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CHARACTERS

15-17 characters: 9 male, 5 female, 3 either (2 can be combined)
(In Order of Appearance)

EDWARD LUTZ: Our hero. 20 something. Fairly good looking, and not that

though he really doesn't have a clue what he’s doing. In th
casual work clothes. In the second act, he’ll be wearing

work or at the wedding. Her dress does not have
choose. She’s constantly chomping gum.

BRUNO: Mr. Frontenac’s “muscle” guy. BIig, burly. ars a cheap suit that
ly is that big? It's not
that he’s that mean of a guy... it's just business: it dense, but definitely not
stupid. He will have on the same 8uiin the second act.

Id"man in a cheap suit with a cheap
acter could easily be played by the
same person playing eit
he is only in the first act.

MRS. FRONTENAC: The Mobster's Wife, which would be a great title for a
play. 50ish. Dresses very nicely; it's one of the perks of being a mobster’'s
wife. Puts up with her husband, but they both know it's really she that runs
things. If you want, she can dress even nicer for the wedding. After all, it's
her daughter that's getting married.
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JULIETTE FRONTENAC: The mobster's daughter. 20 something. Cute, but
rough around the edges. Dresses casually, but well in the first act. Will be
wearing a wedding dress in the second act. She’s in love with Romero.

ROMERO: Juliette’s boyfriend. 20ish. Thinks he’'s more tough than he really
is, which wouldn’t be hard, anyway you wish to take that. Wears a mobster
wannabe suit, but what he really wants is Juliette. Getting a cutfef the family
business wouldn't be bad, either.

WORTHINGTON: FBI. Middle age. Very stereotypical. D. it. Stageato
voice. No real grasp of reality. In the second act he wi
altar boy. It should be fairly obvious that the suit is way
been put on over his other clothes. If necessary, wi i janges can be
a female.

ROSS: FBI. A carbon copy of Worthingto e fun if one were
noticeably bigger than the other. Like i
altar boy in the second act as well. If ne
female.

KLINGMEYER: Funeral Director. 60i all, dour. Speaks slowly. It's as if
everything he says is a condolen e servative dark suit.

FATHER TOM: A priest.
Only in the second act.

ary, with minor changes can be a

e. Easy going. Dresses like a priest.

FATHER THOMAS: Ap
priest. Only in the second

40ish, tall, thin. Falls asleep a lot. Dresses like a

nt. 60ish. Gregarious (a great word). Wears a print
place for a wedding... except for the corsage. Only

shirt, black, high-water pants, and heavy framed glasses. He needs to look
very wimpy and should speak an octave or so too high. Only in the second
act.

JOEL MCDERMITT: Lawyer for the mob. Middle age. Dresses extremely well.
A lot of chains and rings would be nice. He’'s the type of guy that would wear
fur. Yellow lensed glasses would work as well. He really despises his clients,
but he really loves their money. Whatcha gonna do? He is only in the second
act. With minor changes, this could be played by a female.
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And SCHRODINGER THE CAT: Who is really a poodle. Witness Protection is
really good. If you can get a small, real live dog to do this, it would be great.
He (or she) only has to come on at the very end, and can go straight off. A
stuffed dog would also work.

PROPS
(By Order Of Need)

LAURIE
Fingernail kit (file, polish, etc.)
Fashion Magazines
Gum
Ransom note and envelope
Gun

Glass of Water Water

ig Pair of Scissors
EYER
EDWARD Letter
Piece of Paper Glass of Water
Notebook
Pencil
Glass of Water AUNT LULU
Handkerchief
Piece of chain
BRUNO Purse
Three Contracts Gun
Ink Pen Glass of Water
Small, black appoaintment
book
Reading glas MRS. FRONTENAC
Cellp Paper bag (big enough to fit
A $20b over Edward’s head)
Wate Brass Knuckles (they
Guninb Jocket shouldn't be real...
Gun in holster on ankle aluminum foil would suffice)
Glass of Water Gun

Glass of Water

ROSS
Badge JULIETTE
Kazoo Wedding Bouquet
Gun Gun

Glass of Water Glass of Water
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FATHER TOM
Glass of Water
FRONTENAC
Watch
Gun FATHER THOMAS
Glass of Water
ROMERO
Tire Iron
Gun

Glass of Water

BRICK
Baseball Bat
Gun
Glass of Water

G

Act One: The Frontenac Ad A . It's a Tuesday afternoon.

Act Two: Our Lady of
at 7:00 in the evening.

ed Indifference Church, the following Saturday,

Set:
Two sets, simple.
Act One: The Frontenac Ad Agency
Onthe R be the receptionist area. You need, at the minimum, a desk

receptionist. You also need a phone that can be made to
sound like it rings. Behind the receptionist’'s desk is a sign that says, “Frontenac
Ad Agency” in large letters, and in smaller letters under that, “Jingles While You
Wait.” If desired, you can have chairs for people to sit in, a hall tree... you
know... all the trappings of an outer office

People enter into the receptionist area from the Right. They can just come
through the curtain or you can actually construct a practical door. The entrance
into the office is to the left of the receptionist. | would probably make a practical
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door that gives the illusion of breaking away so you can see behind the wall, but
you truly need nothing.

The office area will have a large desk and chair Center stage. The desk, along
with the rest of the office, needs to be terribly cluttered — stacks of paper, old
fast food sacks, books — what have you. Somewhere on the desk there needs
to be a very large pair of scissors. There is an old upright piano with a bench on
the wall Left, and on the upstage wall are several windows like youimight see in
an office building. They don’t need to be practical. Other than that, Whatever
extras you might want to add, like a trashcan with a basketbal
posters on the wall for bad movies, dead plants... whatever,

to yo

The church will be sideways, more or less.
in half, with the altar Right and the main do
There should be at least four rows of pews
will take place where the matching row of
to be a few flowers at the front of the church
You can go as detailed as you wish.
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ACT ONE

Set: The Frontenac Advertising Agency.

At curtain, we see LAURIE sitting behind her desk d nails.
EDWARD, who’s in his office, is pacing back and olding a
piece of paper that HE looks at from time to tim | stop,
cross to the old, upright piano, and hit a few out eys.

EDWARD: (singing, poorly, as HE once more ¢ @ ing)’Oh, Laurie.
Laurie, how could | love you any mg ( o§ses over and
looks out the window) I'd leap fro eenth story, to prove
my love for Laurie.

