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TOULOUSE
(Straightening her dress, caught
in the act of teasing FROU FROU.)

Maziet Uhat are you doing? If Duke ever catchos you off fhc Smect

©of£ the—£loow, he'll break every bone in your body

MAZIE
Sssht Liston; I got sone juicy gossip about liola
Noonan, and I'm gonna let the cat ouf e e

routoysa- Y La Sl Coiie ,\l@/}
Oh, I knew it, I saw it in—thecards, Wi 2
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TOULOUSE:
(Pulling away.
S0 go'n'feed ‘en! Y get off my baci

nly

DUKE

Keep it up and | You're gonna be out on your ass.
yaybe you can get your old job back, washing ont
Rl e

TOULOUSE

(Incensed.)
3%z, T never washad out an clephant's asshole in my
1if

(Proclaining.)
I an a voman and an actress!

DUKE
Where is East?

(HE storns off,
East!

TOULOUSE

Kiss ny high heels, Frou Frou!

MAZIE
(Coming out from behind the

trunk.)
Hey, Toulouse

TOUT.OUSE
What is it now, Mazie?
AZIE
o ya? Dpuke
afford to buy his own

Lend me your foot used mine all
up. He can't even foot powde.

TOULOUSE
%00k, if you don't like working here
quit

» why don't you

MAZIE

I can't quit. Where can I go»

(TOULOUSE starts to tell her.)

LOBE " awrioht! 'So T411 never taka it an
I'n in love,

Awright, awr:
big band sin

a

OULOUSE

Yea levw and the shit flew,

» the wind b

MAZIE
Go ahead ... go ahead and laugh.




TOULOUSE

Who can laugh?

Az
One of these days you'll all he sorry when they drag
my body out of the river.

TOULOUSE
Look, Mazie, I'n your friend; we went through all this
in Detroit.  What happened to MNola:

MAZIE
Oh. This guy comes over to her and asks her a question.

Don't tell me!
he.

Sonebody actually tried to make verbal
contact with her:

MAZIE
He asked her, in no five dollar words, what she thought
of Kipling.

TOULOUSE
I'n ready.

MAZIE

She says, "I don't know. I never kipled."

(NOLA enters. SHE is a loud, brassy
redhead and/or blonde, SHE is carrying

two library books, dripping in fox, and
singing.)

Noua
EVERYBODY LOVES MY DA

BUT MY BAEY Do L0VE Hosopy. By e
HOBODY B

e the book. After

thunderous applause, SHE speaks.)
Hiya, kid

TOULOUSE
Where were you?

g T e S G library.

SHE opens her purse.)
Hey, look what I got! It's new ... they call it St.
Valentine's Day Mascara. Well, Toulouse, what do
you think? liow do 2




TouLouSE
You need more paint. More cat- around the eyes,
noonbeans, Twiggles, shadow, r ainvmw;, Lies, zouge ana
a he Duke wants to see the "biq face"

woua
Haziaz| tiayive have your pofnt of view nowe

1nzze
Goxssousi—po o tourrise % line (ddre)
seriousiyy

i

g0
ight ne The place is packed, and I'11 bt bua's
oy aamcas

Don't I know it. e

MAZIE
s used up all ny foot powder.

ora
You know, Mazie, sometimes I get the distinct impression
you think you'ra living in Star-Brite Par)

MAZT]
(To herself, under the following.)
Star-Brite Park

Star-Brite Park

LA
(Racing over to TOULOUSE.)
Look, if she don't like working here, why don't

Quit. Already Frou Frou the pinhead is upset.

she

€
Justioon'E sotm right. o, oopiin girl like her, slinging
hash in a joint like this

MAZIE
Aw, gee thanks, Wola. You're regular.

nora
She heard me!

(To MAZIE.)
Yeah, but do I look all right to go on right now?

TOULOUSE
You look like you're fleeing from a goddamn burning
building. Where'd you get these clothes, Nola? You're
t trving to pay off an election bet, are yous
MAzTE
{Very empty-headed, )
I nmean thi

wn ... it ain't big enough. If they
ever hear of holl(‘xc' here, Duke is gonna lose out
on slave labor!




DUKE
(Running in.)
You're late, Nola. Get

5 out there and rack up the
balls!

