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LIGHTS! CAMERA! MURDER!
A Full Length Murder Mystery
by Todd Wallinger

SYNOPSIS: It’s 1948, and Hope Holloway is an ambitious young press agent

writhing in agony as he collapses to the floor. But whe
i I

Roger remains sprawled on the floor, Hope has

coffee really was poisoned! Worried about the pad pressithis will generate,
Hope quickly hides the body so she can solve the murder herself. But who
could the murderer be? Alberto Bologna, otheaded director who’s only

ers, thelbubbleheaded starlet who
y Novak, the gawky

pretending to be Italian? Gwendolyn Cha
can’t read her cue cards without squinti

production assistant who has a crus Hope? Or one of several other unlikely

suspects? With its crazy characte snappy dialogue, this sassy send-up of

the Golden Age of Hollywood is guaran to be a blockbuster hit!

TOMMY NOVAK Gawky production assistant.

Has a crush on Hope. (124 lines)

HOPE HOL (€ N Ambitious young press agent.
Invariably upbeat. Detailed to a
fault. (328 lines)

ALBE NA (M) e Italian movie director. His fuse

is shorter than a piece of

macaroni.  Speaks with an
Italian accent. (179 lines)
MAXINE STEELE (f) .c.vvoovieieieiieieeeee Once an adorable child star.

Now a tyrannical movie
producer. (77 lines)
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FRED (M)...cooviiiieiieiecieseenie et Burly cameraman. Eats more
than he talks. No one knows his
last name. (39 lines)

VANESSA TIPTON () ..cvevieninineniiencenene Diva-like actress and Roger’s
loyal wife. Plays the frumpy
secretary in Dial M for

GWENDOLYN CHAMBERS (f)......ccccu..... Bubbleheaded
Plays the fe
(85 lines)

ROGER DRUMMOND (M) ....ocovvereveiiannnne Tempera leading man.
Often ing.“Blays the hard-

(ive. (37 lines)
LETITIA VENHAM (f)..c.ccoeninininiiicicnns Gos nist. Proves the
pen can be nastier than the

sword /(56 lines)

DURATION: 75 minutes.
TIME: 1948.
SETTING: A Hollywood soundstage.

ES
ACT ONE
SCENE 1: Morni
ACT TWO
SCENE @ fter.
SET DESCRIPTION
The set 1 gle room representing a movie soundstage. It’s open on both

ends. LEFT leads to the breakroom, dressing rooms, and producer’s office.
RIGHT leads to the exterior of the building.

The soundstage is set up to look like a private detective’s office. The door to
the office is UP LEFT. A desk and office chair are UP RIGHT. Three
director’s chairs are DOWN RIGHT.
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PROPS ONSTAGE
ACT ONE:
[J wastebasket (next to desk)
[1  stack of cue cards (leaning against desk)
[] newspaper, telephone (on desk)
[J  clapperboard (next to director’s chair)

ACT TWO:

[J  wastebasket (next to desk)

[] newspaper

[] telephone

[l clipboard
[J  coffee in blue cup
U

coffee in white cup (on desk)

PROPERTIES BR N

ACT ONE:
[1  coffee in blue cup (TO
[1  clipboard (HOPE)
[J pen (HOPE)
[1  wrist watch (H
[J  coffee in white cupi¢HOPE)
[1 megaphon )
[1  coat (MAXIN
es (MAXINE)

@ (FRED)

[l gum (GWENDOLYN)

[J  compact mirror (GWENDOLYN)
[1  lipstick (GWENDOLYN)

[1 reporter’s notepad (LETITIA)

[J pen (LETITIA)
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ACT TWO:

pack of gum (HOPE)

ring (GWENDOLYN)
doughnut (FRED)

glass of water (MAXINE)

dress gloves (MAXINE)
reporter’s notepad (LETITIA)
pen (LETITIA)

COSTUMES

I A

As this story takes place in the 1940’s, all clothing eflect the fashions

of that time. For both men and women, this mga aists and square
shoulders. Dresses and skirts should hav ec hems while pants
should be pleated. Here are some additional €uggestions to help you

individualize the characters:

TOMMY—Bow tie, sweater vest.
HOPE—Stylish jacket and skirt €om ion.
ALBERTO—Beret, ascot, kni s, tall boots.

MAXINE—Dark pantsuit. @ ring a coat and dress gloves.
and S

FRED—Rugged work shirt

VANESSA—Frumpy dre lasses. You might also give her thick eyebrows
and a fright wi

GWENDOLYN—Re

ROGER—Rumpled suit.

LETITIA—) ﬁ‘ ess, mink stole.

s, red pillbox hat, large ring.
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PREMIERE PRODUCTION

Lights! Camera! Murder! premiered at Johnston Heights Church in Surrey,
British Columbia, Canada. This production was under the direction of Carol
Adams with the following cast and crew:

TOMMY NOVAK ..ot
HOPE HOLLOWAY ....coooiininirieiecieneneeceee
ALBERTO BOLOGNA .........cccoviiiiiiiiicienne,
MAXINE STEELE........cccccceviivininininincnennn

VANESSA TIPTON........cceevverierierrennns

GWENDOLYN CHAMBERS. ................

ROGER DRUMMOND ........coeovrerrne!