(With a look of inspiration, EDWARD will h ehind his desk where
HE will start frantically writing. A bit, sometime in the following
action, EDWARD will cross to th%d hit a note from time to time
fter albeat, the phone will ring in the
URIE will look up from her nails.

the phone and returns to her nails. After a few
moments, the p gs again, which LAURIE, after waiting for it to

stop like befere

(LAURIE then hangs the phone up again and returns to her nails. The
phone almost immediately rings again. With more annoyance than
before, LAURIE finally answers it.)

LAURIE: Frontenac Advertising Agency. Jingles... (waits a beat)
Yeah? (beat) Yeah? (beat) I'm sorry, sir. When | asked you to
hold, | never said that | was going to put you on hold. (beat) Yeah?
(beat) Yeah? (beat) Hold please.



(LAURIE hangs up the phone and returns to her nails. BRUNO enters
the outer office. LAURIE, still busy with her nails, doesn’t notice him.
HE will stand there for a moment or two, three if necessary, before
finally clearing his throat. LAURIE, startled, will look up.)

BRUNO: Oh, I'm sorry. | didn’'t mean to startle you. Could you tell Mr.
Lutz that he has a visitor.

LAURIE: Who?

BRUNO: Me.

LAURIE: 1 figured you was the visitor. Who's Mr. Lutz?

BRUNO: Your boss.

LAURIE: Oh, yeah, Edward. Q
BRUNO: Could you tell him that a Mr. Bruno is here im?
LAURIE: Who's Mr. Bruno?

BRUNO: Me.

LAURIE: Oh. That makes sense. Yeah
moment please. (SHE turns to fac
loudly) Hey! Edward! You got a
BRUNO; professionally) Mr. Edwal

BRUNO: Thank you.

(BRUNO enters the office. EDWM? is sitting at the piano with
his back to the door, will still be hitting om notes, trying to find the
right key. BRUNO will stand d for a few moments before HE
once again clears his thr. artled; EDWARD will look up and fall off

of the piano bench. HE wi ckly#eollect himself, get up and cross to
BRUNO.)

outing, incredibly
ing back to face

hand to shake, but instead BRUNO hands him
's taken out of his jacket pocket and unfolded,

BRUNO: Services received.

EDWARD: What services?

BRUNO: It's your call... elbow or kneecap. Which will it be?
EDWARD: (shocked, and understandably so) What!
BRUNO: Usually | don't let you choose, but it's Tuesday.
EDWARD: What?



BRUNO: | don’t know. Tuesdays, you know... they just seem to drag.
Everybody gets down on Mondays, but for me, I'd take a Monday
any day of the week over a Tuesday. Of course, if it's Wednesday,
| wouldn’t want either, what bein’ that it's hump day and all.

EDWARD: What?

(During the above lines, MR. FERRARA will pass LAURIE’s desk
unnoticed by her; SHE's now reading a magazine. HE will seftly knock

his head down, holding his hat.)

BRUNO: (cordial) Ah, Mr. Ferrara. Come in. (to E[
you don’t mind. | took the liberty of having my abus
here. (BRUNO reaches into his jacket pock
of paper. HE will fish around for his pen, a pat afew other
pockets, before realizing that EDWA
takes the pen back) Excuse me.
and the piece of paper to MR. FERRARA)

and both the pen
n here.

(MR. FERRARA looks around for someth ign it on, but sees
nothing handy, so BRUNO, sensij is dilemma, bends over so HE can
use his back. Completely resign%ERRARA signs the form and
hands it back to BRUNO, who i t

BRUNO: You forgot to

(BRUNO hands the f;
MR. FERRARA date
back up, re-inspects the
his suit jacket pocket. HE t
the stomach.)

orm on BRUNO's back. BRUNO straightens
, then neatly folds it and places it inside of

BRUNO: Yeah. So?
EDWARD: Why did you do that?

(BRUNO takes out a little book from inside of his jacket pocket and
thumbs through it until HE finds the page HE was looking for. HE will
hold it out, and then realize HE needs his reading glasses, which HE will



fish from his jacket pocket, put on, and then, finally, read what’s on the
page.)

BRUNO: (as HE's putting the book and glasses back up) He was late
this month’s payment.
EDWARD: How much did he owe?

(BRUNO rolls his eyes and then takes back out the book ang his
reading glasses and looks it back up.)

BRUNO: A dollar ninety seven.
EDWARD: You just hit that man because he owes i

seven?
BRUNO: (as HE’s putting away the book and g Of course
not. 1 just hit that man because he owes M lenac'e dollar

ninety seven. What Mr. Frontenac p
is none of your business. Now, whi
elbow?
EDWARD: Mr. Frontenac sent you ov
BRUNO: OK. Kneecap it is.

EDWARD: No!
BRUNO: Then it's your elbow. \
EDWARD: No!

BRUNO: Look, it's one or the
EDWARD: Why did Mr. ¢

(With an even more
back into his jacket

hat | should inflict bodily damage upon your person
to finish the Spickelmeyer and Sons account,
d li

for me to remind you, is now... (checking the
Ive been stumped. I've had writer's block. It's a
Have you ever tried writing a jingle for a funeral

BRUNO: The don’t pay me to write.

(There is another knock at the door, and MRS. NORRIS, a little old lady,
enters with her head down.)

BRUNO: (politely) Oh, Mrs. Norris. Do come in.
(BRUNO takes out another piece of paper and a pen, which HE hands
to MRS. NORRIS.)



BRUNO: Sign here.

(MRS. NORRIS takes the pen and paper and looks around for some
place to sign it on. BRUNO once again bends over to accommodate.
SHE signs the paper on his back and then hands it back to him, which
HE inspects.)

BRUNO: I'm sorry, Mrs. Norris, but you forgot the date.

MRS. NORRIS: Oh, I'm terribly sorry.

BRUNO: No problem.

(BRUNO hands the paper back to MRS. NORRIS, i.@

and then SHE dates the form. HE stands back SHI

form back to him, which HE once again inspec

back up and puts it in his jacket pocket. 2diately socks
her in the stomach, which, understandably, cau er to double over.)

k over,
hands the

MRS. NORRIS: (as SHE turns to go; breathlessly) Thank you.
BRUNO: You're welcome.

(MRS. NORRIS exits.)