A exits.)
Frou Frou, go out and pick me up a pack of butts ...
I'm all tapped o

OULOUSE
T e
Ll Tl inRes Eotoomeicinto y dresing

nazie
(Crossing stage right.)
Well? You heard the lady o.. brssre!

IKE

Crmere, Fast. Wrap your ass in a
hesd i infa) thrhan;iend p
ending, ‘causessontue)fir

no, tie your
edict VEReC o e

(During MAZIE's next line, NOLA
re-enters.)

mazIE
But I just started.

Yeah, and you just

DUKE.
nished, you dumb broad.
the hell outta her:

How get

MAZIE
(To TOULOUSE.)
Pack the bags, Toulouse. We're getting out!
TOULOUSE
¥haddya mean, tws"? I'm afraid,
Gzspped = black faathier outside
EORRRE Ehayisay ... toush Shil
MAZIE exits, sobbing.)
How about that dame?

e
ur door. And yo

toLA
Mazie?

TOULOUSE

1 said 'dame’, didn't I?




noLA
Oh, what about her?

TOULOUSE
Did ya get a load of that hair-do?
where she swept it up froi
professional blind date.

t's hard to know
She looks like The

NoLA

You know, you got a tongue that could clip a hedge.
Referring to FROU FROU.)

Hey, did you two ever think of going into the beauty

parlor business.

TOULOUSE

Yeah, I'm a dreamer at he:

Well, your talkialons S
(NOLA takes out a bottle and
takes a pill. With great
erkiness, SHE says
Why! I'ma ditferent pesson

TOULOUSE
Yeah, but are you ready?

NoLA
Honey, this body is aluays ready.
TOULOUSE

And honey, whaddya mean "library"?

NOLA
eaning over t

(Le: 0 pick up the book.)
Oh, I decided T needed a new love affair lace might.
TOULOUSE
(SHE stomps on NOLA's hand.)
Big deal! I needed a lay

So when I got iz o ol !mak line and sinker,
accepted, Then I told him yes, my suggestion on going
to New:Sork C1oy vee o very good one.

TOULOUSE

80 ... you're getting out of Chicago.




oA
That's right ... and leaving tonight. And you're
not! ltey, Frou Frou, i you help me pack ... I'll

let you feel ny tive.

TOULOUS]
Sure, Nola. and the first thing we'll tuck away is
your ‘head.

BLACKOUT

(The follow spot comes up on
NOLA, alone on stage.)

NoLA
I'm llola Noonan. I was a waitress here in Duke's diner,

£
wear out six bodies. "You can see I have a face that'l] be
my fortune, and not my chaperone. I've got a futupe
Harvey tells me ... of course, it takes a lot to get him
Ly

no”, your tomny is not at
me? ,Jou have no idea where she is, let alone who she so?
I had heconme, at age seven, de-flowered by my lovas g
guardian, a reformed ;co-mn who was out delivering at the
i galesman asked me if I was interested in bringing
ack vaudeville, sinee ha'n ra out of bibles three doors
back, and me coming from a truly musical background o oy
guardian was a saxaphone plaver with a tight lip. 1 iet
e "Vaudeville Again in Seven
vas somewhere between bird

to my lumpy old mattrase. Hie big, muscular
arns held me down. Sweat trickled fron my forehead, tears
streamed down my cheeks ... I loved
(

against the 1aft proscenium arch.)
Oh, but the breathing. Oh, but the pant Breathing
and panting, panting and breat! and panting .
Wall, what the hell: T was never s o I knew
somewhere at the hack of my hoad that what we were doi
couldn't be justifi But listen, what the dumb ice-mun
Lan't know Wontn 'y hure ris tight 1ip, now would itz

(Continued. )




NOLA (continued)
I vas enjoying this adulation, this stranger making
violent, passionate love to me. An animal in bed,
ripping and tugging at ny brand new, all white, sta:
pressed, starched crinolines. Ilis manliness par\ﬂtratcd
"I hate crinolines

e could drive me to ks,
@rive me to suicide, drive me to the neighbor
very sweet longshoreman who understood my seven year
mind, took me with
it

bringing back vaudeville. And one morning I turned
around, - 3nd Just Like in a movie, he vas gone. And T

The stage lights
revealing IARVEY mwrv, &
oy truck driver. NOLA

cantlnues.)
Harvey is my ticket outta this schlock diner. I hate
Chicago. Zhe toun that Billy Sunday couldn't bt
down, the pansy! I met Harvey at Mazie's party tr
other night. Bt was tove me first sight. Harve

tha

11 take me to. And there, I'm gomna
start my climb up the hadder of success. I'm emotionally
insecure, I always feel undressed and scared, bue is
could feel undressed and not scared ... maybe it would
start paying off!