LETITIA VENHAM ... £ len Schaafsma

Lighting by Steve Milligan, Randy Pollard
Sound by John Dryfhout, Mark Wil§on
Sound Tech by Deb McCracken

Costumes by Cindy Orivolo

Props by Loreen Pollard
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1

AT START: TOMMY enters left with a very full cup of coffee in a blue
cup. He carries it carefully to the desk.

TOMMY: Okay, Tommy. Don't screw this up. All you have to do is carry
this coffee over to the desk without spilling it. You can dg it, old boy.
Come on now. You're almost there.

HOPE enters left carrying a clipboard.

HOPE: Hi, Tommy!
TOMMY: (Startled.) AAAAH! (Almost spills
himself in time.) Gee whiz, Hope! You alm
(Gently sets the cup on the desk.)
HOPE: (Rushed.) Sorry! It's just naturally bubbly personality.

ee but catches
pade me spill this!

People are always telling me to cal , but | don't see how |
can when there's so much enérgy inside me just waiting to burst out
and—(Sees the cup.) Ooo t coffee?

TOMMY: Huh? Oh, yeah—
HOPE: Let me atit! (Gra
TOMMY: Don't drink it! It
HOPE: What?!

TOMMY: Sorry. |

TOMMY: Obgosh. I'm not explaining this very well, am 1? Look, this
cupis a bur next scene. Roger is going to take a sip, he's
ffer ¢

to to the floor.
HOPF re's no actual poison in this?
TOM h, no. That would be dangerous.

HOPE: Then | guess there's no harm in me taking a sip. (Grabs the
cup again.)

TOMMY: No, Hope! Don't! You're going to get me in trouble! (Takes
the cup back.)

HOPE: All right, fine. | probably shouldn't have any more coffee

anyway.
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TOMMY: Why? How many cups have you had?

HOPE: | don't know. How many cups are in two pots?

TOMMY: You drank two whole pots of coffee? Wow! No wonder you're
bouncing off the walls! (Offers her the chair.) Here, let me massage
your shoulders. It'll help you relax.

HOPE: Sorry, Tommy. | don't have time to relax.

TOMMY: Come on, Hope. Even you can spare sixty seconds.
HOPE: All right. Sixty seconds, but not one second m got a lot

of work to do.
HOPE sits. TOMMY massages her shoulders. Q

TOMMY: What are you wearing under ther @ | pads?
HOPE: Pretty stiff, huh?

TOMMY: Stiff's not the word for it. Your shoulders feel like they're
made out of marble.

HOPE: Well, that's an improvement. ek you said they were
made out of steel.

TOMMY: Why do you let Ma

HOPE: It's not Maxine. It's me. Thi
want to do a good job

TOMMY: Yeah, well, it's
the title of this pict(re,i ible. Dial M for Migraine? Yuck!

HOPE: | don't thi

t so much pressure on you?
my first gig as press agent. |

great director and you'll be a great press agent and together we'll
- orld's greatest pictures—

HOPE looks at her watch. She springs out of the chair.

HOPE: Oh! See what you made me do? That was sixty-three seconds!
We went three seconds over!

TOMMY: Gosh, Hope. What's the big rush?

HOPE: | need to find Roger. Letitia is on her way and—
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TOMMY: Letitia Venham is coming here?

HOPE: Yes.

TOMMY: Letitia Venham, the Horror of Hollywood?

HOPE: Yes! Yes!

TOMMY: Why is she coming here?

HOPE: She wants to interview Roger, ask him how the pic
You know, stuff like that.

TOMMY: Oh, no! She must have heard the rumor,

re is going.

around.

will never make any money!

HOPE: Don't worry. I've got it all unde
clipboard.) I've listed the twenty-six que
to ask and come up with the best answer¥e

TOMMY: Let me see that. (Takes thé clipb
number one, what is your name?"

HOPE: You see, if he says, "Roger Dr d," it might come off as
too abrupt. | was thinking could say something like, "Roger
Drummond, star of the greatesifiim of this or any year."

TOMMY: Don't you think that might verdoing it a bit?

HOPE: I'm just trying to kéep thiags positive and upbeat.

TOMMY: (Hands the clip k to HOPE.) Good luck with that.

HOPE: Thanks, Tom is'toward the left exit.)

TOMMY: Oh, Hope?

HOPE: Yes, Tom

TOMMY: Have you givemwany thought to dinner tonight?

bably just grab something on the way home.

h me.

rd. Reads.) "Question

HOPE: Sounds dreamy, Tommy, but I'm going to have to say no.
Maybe later, after the picture is released.
TOMMY: (Under his breath.) If it ever gets released.

ALBERTO enters left holding a megaphone.
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HOPE: Ooo, there's Alberto! See you later, Tommy!

TOMMY: Bye, Hope. (Wanders off, exiting right.)

HOPE: Oh, Mr. Baloney!

ALBERTO: (ltalian accent.) Signorina Holloway, how many times
must | tell you? It is Bologna! [Pronounced: buh-LONE-ya.] Not

Baloney! Bologna! Baloney is a processed meat product. Do | look
like a processed meat product?
HOPE: No, Mr. Bologna. You don't look like any kind t product.

ALBERTO: | will take that as a compliment.
HOPE: Have you seen Roger?
ALBERTO: What? Do you think | have eyes be he back of my

head? No, | have not seen Roger. Wh u et look in the
breakroom?
HOPE: | did. | looked in the breakroom. | lo s dressing room.

| even looked in the commissary. Hé's nowhere to be found.
ALBERTO: How can Roger be nowhere? Everybody is somewhere!
HOPE: Yes, well, wherever that some , it certainly isn't here.
ALBERTO: How can Roger this to me? This is the last day of

shooting! How can | finish the"picture if he is not here to be shot?

running late, he neve

him anyway?
HOPE: | need to hi his interview with Letitia.
ALBERTO: Letitia ham is coming here?
HOPE: Yes.

enham, the Terror of Tinseltown?

write whatever she feels like writing. At least if | go over these
questions first, he can chat up the picture's good points.
ALBERTO: What good points?

HOPE: Well, like the actors, for example.

ALBERTO: Hams, every one of them.

HOPE: Or maybe the script.
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ALBERTO: Garbage. Pure garbage.

HOPE: How about the title?

ALBERTO: Worst title ever.

HOPE: Come on, Mr. Bologna. There must be something good about
the picture.

ALBERTO: Yes. | understand the directing is brillian

t.
MAXINE enters right wearing a coat and dress gloveA
MAXINE: Alberto! Alberto Bolognal!
ALBERTO: Uh oh! I've got to go!

ALBERTO tries to sneak toward the left exit

MAXINE: Stop right there, Alberto! Ygu can't,get away from me that
easily!

ALBERTO: (Turns back.) Well, look whoi re! Baby Maxie!

MAXINE: | told you never to calime that. I'm not a child star anymore.
I'm a highly respected prodéic

MAXINE: Why aren

relax. This picture is three weeks late and
dellars over budget. Half a million dollars that came

MAXINE: Oh? And what would that be?
ALBERTO: Three more days.

MAXINE: Three days to shoot one scene?
ALBERTO: 'l settle for two.

MAXINE: You'll settle for one.
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ALBERTO: But Maxine, how much would it cost? One thousand
dollars? Two thousand dollars?

MAXINE: With this cast? Fifty thousand dollars. Which is exactly fifty
thousand dollars more than | have.

ALBERTO: Why do you not look for some new investors?

MAXINE: I've tried, Alberto. Believe me, I've tried. Unfortunately,
everyone in town knows this picture's in trouble. The last thing they
want to do is throw good money after bad.

ALBERTO: | do not care if it is good or bad, as lon it is ey.

MAXINE: Yes, well, you're the only one.

ALBERTO: Maybe you could take out anoth W you say?—
mortgage.

MAXINE: | can't, Alberto. I'm already to the hilt. I've

mortgaged my main house in Beverl e mortgaged my
beach house in Malibu. I've even my vacation house in
Lake Tahoe. What else do you want me to mortgage?

ALBERTO: Do you have a doghouse?

MAXINE: That's not funny, Albefto.

ALBERTO: No. Itis not.

MAXINE: What | don't understand is Where all the money went. You've
burned through two mi dollars and what is there to show for it?
The lights barely work @ mes are falling apart. And just look
at this desk. It looksuli made out of cardboard!

ALBERTO: Ah, b

ALBERTO: axine
MAXINE: yund.) Wait a minute. Where's Roger?
ALBERTO: Roger who?

MAXII ho do you think? Roger Drummond, the King of
Roger Drummond, the idol of millions! Roger

ALBERTO: Oh, that Roger.

MAXINE: We can't finish this picture without him! Hold on. Is that why
you needed three more days? Is Roger missing?

ALBERTO: No. Of course not.

MAXINE: Thank heavens! Where is he?

ALBERTO: Someplace that is not here.
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MAXINE: That's not helpful.

ALBERTO: It was not meant to be.

MAXINE: Well, I'm not leaving until | see him!

ALBERTO: Please, Maxine. You have to trust me. | want to finish this
picture just as badly as you do. In fact, | have to finish it. Next week,
| am taking a ship to visit my dear old mamma in Napoli.

MAXINE: Fine, Alberto. I'll trust you. Just know this. If you go even
one more dollar over budget, if this picture is d ven one
more day, you won't have to take a ship back to
there myself! In a long wooden box! (Storms of

ALBERTO: (To himself.)) Mamma mia! And they s

TOMMY enters right.

TOMMY: Um, Mr. Bologna?

ALBERTO: What is it, Tomasso? | s r you are more annoying than
a spider in the spaghetti sauce!

TOMMY: It's about this next scéne. You know how you wanted to do
a high-angle shot? Well, | t thinking—

ALBERTO: Thinking? Thinking?! ays with the brain you are
thinking! If | wanted e thinking, | would have made you
assistant director.

TOMMY: | thought |

TOMMY: What does a peon do?

ALBERTO: Everything he is told to do.

TOMMY: Sounds like a gopher.

ALBERTO: No! The gopher has big teeth that stick out like this.
(Waves his fingers in front of his mouth.) You do not have big teeth.
You have itty bitty teeth.
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TOMMY: Okay...

ALBERTO: But | tell you what. If you do this one little thing for me, |
may promote you.

TOMMY: To assistant director?

ALBERTO: No. (TOMMY covers his ears as ALBERTO shouts
through the megaphone again.) To Peon, Second Class!

TOMMY: What do you want me to do?

ALBERTO: | want you to find Roger and bring him 0 we can
finish the shoot. If we do not finish the shoot, Maxine will
And if Maxine goes broke, you can bet she wil

TOMMY: But | don't even know where to look!

ALBERTO: Look everywhere! Look nowher

TOMMY: Yes, Mr. Bologna.

ALBERTO: Oh, and one more thing. This is ortant. You must
bring him back either dead or alive.

TOMMY: Which do you prefer?

ALBERTO: Alive. Then | will kill him.

TOMMY: I'm on my way!

TOMMY exits left. FRED enters left%eating a sandwich. ALBERTO

That was a cry of delight. You know, like, "Wow! That is some kind
of look! Hubba hubba!"

VANESSA: Oh, Alberto. Flattery will get you nowhere. A bald-faced
lie, on the other hand, will get you a round-trip ticket to the moon.

ALBERTO: Did you want to talk to me, Vanessa?

VANESSA: Yes. | have a problem with my lines.
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ALBERTO: Do not worry. A good face cream will take care of those.

VANESSA: Not the lines on my face! The lines in my script!
Gwendolyn has more than me!

ALBERTO: So?

VANESSA: So I'm married to Roger Drummond, the King of

Hollywood. That makes me the Queen of Hollywood. | should get
more lines.
ALBERTO: But Gwendolyn is in half the scenes! Yo only this

one scenel!
VANESSA: Exactly. That's why | took the libed @ xpanding the
ALBERTO: Oh, boy.
VANESSA: See here, where Roger drinks

back in and wrestle Gwendolyn to the ground. You know, slap her
around a few times. Maybe put a chokehold'on her.

scene.
ed coffee? Now
the script has me offstage at this point, bu as thinking | could run

ALBERTO: But Vanessa, | cannot let y at! It would destroy the
integrity of the entire film!
VANESSA: | don't care ab rity! I'm an actress! | only care

about my career!
ALBERTO: No. ltis too
VANESSA: Oh, you wa
can play at that ga

e. | am, not going to change the script now.
ardball, do you? All right then. Two
left.) Roger! Oh, Roger! | need you!
ALBERTO: Ther calling your husband. Roger is not—

(Thinking better ofyit, ALBERTO falls silent.)
VANESSA: Roger isn' at, Alberto? Roger isn't awake? Roger isn't

feeling ger isn't able to hear me because he has bananas
in his ez %

C SIO

ALBERTO: Now Vanessa, do not get excited.

VANESSA: Don't get excited? Roger left the house an hour before |
did! Where could he be?

ALBERTO: | am sure there is a perfectly good explanation. Maybe his
car broke down. Maybe he spilled a big bow! of soup on his pants.
Maybe an earthquake wiped out the entire city.
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VANESSA: For his sake, there'd better be an earthquake! (Looks
around.) Hold on. Gwendolyn isn't here either.

ALBERTO: Gwendolyn? Uh, | think she's in makeup.

VANESSA: | just came from makeup. She wasn't there.

ALBERTO: (Nervous.) Oh, that's right. She said she would be a few
minutes late. Her car broke down. Or wait. She spilled a big bowl of
soup on her pants. No, no. Now | remember. An earthquake wiped
out the entire city—

VANESSA: Don't lie to me, Alberto. | know perfectl
on.

ALBERTO: You do?

VANESSA: Yes, of course. Roger's teachin
isn't he?

ALBERTO: What? Oh, yes! Of course!
chess!

VANESSA: That's so nice of him. i mean,/Gwendolyn is such a
bubblehead. Why, she must spend h every move.

ALBERTO: Yes. | am sure it is @'terrible sacrifice.

GWENDOLYN enters right c

GWENDOLYN: O nessa. Does my lipstick look all right?

GWENDOLYN: Oh, really? (Checks her lips in a compact mirror.)
ow that happened. (Pulls out a tube of lipstick and

GWENDGC D sit?

hy, sure. The game was too much for you. You must

( concentrating on the board so hard you smudged your
lips without knowing it.

GWENDOLYN: Uh, sure. The board.

VANESSA: You know, Gwendolyn, I've been meaning to talk to you.

GWENDOLYN: About what?

VANESSA: | was looking at the script and, well, it just seems to be an
awful lot of words for such a tiny little brain.
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GWENDOLYN: But Tommy already went to the trouble of writing them
all down for me. (Picks up the cue cards.) See?

VANESSA: | know, but cue cards are so unprofessional, don't you
think? Especially since you can't read them without squinting.

GWENDOLYN: What are you talking about? | don't squint.

VANESSA: Honey, you look like a fruit bat staring directly jnto the sun.

GWENDOLYN: Oh, yeah? Well, maybe that's a charactefchoice!

VANESSA: Well then, maybe your character can cho ay a little
less. (Grabs the cue cards.) Here. Let me showgyou. (P out a
pen and starts crossing off words.) We'll cut t e, And that line.

And—

GWENDOLYN tries to take the cue cards ba @ NESSA keeps a
tight grip on them.

GWENDOLYN: Give me them cue cards!
VANESSA: Not on your life!
GWENDOLYN: Give them baclkfor I'll tell Alberto!
VANESSA: I'm doing you a f; ou dingbat!
GWENDOLYN: Well, if I'm a dingba u're a prima donnal!
VANESSA: Simpleton!

GWENDOLYN: Diva!

VANESSA: Ignoram
GWENDOLYN: U

GWENDOLYN: | can't help it! | ran out of words!

HOPE ents @ nning.

GWENDOLYN: Letitia Venham, the Fiend of Filmdom?
HOPE: Yes! Yes!

VANESSA: Letitia Venham, the Malefactor of Movieland?
HOPE: Okay, that's a new one.

GWENDOLYN: Why is she coming here?



18 LIGHTS! CAMERA! MURDER!

HOPE: Oh, she must have heard rumors we're having problems on
the set and wants to find out if they're true.

VANESSA: Rumors? Listen, honey. Everyone knows this picture is
the Titanic.

GWENDOLYN: And Vanessa here is the ice cube.

VANESSA: First of all, it was an iceberg that sunk the Titanic. Not an
ice cube. And second, if anyone's sinking this picture, you!

HOPE: Don't you think that's going a bit overboard?

VANESSA: That's the problem. We're all going ove
And there are no lifeboats waiting.

HOPE: Well, if that's true, Letitia doesn't know . She's always

been very supportive of this film.

VANESSA: That's what's so odd. Normall % the first to know
if a picture's in trouble. She's like a vulturg, thatéway, circling high
overhead, looking for any sign of wgaknes

GWENDOLYN: | think she's more likela snake, the way she sniffs out
blood in the water.

VANESSA: You mean a shark, dear. Sharks live in water. Not snakes.

GWENDOLYN: Oh, yeah? out a plumber's snake?

HOPE: Trust me, Letitia won't find otva thing. Not as long as we act
like we're one big family

VANESSA: And what fam 1 that be? The Borgias?

HOPE: Ha ha! That's s Tipton! Keep those laughs coming!
(Gives VANES [ punch on the arm.) Ow.

VANESSA starts towardthe left exit with the cue cards. GWENDOLYN
follows her.

GWENDOL give me back them cards, you prima donna!

GWENDOLYN: Where do you keep coming up with these?

VANESSA exits left with GWENDOLYN following. FRED enters right.
He's holding a movie camera in one hand and eating the same
sandwich as before with the other.
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HOPE: Fred! You're here!
FRED: (Still walking.) Yup.
HOPE: Have you seen Roger?
FRED: Nope.

HOPE: Will you tell me if you do?
FRED: Maybe. (Exits left.)

HOPE: (Calls off left) Is that a definite maybe or justia possible
maybe?

HOPE exits following FRED off left. ROGER ent bling in right,
looking disheveled. He sinks into the office chair ts his head on
the desk. ALBERTO enters left. He's so in his own
thoughts, he doesn't see ROGER.

ALBERTO: (To himself.) Oh, this is terfible! Just terrible! If Roger does
not show up, | will have to find someone who can double for him!
But who else looks like Roger? | kn er does! | will find him,
and then he can double for hifmself!

ALBERTO exits right. TOM entersieft, he doesn't see ROGER.

TOMMY: (To himself.) w Bologna is going to be mad! Mr.
Bologna is going t d! If | don't find Roger, Mr. Bologna

is going to demote me then I'll be Peon, Fourth Class!

TOMMY exits right. HOPE enters left, she doesn't see ROGER.

Question number twenty-seven. If you were a
>f tree would you be? (Leans against the desk to

ROGER: (Lifts his head.) Shhhh!
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HOPE: (Rushed.) I've been looking for you everywhere! Letitia
Venham is going to be here—yes, that Letitia Venham, the Horror
of Hollywood, the Terror of Tinseltown and about a thousand other
names—but you don't need to worry because I've written down the
twenty-seven questions she's most likely to ask and broken down
each answer into five or six detailed but easily , memorized
paragraphs—

ROGER: Please! I've been out all night and the las | want to
hear right now is your annoying, high-pitched voi Drops his head
to the desk again.)

HOPE: (Makes her voice ridiculously low.) You sleep now, Mr.

Drummond! Letitia's going to be here any, ang | need to get
you ready for your interview—
ROGER covers his head with the new<aper. jL ERTO enters right.
ALBERTO: Wait one minute! Did | hea 's voice just now?

HOPE tries to block ALBERT iew of ROGER.

ALBERTO: No.la
hear Roger'

ALB ks the newspaper off of ROGER. ROGER lifts his head.

ROGER: ngiorno. [Pronounced: bone-JORE-no.]

ALBERTO: Roger, my friend! Where have you been? No, do not
answer that. It does not matter where you have been. All that
matters is where you are going. And where you are going is to drink
this coffee! (Picks up the coffee cup.)

HOPE: No! Don't drink that! (Grabs the cup.)

ALBERTO: Why? What is wrong?
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HOPE: Nothing!

ALBERTO: Then why can he not drink it?

HOPE: | don't know! But somehow Tommy will get in trouble!

ALBERTO: Oh, Tomasso! | should have known he would be involved!

HOPE: You won't make Roger drink it, will you?

ALBERTO: Not if you bring him another cup of coffee.

HOPE: Well, gee, Mr. Bologna, I'd love to get him some coffee, but I'm
really a press agent so—

ALBERTO: (Through the megaphone.) Now!

ALBERTO: | do not know what you mean 4
ROGER: This is Roger Drummond ygu're talking to, remember? We
grew up on the same block in Hobaken?

ALBERTO looks around to makgfsure no one is listening.

ALBERTO: (Drops his accent.) Don't'give me away, Roger! Please! It
would ruin my career!
ROGER: Well then, you' @ ough up the money.
ALBERTO: I'm sorry; ; ere is N0 more money.
ROGER: There's
ALBERTO: Not time. Maxine has mortgaged everything she
owns. She can’t put more money in the bank.
p, write me a check for what's left.

ROGER: Every horse | pick is a winner. Unfortunately, the horses don't
always know it.

ALBERTO: I'm sorry, Roger. There's nothing | can do.

ROGER: Nothing?

ALBERTO: Nothing.
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ROGER: Well, that's too bad because | would hate to let your little
secret slip...
ALBERTO: You'd better not, Roger, or | swear I'll—

LETITIA enters right with a reporter's notepad and pen.

LETITIA: (Writes.) "The tension on the set is so thick youicouldn't cut
it with a meat cleaver. Even the director and star ar h other's

throats."
ROGER and ALBERTO abruptly break apart. Q

ROGER: Letitia, please don't print that. @ st rehearsing a
scene.

LETITIA: Oh, really? Then why did Albérto call.you by your real name?
ROGER: What? Oh, that was just a slip,of the tongue. (To ALBERTO.)

Alberto, you've got to be more carefu aracter's name is Nick.
Not Roger. Nick.
ALBERTO: (ltalian accent.) is a very bad time, Letitia. Please

come back tomorrow afte
come back on Sunday
LETITIA: Sunday? Why
ALBERTO: Because
LETITIA: Ha ha.

we fi the shooting. Or better yet,

‘%@ pictures of the year. My readers will be disappointed if |
can't'digdp a little dirt about it.

ROGER: [I'm afraid you won't find any dirt here. Alberto runs a tight
ship.
LETITIA: Yes. And I think | know the name of that ship.

HOPE enters left with coffee in a white cup. She doesn't see LETITIA.
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HOPE: Here's your coffee, Mr. Drummond. Hopefully, this will perk
you up before the Terror of Tinseltown gets here—(Sets the cup on
the desk.)

LETITIA: I'm already here.

HOPE: (Whirls around.) Miss Venham! Did you think | was talking

about you? Ha ha! How silly! | wasn't talking about you. | was talking

about the other Terror of Tinseltown. | mean—

LETITIA: You'd better stop right there before that ho e digging
reaches China.

ROGER takes a sip of the coffee. He spits it out.

ROGER: Ow! | burned my tongue!

HOPE: Gosh! I'm sorry, Mr. Drummond! [ j d it straight from
the pot!

ROGER: You idiot! Don't ever serve coffee straight from the pot! It
has to be cooled off first!

LETITIA:  (Writes.) "Drummond's assistant is a charmless little
scatterbrain, utterly oblivio e star's special needs."

HOPE: Oh, I'm not Mr. Drummond's istant. I'm the press agent—

LETITIA: Oh, dear. You yau're one of those dreary little flacks
whose job it is to co that this is the greatest picture in
history?

HOPE: What? Nq!

1 as | tell him what those opinions are. (Pulls on
long, Mr. Drummond. Let's have a little talk.
ALB h, no! You are not taking Roger away from me! | need
the picture!

ALBERTO: How many times must | tell you? It is not Bologna! It is
Baloney! Oh, wait. Never mind. It is Bologna.

Still holding the cue cards, VANESSA enters left with GWENDOLYN.
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VANESSA: There. | got it all down to one line. Now you don't even
need the cue cards.

GWENDOLYN: Well, gee! If you're going to cut so many of my lines, |
might as well not be in the picture at all!

VANESSA: You said it. | didn't.

Seeing ROGER, GWENDOLYN and VANESSA rush ovex him.

GWENDOLYN: Roger, please tell your wife she's allowe@ to cut
my lines!

VANESSA: Roger, please tell your chess partne oesn't deserve

any lines!
ROGER groans and covers his head with th per again.

LETITIA: (Writes.) "The two actresse@vg like cats and dogs."
ALBERTO: Signoras, please! We have t!

ALBERTO gestures toward L . VANESSA drops the cue cards,
and she and GWENDOLYN hurry ovefito LETITIA.

VANESSA: Letitia Venh
GWENDOLYN: How i
VANESSA: You

writer you are.
GWENDOLYN: That's

vulture.
VANESSA @ Yes, well, if | did say that, | only meant that she

ision and soars high above her rivals.
GWENDOC : Yeah. Sure.

o stop by!
just telling Gwendolyn what a wonderful

nny. | could have sworn you called her a

GWENDOLYN: Huh? Oh, well, all | meant is that her skin is kind of
scaly and she's got a forked tongue.

VANESSA: That's not really better.

GWENDOLYN: Letitia, listen. You don't want to write about her. She's
nothing but a has-been.

VANESSA: Yes, well, she's a never-was.
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LETITIA: I'm sorry. | didn't catch your names.

VANESSA: Why, I'm Vanessa Tipton.

GWENDOLYN: And I'm Gwendolyn Chambers.

LETITIA: (Writes.) "Vanessa Tipton. Gwendolyn Chambers." (To
VANESSA and GWENDOLYN.) Excellent. Now | can make sure
never to mention either one of you in my column.

VANESSA and GWENDOLYN look shocked. TOMMY. right.
TOMMY: (To himself.) Oh, no! Roger is really mij his time! If he

doesn't show up soon, this entire production apart!
LETITIA: (Writes.) "This entire production wj arthy:"

ALBERTO: (Exasperated.) Gaaaah!
ROGER: Tommy!

ROGER jabs athumb at LETITIA. TOR@O pick up on his signal.

TOMMY: Roger! You're here!

EVERYONE: We kn
ALBERTO: (Thro

LETITIA:

ALB O:%ham sorry, Letitia, but | must ask you to step outside.

LET @ have to? | so wanted to see you work your cinematic
magic

ROGER: Come on, Alberto. Letitia can stay, can't she?

ALBERTO: Fine! Do what you want! | am only the director! It is not
like | am important or anything!

ROGER: Letitia, you can sit in one of the director's chairs.

LETITIA: Thank you, Roger.
ROGER: It's the least | can do.
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LETITIA sits.

ALBERTO: Now please, let us get started! If there is even one more
interruption, | am going to lose my mind!

TOMMY picks up the cue cards. MAXINE enters left. Shels no longer
wearing the coat and gloves.

MAXINE: Roger! You made it!

LETITIA: Well! If it isn't Baby Maxie!

MAXINE: Stop calling me that!

ALBERTO: (More exasperated.) Gaaaah! Q
LETITIA: (Writes.) "The director is on the verge anity."
ALBERTO: (To LETITIA.) You! Stop @

LETITIA stops writing.

ALBERTO: (To MAXINE.) Yoff! Sit.down!

MAXINE plops into a dire

ALBERTO: (To TO O

ver there!

TOMMY hurries downstage.

HOPE: What'doWieu want with me?

ALBERTO m ow what | want with you? | want you to go away!
That is what | want with you!

TOM e, Hope. You can hold the cue cards.

TOMM s HOPE the cue cards and picks up the clapperboard.

While HOPE takes her position downstage, ALBERTO goes to
ROGER.
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ALBERTO: Now Roger, remember what | told you. This is your big
death scene. As soon as you drink the coffee, you will know that
you have been poisoned. Your throat burns. Your stomach hurts.
But through it all, you try to tell Gwendolyn who killed you. Make me
cry like a little bambino. Do you understand?

ROGER: Little bambino. Check.

ALBERTO: Gwendolyn? (Looks around.) Where is Gwendolyn?

TOMMY: Gwendolyn!

GWENDOLYN: Do you want something?

ALBERTO: Yes. | am the director. | want to

GWENDOLYN: Oh. Okay. (Crosses ta’/ALBERTO.)

ALBERTO: Now Gwendolyn, you have very dgep feelings for Roger.

GWENDOLYN: How did you find out?

ALBERTO: | am not talking @bout you! | am talking about your
character!

GWENDOLYN: Oh. Yeah.

ALBERTO: It breaks youf'heartte watch him die, but there is a—how
you say?—quiltiness es, as though you might be the one

n show me this guiltiness?

who poisoned him:
GWENDOLYN: H Makes a goofy expression.)

GWENDOLYN: Sure't , Mr. Bologna.

ase, spit out your gum.

? Oh. (Removes the gum from her mouth. Looking
it under the top of the desk.)

VANESSA gives ALBERTO a nasty look.
ALBERTO: (Through megaphone.) Places, everyone! Places!

VANESSA grabs GWENDOLYN and exits with her up left.
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TOMMY: Uh, Mr. Bologna?
ALBERTO: (Turns to TOMMY and continues to shout through the
megaphone.) Not now, Tomasso!

Too late, TOMMY claps his hands over his ears. Realizing, ALBERTO
lowers the megaphone and proceeds to talk normally.

ALBERTO: | mean, not now. | am ready for the shooti

TOMMY: But that's what | wanted to talk to you ab Fred i here!
ALBERTO: Fred? Who is this Fred?

TOMMY: He's the cameraman.

ALBERTO: (Even more exasperated.) Gaa
TOMMY: Fred!

FRED enters left eating an apple. < ’
FRED: Yup?

ALBERTO: Where is your camgra?
FRED: It's next to the roast b
ALBERTO: Well, goand getj

FRED: Can I finish this app '
ALBERTO: No, you canio

finish that apple, | will finish you!

FRED drops the a in astebasket and exits left.

ALBERTO: (To hims | swear, it would be easier working with
trained s untrained seals, for that matter.

FRED ente the camera.

ow, are we finally ready? (No response.) | said, are we
EVERYONE turns to each other with half-hearted comments like,
"Yeah, sure," "l guess," and "Why not?"

ALBERTO: All right then. (Through megaphone.) Quiet on the set!
TOMMY: Quiet on the set!
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ROGER opens the newspaper and puts his feet on the desk.

ALBERTO: (Through megaphone.) Roll camera!
TOMMY: Roll camera!

FRED starts filming. !
ALBERTO: (Through megaphone.) Tomasso, shut up!

TOMMY: Tomasso, shut up! Oh wait, that's me.

ALBERTO: (Through megaphone.) Clap the per! Clap the
clapper!

TOMMY: Huh? Oh! (Claps the clapperboar

ALBERTO: (Through megaphone.) And ac

TOMMY: Uh oh!

TOMMY ducks out of the way. ALBERT! s into a director's chair.
VANESSA enters up left. She stands blocking the doorway.

VANESSA: Mr. Bullitt, a new client re to see you.
ROGER: Thanks, Sally. £ nif

VANESSA: It's not a hi

VAN ood to know.

GWEN steps up to the doorway. Finding it blocked by
VANESSA, she shoves her way in.

GWENDOLYN: Oof!
VANESSA: Ow!
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GWENDOLYN sashays over to ROGER and looks around for the cue
cards. Seeing that HOPE is holding them, she leans forward and
squints.

GWENDOLYN: Nick, it's me.
VANESSA: Sorry, Mr. Bullitt. Do you want me to throw her out?
ROGER: What? And let you have all the fun? No, I'll take care of it.
And by it, | mean her.
VANESSA: Yes, Mr. Bullitt.

VANESSA gives GWENDOLYN a nasty look an up left. As the
scene continues, GWENDOLYN reads t s haltingly,
struggling to see the words.

ROGER: Well, | never thought I'd seegour face again.
GWENDOLYN: Why? Don't you like i

ROGER: | like the face just fine. It's wh ind it that bothers me.
GWENDOLYN: If you're still a —
ROGER: Angry? Angry doe in to describe it. First, you leave

me standing at the altar. Then yo d up marrying my best man.

GWENDOLYN: What's @ out that?

ROGER: He gave you
ere was any way | could make it up to

GWENDOLYN: Belie
you, | would.
ROGER: Oh, sure.%ou can try to sound all sweet and everything, but
behind those words 8 a heart as bitter as the coffee in this cup.

Setting the cup on the desk, ROGER grabs at his throat.

ROGER: My throat! It's burning!
GWENDOLYN: What happened? Did somebody poison you?
ROGER: Yes! And | know who it is!
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ROGER slides to the floor, writhing in agony. GWENDOLYN rushes to
his side.

GWENDOLYN: Tell me, Nick! Please! Who did this to you?
ROGER: The killer is—the killer is—

GWENDOLYN: Yes? Yes? !
ROGER lets out a groan and dies.

GWENDOLYN: Oh, Nick!

ALBERTO: (Leaps out of his chair. Throug hone.) Cut! Cut!
TOMMY: What he said!

FRED stops filming. GWENDOLYN brgaks her,pose.

GWENDOLYN: How was that?
ALBERTO: Brilliant! Simply brilliant!

VANESSA enters up left. Eve
they don't notice that ROG

one is'Se busy with their own concerns,
ill sprawled on the floor.

VANESSA: Does th
ALBERTO: Youc

an go home?
e and make brownies, for all | care! Yes,

GWENDOLYN: Oh, a fat joke, huh? You take that back or I'll— I'll—
VANESSA: You'll what?
GWENDOLYN: | don't know, but you won't like it!

GWENDOLYN and VANESSA exit left, bickering the whole way.
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LETITIA: (Stands and applauds.) Bravo! Bravo! Now that's what | call
a triumph!

HOPE: Didn't | tell you Roger Drummond is a great actor?

LETITIA: Yes, but | had no idea how great. In fact, with that
performance, I'd say he's a shoo-in for an Academy Award!

HOPE: Thank you, Miss Venham. Now if you don't mind waiting
backstage, I'll bring Roger out in a few minutes.
LETITIA: A triumph! A veritable triumph! (Exits left.)
ould,

MAXINE: You saved me, Alberto. | didn't think y t you
saved me.

ALBERTO: See? | knew it would be a piece of s

MAXINE: I think you mean a piece of cake.

ALBERTO: No, it must be steak. My doct
sweets.

e to cut back on

MAXINE and ALBERTO exit left.

TOMMY: Well, Hope, | guess this is goodbye.
HOPE: Yeah. | guessitis.

He turns back.

TOMMY: Um, Hope?
HOPE: Yes, Tom

HOPE: New Year's Eveé®That's nine months away!

TOMMY: oW but you said you might go out with me after the
picture's Well, I'm thinking it's got to be released by then.
Ton

TOMMY: (To himself.) Have a good life? Why did | say that? I'm so
stupid!

TOMMY exits left. HOPE goes to ROGER.
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HOPE: Wow. That sure was a great performance, Mr. Drummond.
Why, | could almost swear you really died. (No response.) Mr.
Drummond? You can get up now. The shoot is done. (Nudges
ROGER with her foot. ROGER rolls over and his arm falls limply.
HOPE drops to her knees.) Oh, Mr. Drummond! Please don't be
dead! | don't know what I'd do if you were dead! (Tries to shake
ROGER awake.) Oh, no! You're dead! You’re dead!
really dead! (Thinks.) Wait a minute. Somethin s awfully
fishy about this. What are the chances you'd die

Seeing the coffee cup, she picks it up with bo ds and takes a
whiff.) This doesn't smell right. This does at all. I'll bet
somebody poisoned this coffee. And th il know who as

the cup. Alarmed, she sets the
fingerprints all over the cup! | ha

.) Oh, no! | got my
them off! (Wipes the
w they'll never know |
this, the police will keep the film as
eleased! But if | don't report this,
I, murder! Oh, what am | going
going to do! I'm going to solve this
ay | can solve it is to make sure
nobody knows you abs ROGER'S arms.) I'm really sorry
but I'm going to have to find some place
ROGER toward the up left exit.) Now don't get
I'll come and get you when I'm done!

to hide you. (Dr
huffy with me. | pro

HOPE exits @ th ROGER. Lights out.

INTERMISSION
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