EDWARD: (who has bee
lady!
BRUNO: Hey, I didn e It everything | got. | got a mother, too, you
know.

e came here to let you punch her in the stomach!
. Most people don't like me comin’ to them.

see that.

hat's it going to be?

EDWARD: What?

BRUNO: What's it gonna be? Kneecap or elbow?

EDWARD: (thinking fast) If you break my elbow, then | can’t write.
BRUNO: So, I break your left elbow.

EDWARD: But I'm left handed.

BRUNO: Then | break your right elbow.

EDWARD: But then | can’t snap my fingers.



BRUNO: What you need to snap your fingers for?
EDWARD: When I'm coming up with a tune, sometimes | need to snap.
BRUNO: What?

EDWARD: Um... Like um... Like... (snapping and writing at the same
time) If your clothes, are a real mess, we’ll send ‘em back clean,
and neatly pressed.

BRUNO: Say, that’s pretty good.

EDWARD: Thanks.

BRUNO: So I'll break break your knee.

EDWARD: Butthen I can’'t keep beat.

BRUNO: | thought you kept beat with snappin’ your fiagers.

EDWARD: Sometimes | keep beat by tapping my fo @

fingers.

BRUNO: What?

EDWARD: Yeah, like... um... (doing both) If yi @ . reflises to
flush, then call a friend, that you can .

BRUNO: Why would you call a friend nplug your toilet?

EDWARD: Um... what if the plumber

BRUNO: That's a pretty dumb name f

EDWARD: Um... If your pipes, starttor

can trust.

BRUNO: That's better... but youweed to tap one foot. So,
which foot’s it gonna be.

EDWARD: But sometimes | h o'dance... you know... when I'm
coming up with a re

BRUNO: What?

EDWARD: (while H
in your lawn, jus us a call, and they'll be gone.

BRUNO: But | live in an rtment.

EDWARD: Um... If you got termites, chewin’ your walls, alls it takes, is
just one call. at's 555-1817, we'll send those buggers, straight to

heaven. @
- [

r.
a plumber, that you

EDWARD: Only when they can't find termites.

BRUNO: Lookit, enough with the stallin’ already. The boss says | gotta
break somethin’ since you ain’t delivered on the Spickelmeyer and
Sons account.

EDWARD: | can’t write a jingle for a funeral home! Look! Look! Thisis
all I got so far... (HE thumbs back a few pages in his notebook) “In
times of need, with your loss, come to Spickelmeyer, we got your
box.”



BRUNO: That's awful!

EDWARD: | know!

BRUNO: Look, I'd love to let you slide... but | ain’t. So, what's it gonna
be? The boss says | break somethin’ today, and if you don’t have it
by tomorrow, then | come back and break somethin’ else. And then
| keep comin’ back until either you have it, or there ain’t nothin’ else
to break. So what do we start with?

EDWARD: But if you break something today, how can | write it by
tomorrow?

BRUNO: Pardon me?

EDWARD: If you break an elbow, then | can’t snap o
break a knee, then | can’t tap or dance. Then it
if | couldn’t come up with the Spickelmeyer jing

BRUNO: Mr. Frontenac wouldn't like that. (taki
Maybe | should give him a call.

EDWARD: (grabbing his arm) You can’

cell phone)

(BRUNO looks at EDWARD’s hand on
moment before EDWARD lets go of B
sleeve, and gives a nervous laugh.)

EDWARD: What | meant to say i don’t have reception up here.
BRUNO: Then I'll use the secretagrys e.

EDWARD: We don't get rece % that one either.
D > for?

BRUNO: Then what's s

. Annoyed, LAURIE lowers her
while it rings for a few times before SHE
on her desk and answers it.)

ere’s an uneasy
, Straightens out his

(The phone rings in
magazine and stare
reluctantly lays the mag

LAURIE: Fronte dvertising Agency. Jingles while you wait. Hold
please.

p the phone and returns to her magazine.

BRUNO: The how do you call out?

EDWARD: We have to use the phone booth on the street.

BRUNO: There ain't no phone booth on the street.

EDWARD: There is at 14" and Delaware.

BRUNO: 14" and Delaware? Delaware’s seven blocks over.

EDWARD: It's a real inconvenience.

BRUNO: (grabbing EDWARD’ s shirt collar which obviously chokes him)
Lookit. I'm goin’ over to 14™ and Delaware, and if there ain’t no



phone booth, I'm comin’ back, and it ain’t gonna matter which elbow
you want broken. You get my drift?

(EDWARD tries to nod while being strangled. BRUNO finally lets go of
him, and EDWARD drops to the floor coughing while getting his breath.)

BRUNO: (with true concern) You know, you might want to get that
cough looked after. You don’t want it developin’ into somethin’
serious.

(BRUNO turns to go. HE meets LAURIE as SHE's entesing the room.)

BRUNO: (tipping a hat that HE’s not wearing) Goo

(LAURIE checks out BRUNO with a smile as H
absently stares at the wall a moment aft
remembers what SHE was doing in th
EDWARD'’s office, where EDWARD is still on th
breath.)

LAURIE: (with no concern what er) You OK?
EDWARD: (standing) Yes. I'll Nopeful) Thanks for checking
on me.
Ou. There's been some guy calling
acts me to do something. He's

LAURIE: Oh, | wasn’t checki
all morning. Like heg@ctua
ontenac or something like that.
ontenac? He owns the agency! He's our

and turns back into
loor trying to get his

really getting to be a p
EDWARD: Who wa
LAURIE: Somebod
EDWARD: (alarmed)

boss!
LAURIE: (not coneerned in the least) Oh. | thought the name sounded
familiar. Wg ime he calls, could you tell him to quit callin’?
EDWARD: our job to answer the phone?

- OK, then, I'll tell him.

(LAUR
back.)

0'go, and then, remembering something, SHE turns

LAURIE: Oh, yeah, somebody slid this under the door. (SHE holds up
a letter)

EDWARD: They slid it under the door?

LAURIE: Yeah. |tried sliding it back out, but they kept sliding it back in.
I think it's for you.



(LAURIE takes a piece of paper out of an envelope and hands it
EDWARD. The paper has obviously been written on using cutout words
from the newspaper.)

EDWARD: (in shock) Oh, good golly!

LAURIE: Good golly?

EDWARD: This is no time to make fun of the way | talk. They've got
Schradinger!

LAURIE: Schrodinger? Who's Schrédinger?

EDWARD: My cat.

LAURIE: You named your cat Schrodinger?

EDWARD: What difference does it make what | nam W at? {hey
got my cat!

LAURIE: Who's got your cat?.

EDWARD: (shaking the letter) They do!

LAURIE: (taking the letter and choppil
you ever want to see him again, th what we say.
Sincerely, They.” (SHE checks the letter for more
information, but there is none) This 0 sense.

EDWARD: You're telling me! Se¢hr@ddinger’s a girl.

LAURIE: Why would you name %chrédinger?

EDWARD: Enough with the namegalr I Where’s the envelope it
came in? Maybe there’s @ g on the envelope.

lope) It's just as | feared!
raid of an envelope?

e got your cat. If

(LAURIE holds up the env
her hand.)

DWARD quickly snatches it out of

EDWARD: (reading the
LAURIE: What? You were

EDWARD: No. envelope is from Carlson Casket Company. (HE
snhatches th om LAURIE) And they've pasted their letters
on stationar arlson Casket Company as well. Don'’t you

)oth the envelope and the stationary and examining

2e they're not very smart.

gy've taken Schrddinger so | won't write the jingle for

r and Sons.

LAURIE: Why would they care?

EDWARD: Have you read their motto?

LAURIE: (reading the stationary) “Carlson Casket Company: When
comfort no longer matters.” That's awful!

EDWARD: Yeah, but Spickelmeyer’s is even worse.

LAURIE: What can be worse than that?



EDWARD: That's beside the point... and trust me, you don’t want to
know.

LAURIE: Then what is the point?

EDWARD: The point is that they're the only two mortuaries in town. As
long as they both have lousy mottos, then everything stays even.

LAURIE: But if one of them were to get a really good motto...

EDWARD: ...or areally good jingle...

LAURIE: ...or both...

EDWARD: ...exactly...

LAURIE: ...then they'd drive the other one out of busin

EDWARD: And that's why they've kidnapped my cat.

LAURIE: If you write the jingle...

EDWARD: Then the cat’s nipped.

LAURIE: And if you don't...

(With great effort, EDWARD forces a sw

LAURIE: But Schrédinger may alread
EDWARD: But if | don’t write the jingle
LAURIE: But if we don’t know, then he ¢

then you'll be in a body cast.
EDWARD: Or the Bohemian RhM
LAURIE: What?

EDWARD: |didn’t name it
LAURIE: Yeah, but
EDWARD: Enough

ur cat Schrédinger.
e cat’'s name. What am | going to

even
EDWARD: Cal onest with you?

LAURIE: gre anything | have to do?

EDWAR 0 er) |1 don’t have a clue what I'm doing here.
LAUR pody knows that.

EDWA at obvious?

LAURIE: Yawshymed “the thanks I'll give” with “laxative.”

EDWARD: Look. | needed the job. |thought | could fake it. Maybe
discover some hidden talent.

LAURIE: “Prunes” with “soon.”

EDWARD: | mean, how hard could it be?

LAURIE: “Sit" and...

EDWARD: (cutting her off) You don’t need to remind me. (after a
pause while HE works his nerve up) But you see, the thing is...
because | was working here, | met you.



LAURIE: That's because | work here, too.

EDWARD: You're not making this easy.

LAURIE: Making what easy? (finally getting it} Oh my goodness!
You're, like, wanting to be my boyfriend.

EDWARD: Well, umm.... yeah.

LAURIE: (with a shrug) OK.

EDWARD: (shocked) What.

EDWARD: How can you be sort of married?

LAURIE: We have one of them understandings
decided it would be okay if we dated aroun

EDWARD: Where is... Brick?

LAURIE: Prison.

EDWARD: (alarmed) Prison?

LAURIE: Yeah. He got off light ‘cause guy mever died. Go figure.
They pull life support and the guy han

EDWARD: He tried to kill some ?

LAURIE: Well, not exactly. He % guy out in the street and the
bus happened to be comin’

EDWARD: Why?

LAURIE: ‘Cause they w

EDWARD: No. No. Why

LAURIE: Oh. Brick

away, we

LAURIE: | don’t think Brick will mind.

EDWARD: Brick?

LAURIE: Yeah. He’s my husband.

EDWARD: You're married?

LAURIE: Sort a. Q

at'th S/stop.

: o kill somebody?

d to have a problem with bein’
jealous. Buthe e's better now. He says that solitary
confinement gives y opportunity for introspection. And you
can work on your vocabtlary, too.

EDWARD: Wheq Brick get out.

ain’'t got home yet ‘cause he says there’s some
ad to take care of. Some people he had to see.
judges and lawyers and witnesses...
sten, Laurie. Maybe we're rushing into th|s just a bit fast.
LAURIE: Ah (o} You re gonna love Brick. (sizes him up) Maybe.
EDWARD: Really. Really. It's just not that important. It was just an
infatuation. Puppy love.
LAURIE: | thought you had a cat.
EDWARD: Maybe we could just pretend we're going out for a while and
see how that goes.
LAURIE: Naw. You know, the more | look at you, the more | think
you're kinda cute.



EDWARD: Um... thanks... maybe.

LAURIE: Naw. It'll be fun... at least for a while. What say you pick me
up this Saturday... say, around 7:00.

EDWARD: 7:00?

LAURIE: Don't be late. | wouldn't like it. Brick wouldn't like it. (as an
afterthought) You wouldn't like it.

(LAURIE leaves his office and returns to her desk, once again opening
her magazine. MR. FRONTENAC enters.)

LAURIE: (without looking up) He’s in there.

(FRONTENAC doesn’t even slow down, barging int D’s office.)

MR. FRONTENAC: Just wait until Brun in". You won't

be so glad.
EDWARD: That's what | need to talk t@.you about.
MR. FRONTENAC: What you need to bout is why | got to

talk to you about... let’s just call it co nt. 1 want all of my
employees here to be commi to doing their job like they're
committed to breathing. Bec%e really is no difference, if you
know what | mean.

EDWARD: (after a hard swallgv ctave or so higher) Yes.

FRONTENAC: (putting his hand d EDWARD's neck) Listen. |
don’'t want to hurt you. ant to have Bruno hurt you. And I'd
hate to see you a freak accident where you plummet
17 floors to your e death... (HE turns EDWARD'’s head to the
window) ... if you kn hat | mean. (HE lets go of EDWARD'’s
neck and steps back more sincere) You know | want you to do well
here. I'm countinion you to help me break into show business.

EDWARD: Yo ve been meaning to ask you... how do we break
into show b s by writing jingles for local businesses in the

u got to start somewhere. Besides, a jingle agency is

ford.

EDWARD: hy do you want to break into show business?

FRONTENAC: Ahhh... It's not so much for me as for Mrs. Frontenac.
It's hard for her to tell her friends her husband pays other people to
hurt other people. I'm not even sure that makes sense. Me, | don't
care.

EDWARD: You don't care if your friends know you hurt other people for
a living?

FRONTENAC: Naw. It's just that | ain’'t got no friends.

EDWARD: Look, Mr. Frontenac... | gotta be honest with you.




FRONTENAC: If you insist.

EDWARD: | know you may have Bruno kill me...

FRONTENAC: Oh, no. Bruno won't kill you... at least, not on purpose.
At least, | won't tell him to. Now, if you sent him on a wild goose
chase... that's another thing altogether. He tends to take that sort of
thing personally.

EDWARD: Listen, Mr. Frontenac, | can't rhyme worth a hoot. | have no
idea whatsoever what I’'m doing here.

FRONTENAC: | know that. What do you take me for, an idi

EDWARD: Well...

(FRONTENAC gives him an icy look.)

EDWARD: No! No! I'd never take you for an idi
If... if you knew that | had no idea what | wa
me do it?

FRONTENAC: Because | need you to 4o some

EDWARD: Oh, really? What?

FRONTENAC: | need you to marry m ughte

EDWARD: What?

FRONTENAC: Not what, who. iette. My daughter.

EDWARD: Your daughter’s nam%e?

FRONTENAC: You named youlg€ dinger and you talk about
other people’'s names?

EDWARD: How do you

FRONTENAC: It's my bus
gettin’ off subjec

for a beat)
whydid you let

INg else for me.

ow these things. Now you're
aturday, at 7:00 — sharp, you and

Juliette will be u in wedded bliss. ‘Till death do you part.
EDWARD: | don’t want arry your daughter! | don't even know your
daughter.

FRONTENAC:
EDWARD: But

doll have to marry your daughter?
@ she'don’t marry Romero.
ou’re putting me on.
Alfonso Frontenac don’t put nobody on. Kapeesh?

eah. It's supposed be Italian. They always say it in

. So here’s the deal. My daughter, Juliette, thinks she’s
in love with this Romero fellow. She says she wants to marry him.
But that ain’t gonna happen. Not while | still got breath in my one
good lung. So you're going to marry her instead. And that settles
the problem. You walk down the aisle with my daughter, or you
don’t walk anywhere for a long, long time... if ever. Kapeesh?

EDWARD: But why do | have to marry her? Why can’t you just take
care of this Romero guy?



FRONTENAC: That's the whole idea. If he marries my daughter I'll be
takin’ care of the worthless bum for the rest of my life, and maybe
his, too.

EDWARD: No. No. Why don’t you... um... rub him out?

FRONTENAC: | ain’t rubbin’ on him! What's the matter with you?

EDWARD: You misunderstand!

FRONTENAC: | would hope so!

EDWARD: Why don’t you take him out?

right guy for this job after all.

EDWARD: Why don’t you have him killed?

FRONTENAC: Killed? Why would | want to do tha
get hurt. No. I've made up my mind. This is hov
Come Saturday, you are going to be standingi
Blessed Indifference church, and when the
gonna say, “l do.”

EDWARD: But... | don't love your dau

FRONTENAC: NeitherdoI. I1don'ts
anything.

EDWARD: But... I'm in love with somebo . Maybe...

FRONTENAC: | don’t see what 'S got to do with anything, either.
EDWARD: What if | refuse?

t got to do with

FRONTENAC: (smiling, moves | EDWARD) The way | see
it, you got two choices. Yau my daughter, and live happily
ever after. Or you der't... (u softly patting EDWARD’s cheek)
and then you don't live ver after. (as HE turns to go) Ill

ar a suit. Somethin’ nice. Not too

(MRS. FRONTENAC entersWith a flourish just as her husband is
leaving. SHE gr is arm and spins him back into the room.)

xcited) So this is the boy that's going to marry
e you known each other long?

, hot really.

C: I wasn't talking to you, dear. | was talking to this

J an... whatever his name might be.

EDWARD: It'S"Edward.

MRS. FRONTENAC: Oh, what a lovely name. We used to have a
young man named Edward who worked for us. It's amazing what
they can do with plastic surgery now days. So, Edward, how long
have you known our little Juliette?

(EDWARD, uncertain what to say, looks past her to FRONTENAC, who
simply folds his fingers together on his chest and nods.)



EDWARD: It seems like all my life.
(FRONTENAC smiles his approval.)
MRS. FRONTENAC: Oh, young love. How exciting.

(SHE crosses to EDWARD, still smiling, and with one quickdnove grabs
him by the collar and pulls his face up to hers.)

MRS. FRONTENAC: (menacing) You break my dau 's hearg, |
break your kidneys.

(SHE lets him go and is instantly happy again.)

MRS. FRONTENAC: (as SHE’s crossin
cheerful) Comon, dear, we got a lgt of planaingto do.
FRONTENAC: Welcome to the family;son.

(THEY exit. EDWARD crosses and sits 0 esk. After a beat,
JULIETTE pushes through the d@ors Of course, SHE will have crossed
in front of LAURIE, but LAURIE Me noticed her, or for that

matter ANYONE ELSE. SHE's engrossed in her magazine.)

JULIETTE: Let's get thi
EDWARD: Who are you’>
JULIETTE: I'm Julie
there ain’'t gonna
EDWARD: | don’t want
JULIETTE: What” You got'Somethin’ against marrying me?
gy,her out, more or Iess) No. Not really.

rai re ain’'t gonna be no wedding.

jancé. But we ain’t engaged, ‘cause

-“But when Father Tom asks if you do, you're gonna
You got that? That way we show the whole world
father really is.

father is a fool.
JULIETTE: Fine. Fine! You go ahead and say, “l do.” (getting lovey-
dovey... it's a technical term... cuddling up to EDWARD) Then it's
just the two of us, alone, on our honeymoon. Alone in Acapulco.
EDWARD: (liking the idea) Acapulco, huh?



(In one swift movement, JULIETTE grabs EDWARD in a headlock and
crosses over to the window, where SHE presses his face against the
glass.)

JULIETTE: Yeah, Acapulco. You ever go cliff diving?
(SHE lets him go. EDWARD staggers backwards.)
EDWARD: No. Never.

JULIETTE: Well, | guess they’ll be a first time, then. B 't
count on a second time.

(JULIETTE crosses to the door. Just as SHE’s lea
barges through.)

JULIETTE: Romero. What are you doin

ROMERO: That's none of your busine

JULIETTE: What do you mean, it's no

ROMERO: | mean exactly what | mea
here that don’t concern you.

JULIETTE: I think maybe it doe
ROMERO: Well ya do, do ya. Ma here!

(JULIETTE exits in a huff. RO Ojcrosses over to EDWARD and
walks around him, sizinggaim

ROMERQO: (finally)
EDWARD: Look. It
ROMERO: Oh, | know

rest of us, we just smile

d a suitor, did he?

t what It seems.

it seems. What daddy says, goes. And the
d say, “Yes, sir,” or “No, sir.” And that's

just the way i Oh yeah, | understand. | understand it all. But
here’'s some you to understand. If you touch her, I'll kill ya.
If you loo h kill ya. If you call her on the phone, I'll kill ya.
If ya

EDWA already!

ROMEF ant that it should be clear between you and me. Ya
know

ROMERQO: [ ain't gonna marry you! What do ya take me for!

EDWARD: No! Notyou. I'm supposed to marry Juliette this Saturday
at 7:00.

ROMERO: Then you got a problem, don’t cha? Because when seven
o’'clock rolls around, you better be nowhere near Our Lady of
Blessed Indifference.



(ROMERO leaves EDWARD’s office. As HE's passing LAURIE, HE
stops and checks her out, as SHE does him. THEY are just smiling at
each other when BRUNO enters, obviously very angry. ROMERO
immediately leaves and LAURIE hides behind her magazine. BRUNO
continues right on into EDWARD's office.)

BRUNO: There ain’t no pay phone at 14" and Delaware. There ain’t
even a 14" and Delaware!

EDWARD: (never giving up) Did | say this town? | meant i
Crawfordsville.

BRUNO: (pointing angrily at EDWARD) I've been he for

S t
the last time!
EDWARD: What? Q
BRUNO: You and me, we got a settle to score.
EDWARD: What?

BRUNO: You sent me on a wild goose . n't even like
gooses.

EDWARD: Gooses?

BRUNO: (off on a tangent) You know,\hdon’t really see why anybody
would. They're big and dirty and real of a nuisance than

anything else. And on top o , they're really kinda mean.

EDWARD: What are you talking%

BRUNO: Gooses.

EDWARD: Why?

BRUNO: | thought you
tried to make me look
If | wanna look li
gonna happen.

te en, enough of this chat chit. You
> Nobody makes me look like a fool.
it on my own. So here’s what's

and me... mano and... less than mano. This

Saturday night at 7: wn at the old warehouse.

EDWARD: What old warehotise?

BRUNO: How old warehouses can there be? And don't make
me come lo you. If | have to find you, then you're better off
not bein’ fo ou know what | mean.

EDWAR t, | don't think it matters.

BRU

(BRUNO e o the outer office just as ROSS and WORTHINGTON

enter. THEY will ALL see each other and ROSS and WORTHINGTON

will quickly hold up a hand so that BRUNO can't see them, and BRUNO
will do the same.)

LAURIE: (to each as THEY're passing) How ya doin’ Bruno? Hey,
Ross. Hey, Worthington.



(LAURIE will return to her magazine as BRUNO exits and ROSS and
WORTHINGTON enter the office. As THEY enter, BOTH will flip out
badges.)

WORTHINGTON: Are you Edward Lutz?

EDWARD: (with apprehension) Yes...

WORTHINGTON: I'm agent Worthington.

ROSS: (pointing at WORTHINGTON) And this is agent R
EDWARD: That doesn’t make sense.

ROSS: Exactly.

(During the following exchange, EDWARD will contin ok fram one

to the other.)

WORTHINGTON: We're with the FBI.
EDWARD: The FBI?

ROSS: Exactly.

WORTHINGTON: We're going to be straight withiyou.
EDWARD: That’s a relief.

ROSS: We've been trailing your employer:

WORTHINGTON: Mr. Frontena
ROSS: For nearly three weeks N
WORTHINGTON: He’s a slippergene:

ROSS: Indeed he is. w

WORTHINGTON: We
ROSS: Right now if we w
WORTHINGTON:

ROSS: Like chewmg gum of’hot asphalt.
those soft mints they serve at weddings on your

: ink he gets it.
e you always get to use more metaphors than | do?
Because I'm the senior officer. Besides, they're

ROSS: L|sten, Edward, I'm going to be Frank with you.
EDWARD: | thought you were Worthington.
WORTHINGTON: No, I'm Worthington.

ROSS: And he’s Ross.

EDWARD: Then who's Frank.

ROSS: | suppose Frank would be.

WORTHINGTON: Never mind about Frank.
EDWARD: | don't even know who Frank is.



ROSS: And it's best that it stays that way.

WORTHINGTON: Here’'s the deal.

ROSS: And it's the best deal you're going to get.
WORTHINGTON: We need your help.

ROSS: We need to catch Frontenac in the commission of a crime.
WORTHINGTON: But nothing little.

ROSS: It's gotta be big.

WORTHINGTON: Really big.

EDWARD: And what crime would that be?

ROSS: Killing you.

EDWARD: What?!

ROSS: He doesn’t actually have to kill you.
WORTHINGTON: Though that would make for a m ger case.
ROSS: Much.

EDWARD: You want me to help you put away @ ac?
WORTHINGTON: In summary, yes.

EDWARD: But what about all the othe

WORTHINGTON: The other crimes 't matte

EDWARD: Not the other crimes! The r pegple who will want to Kill
me!

ROSS: Who else would want to killgyou?
EDWARD: All of the other mobst
WORTHINGTON: Don't worry. do, we’ll be able to put them

away for good, too.

EDWARD: No!

ROSS: Most certainly we . If we can catch them in the act.

EDWARD: No!

WORTHINGTON: ( S like I've always said, “The layman
doesn’t understand w.”

EDWARD: No. | understand'the law perfectly well. | dropped out of
law school. W ou don’t understand is the word, “No.”

ROSS: No.

rb.

\i\ The opposite of yes.

isn’t positive.

. The absence of possibilities.
ROSS: | believe we understand “No.”
EDWARD: I'm not going to do it!

ROSS: Why not?

EDWARD: Why not? Because they'll kill me!
WORTHINGTON: Is that all that's bothering you?
EDWARD: Is that all?

ROSS: Two words.

WORTHINGTON: Witness Protection Program.



(EDWARD, puzzled, tries counting on his fingers.)

WORTHINGTON: We’ll move you to a new city.
ROSS: Give you a new identity.
WORTHINGTON: Set you up when you get there.
EDWARD: | feel like I'm being set up here.

ROSS: It's the best deal you're going to get.
EDWARD: What about my cat?
WORTHINGTON: We’'ll give her witness protection, too4
EDWARD: How can you change the identity of a cat?
candnake

ROSS: (picking up a large pair of scissors off the d
her a Manx.

EDWARD: What!?

WORTHINGTON: (ignoring him) We'll send ya @ our cat to Sioux
Falls.

EDWARD: What?

ROSS: It's in lowa.

EDWARD: | know where Sioux Falls i don’t want to go to Sioux
Falls.

WORTHINGTON: Neither does ne else.
ROSS: It's a very safe place to r&

EDWARD: You're going to cut | off and send us to Sioux
Falls?!
WORTHINGTON: Um ..

ROSS: Yeah.

WORTHINGTON:

EDWARD: What!

ROSS: They won't be | for a woman.

WORTHINGTON: Considerit the start of a whole new you.

EDWARD: This jssimsane! You want me to set my boss up. And if that
doesn’t get % y, every mobster between here and New Jersey

(]

EDWARD: \What if | refuse?

ROSS: Code 138.

WORTHINGTON: Section 12.

ROSS: Part A.

WORTHINGTON: Sub-header Four.
ROSS: Interfering with Federal Officers.
WORTHINGTON: Code 147.

ROSS: Section Nine.
WORTHINGTON: Part B.

's the gender change.




ROSS: Sub-header Four.

WORTHINGTON: And Five.

ROSS: Respectively.

WORTHINGTON: Aiding...

ROSS: ... and abetting...

BOTH: A criminal.

WORTHINGTON: You ever been in a Federal Prison, Mr. Lutz?
ROSS: Sioux Falls starts to sound good.

EDWARD: You can't send me to prison for refusing to help !
WORTHINGTON: We can do anything we want.

ROSS: We're the Federal Government.

(As THEY're leaving.)

ROSS: Remember Mr. Lutz. 7:00 p.m. Saturd Lady of
Blessed Indifference.
WORTHINGTON: And remember, we’

EDWARD: A lot of good that'll do if th

@
got your back.
in the front!

(ROSS and WORTHINGTON exit. EDW a state of disbelief, sits
on his desk. KLINGMEYER slo ises from behind the desk to the
Right of EDWARD. At first HE Meen by EDWARD.

EDWARD will slowly turn and s im, jump off the desk with a
shout in shocked surprised.)

EDWARD: (holding his ch
KLINGMEYER: (se
will not take) M

Guppies! Who are you?
s; offering a limp hand that EDWARD
romwell P. Klingmeyer the Third.
in here?
ugh the window.
e 17" floor!

KLINGMEYER: | cameint
EDWARD: I'm og
KLINGMEYER:

e’re trained to be unnoticed.
Are you another government agent?
0. I'm an undertaker.

KLINGMEYER? | owned Klingmeyer and Sons Mortuary until we were
bought out by Carlson Casket Company.

EDWARD: You work for Carlson Casket Company?

KLINGMEYER: No. | work for Spickelmeyer and Sons. | was offered a
position at Carlson, but somehow it just didn’t seem right, what with
their having bought me out. But | suppose it’s just as well. Neither
of my daughters wanted to carry on the family business anyway.

EDWARD: | thought you said it was Klingmeyer and Sons.



KLINGMEYER: | did. But who ever heard of a funeral home named
Klingmeyer and Daughters?

EDWARD: What are you doing here?

KLINGMEYER: I've come to help you get your cat back.

EDWARD: Help me get her back?! You guys took her to begin with!

KLINGMEYER: | didn't take her. My employers did.

EDWARD: Like there’s a difference?

KLINGMEYER: Only to me. No, sir. | do not approve of wi
employers have done. But... well... As you know, these are trying
economic times we exist in.

EDWARD: That's not an excuse!

KLINGMEYER: If you don’'t have a job itis. Besides
were less than truthful with the circumstances i
procured your present employment.

EDWARD: Yeah... well... but I didn't kidnap an @ at!

KLINGMEYER: And neither did I.

EDWARD: Ok, then!

KLINGMEYER: Precisely.

EDWARD: Why are you here?

KLINGMEYER: | have been sent to infor at if you don't deliver a
jingle by Saturday at 7:00 p. y employers are going to put your
cat in a box with poison in it.Mme, they have a lot of boxes.

EDWARD: They're going to poisen inger?!

KLINGMEYER: Who's Schrog @

EDWARD: My cat.
gat Schrodinger?

KLINGMEYER: You nam
EDWARD: What di it make what | named my cat?!
They're going to

KLINGMEYER Only if on t deliver the jingle to by 7 00 p.m.

KLINGME 'l e else?

1 it. You came all the way down here... you risked
ng in through a window on the 17" floor... just to tell
didn’t you just send a letter?

EDWARD: :

KLINGMEYER: I'm actually here as part of my other job. I've been
hired to keep an eye on you by Mr. Frontenac so you don’t sneak
off before Saturday’s wedding.

EDWARD: You work for Mr. Frontenac, too?

KLINGMEYER: Yes. But only part time. Contrary to popular belief,
funeral directors don’t make that much money.



EDWARD: There’s a popular belief about how much money funeral
directors make?

KLINGMEYER: Apparently. (after a beat) Shall we?

EDWARD: Shall we do what?

KLINGMEYER: Shall we go?

EDWARD: I'm supposed to work ‘till five.

KLINGMEYER: At this point in your life, do you really suppose
anybody’s going to care if you take off early? Besides,
hearse running down on the street.

EDWARD: You drive a hearse?

KLINGMEYER: It's one of the perks of the job. (as T, ‘re walking
toward the door) Oh, you'd better turn off the li want
to waste electricity, now, do we?

clo

(As EDWARD hits the lights, drop the entire au @

curtain, and then bring up the house ligh
END OF ACT ONE

X
Q.

Set: Our Lady of B d Indifference Church.

the

At Open, FRONTENAC and*BRUNO are standing in the church DR.
The TWO PRIE are up toward the altar. Weirdly enough, there
is a bit of the g nt of a wedding. EVERYBODY will be

dressed fg

BRUNO: Yourfive and my one.
FRONTENAC: Why would | want to give you them kinda odds?
BRUNO: On account of employee appreciation day.

FRONTENAC: When's that?

BRUNO: Whenever you wanna give me odds like that, Mr. Frontenac,
sir. Besides, it don’'t matter what you bet, ‘cause I'm bettin’ he don’t
show.

FRONTENAC: You're bettin’ that he will disrespect me?



BRUNO: With all respect, sir, yes.

FRONTENAC: What?

BRUNO: My respect, his disrespect, respectfully.
FRONTENAC: Never mind what you say. He’s gonna show.
BRUNO: No disrespect, sir...

FRONTENAC: Oh, no, we're not going to start that again.

(THEY BOTH become silent, glancing about suspiciously, r which,
BOTH at once, will look at their watches.)

BRUNO: It's seven o’clock. Pay up.
FRONTENAC: Pay up? We never made no bet. Bgs
whether he’'d show up at 7:00, it was whether he

(EDWARD, with his tuxedo half buttoned up, ca @
door, along with KLINGMEYER, who is f ingw DO closely.)

FRONTENAC: ...And there he is.
BRUNO: (shocked) He showed up.
FRONTENAC: He showed up.

(BRUNO, while keeping his eyes%ment on EDWARD the whole
while, will reach into his breast peeket, out a $20, and hand it to

FRONTENAC, who transfers i reast pocket, all the while never
looking at BRUNO eithe

FRONTENAC: No o Alfonso Frontenac.

(FRONTENAC will fade e front of the church, and BRUNO will exit.
EDWARD, who has crosse center, will stop and KLINGMEYER will
bump into him. EBWARD will turn and push him away, but

KLINGMEYER m cdiately step back up.)

ause you're supposed to keep an eye on me
ou can't do it from a socially acceptable distance!

up. FATHER THOMAS will immediately fall asleep with his head on
FATHER TOM'’s shoulder.)

FATHER TOM: (to KLINGMEYER) Ahh... Arthur Klingmeyer. ‘Tis a
surprise to see you at a wedding. Did you get your days confused?

KLINGMEYER: Oh, no. I'm a friend of the groom.

EDWARD: We're not friends!

KLINGMEYER: (unfazed) I'm the best man.



EDWARD: You are not!

FATHER TOM: (to EDWARD) Ah, then! So you're the groom! I'm
Father Thomas. (nudging the OTHER PRIEST) And he’s Father
Thomas.

(FATHER THOMAS wakes up)

FATHER THOMAS: How do you do?

EDWARD: You're both Father Thomas?

FATHER TOM: Yes. It's a bit confusing. That's why | er
Tom.

FATHER THOMAS: | thought | was Father Tom.

FATHER TOM: No. That was last month.

FATHER THOMAS: | thought it was this month

FATHER TOM: No. That will be next year. (e
You see, | go by Father Tom in ever ‘

to EDWARD)
dsin“Y,” and

work out even, we switch in odd y
FATHER THOMAS: They all seem od
EDWARD: What about all the months th endinRorY?

FATHER TOM: We just let the care of themselves.
EDWARD: That really sounds co ing.
FATHER TOM: Oh, don’t worr u e can't keep track of it,

either.

( FATHER THOMAS has
shoulder.)

allen asleep on FATHER TOM'’s

EDWARD: Does he ha leeping disorder?

FATHER TOM: Oh, no. Befere Father Tom...

FATHER THOM aking up) It's Father Thomas... (HE falls back
to sleep)

FATHER TO fore he came to Our Lady he was a

a Brotherhood of Monks dedicated to staying

Y7

FATHER TOM: Why, so they won’t miss anything. He stayed awake
for seven years straight. And then he came here. He's just really,
really tired. He's got a lot of sleep to catch up with.

EDWARD: How long ago was that?

FATHER THOMAS: (waking up) Four years this summer. And I’'m just
about caught up. (HE falls back asleep)

EDWARD: (quieter) How come he quit after seven years?



FATHER TOM: Oh, that's all they’ll let you. After that, you start to see
things that really aren't there.

FATHER THOMAS: (suddenly awaking) Ah! Blessed be! So, you're
the groom?

EDWARD: (to FATHER TOM) I thought we'd already gone through
this.

FATHER TOM: Don't worry. You'll get used to it.

EDWARD: Listen! You can’'t marry me.

FATHER THOMAS: Oh, | know. I'm a priest. We're not allowed to get
married.

EDWARD: No. | mean you can’t marry me to Juliett

FATHER THOMAS: Oh, | know.

EDWARD: You know?

FATHER THOMAS: Absolutely.

EDWARD: Thank goodness.

FATHER THOMAS: That's why Father wi ceremony.

EDWARD: What?

FATHER THOMAS: Oh. They won't Iet me marry anybody on account
| keep falling asleep.

FATHER TOM: He once fell asleep durin , and when he woke

back up, it was next Sunday just took up where he left off, and
nobody seemed to mind.
"

FATHER THOMAS: People getti d, though, don’t usually want

to wait. That's why Fathe going to marry you. Well, not

you. He can'’t do thaeithe e’ll do the ceremony. Unless I'm
Father Tom this month ather Thomas will do the ceremony.
But don't you WorLya.i k out the same. We'll get you

married.

(FATHER THOMAS falls ba
shoulder.)

asleep with his head on FATHER TOM'’s

don’t understand. | can’t be married.

FATHER TOM? Are you of the faith?

EDWARD: What faith would that be?

FATHER TOM: Close enough. (thinking hard) Let’s see... Oh yes...
and you're not crazy?

EDWARD: No! I'm not crazy.

FATHER TOM: Then you can be married. Although that last one is not
an absolute.

EDWARD: (resigned) But you don’t understand.



FATHER TOM: | know. (to the sleeping FATHER THOMAS, loudly)
The Royals win!
FATHER THOMAS: (waking with a start) Blessed be! A miracle!

(THEY BOTH drift off toward the altar. AUNT LULU, who has entered
on the above lines, looks around for a beat. