMBER ONE I AM
WELL, I'M AS HOT AS CRACKER JACK

COMPANY
HOT AS CRACKER JACK
HOT AS CRACKER JACK
HE WILL BE---

BOB
(spoken)
The thing is:
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For the very last time: Freeze. Turn. And listen
to Bob

BOB (CONT’D)
Even if it ain’t me coming back, there’s gonna be
somebody !

COMPANY
HE WILL BE BACK
HE WILL BE BACK
HE WILL BE BACK

BOB

I WILL BE BACK!
BOB (CONT'D)
(spoken)
Would I lie about a thing like that?
Great big musical POW!

Blackout.

THE END
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