Harvey, I hear the mot: No use wasting gas
let's hit the road

HARVEY
First, prove to me you love me.

oA
I love you, I love you. Okay, Harvey, let's go.




HARVEY
Nola, prove to me you love me.

HoLA
All right, wait'll we get in the truck ... I'll drive.

HARVEY

Nola ... now and right here.

A
Subtle, this guy!

BLACKOUT

(The follow spot comes up on
MAZIE and TOULOUSE.)

mzx
I thought she hated long farewells.

TOULOUSE

She has style, Mazie, no nmatter what you say about her
wardrobe. She has style.

BLACKOUT.

(The stage lights come up.
MAZIE and TOULOUSE still stand
at the left proscenium, in semi-
darkness. HARVEY is zipping
his pants.)

HoLA
Passion has never been greater. I may not be able
to pronounce my "t's", Harvey, but I love you.
need you, I want you. Oh, Harvey.

Trying to get NOLA off him.)
Okay, Nola, that's enough.

nora
I can't stop, Harvey. I can't stop.




HARVEY

You better stop. The motor's rumning, and all that gas
is burning up, and your to friends aro making us a
regular double feature

NoLA
ek ove to me. Harvey, please, I can't go anywhere
i thout.
"= xisses her.)
You're getting to me, you're getting to me.

BLACKOUT

(The follow spot picks up
TOULOUSE and MAZIE.)

TOULOUSE
Ton Nola was like trying to sneak
oster.

Keeping a secret £

new, or so she

0 i5 making up o HARVEY
tries to drive.

HoLA
Oh, Harvey, why don't you stop here? I'm tired, I'm
hungry, I'm thirsty ... Harves

Y, you're not stopping.

nRvE

Nola, you're killing Look, I can't stop. I ain't
9ot no insurance on the truck.

BLACKOUT.




{Skids and 2 crash are heard
in the darknes:

Spot comes up on
TOULOUSE. )

follow
MAZIE and

TOULOUSE

Nola was hysterical by the time they told her Harvey
wuuld have to be sewn up ... in ten different places

e they could bury him. lle didn't have insurance.

BLACKOUT.

(The follow spot picks up
NOLA, in a fur coat and a
widow's weep.)

HoLA
You mean he's dead?

BLACKOUT,

(The spot picks up MAZIE.)

maz1E
She had this soft spot in her heart
(SHE points.)

R

ht here!

BLACKOUT

(The spot picks up HOLA.)

Hello, Officer Listen, I'm stranded here, and
never did like Albany. Wy don't you and your partner
take a breather and drive me into Manhattan?

A1l breath.)
.. ln?  What do you say?

(st

opens her coat and unbuttons
blouse.)

My, my! Albany's so hot this time of year, isn't itz
Whew!

BLACKOU!




(The spot picks up MAZIE.)

MAITE

urning at most forty eight hours.

her most flattering color, but didn't it

to two-police officers, who believed it was hot

in the dexd of Bebruary cold ... back to the Chinese

typewriter and the tangled ribt YNola was

hySterical by tha tima they told hex ghe would foraver
ve this one and only, red and black tongue.

She only stayed i
Black was ng
appeal

(The lights come up on NOLA,
Seated in FLORENZ ZEIGFELD'S
Tap.)

noLa
¥o, M. feigfeld ... I haven' been able to pronowncs
"t's" ever since.

Uhv i walianeite i CER R may be
od for a specialt

noLa
(SH5 saps nim.)
Mr. Zeigfeld! You dirty 0ld producer!

You'll not.
glorify my tongue.

e

(The follow spot comes up on
1AZIE and TOULOUSE.)

TOULOUSE

The slut had class. Tell me what broad is st

broad when she tells a person like Flo ..r‘xdfch\ that
he can't see her tonque? Not that anybody ever saw
it ... in the light.

(The stage

1lights come up on
HOLA, loo!

ing in the mirror.)
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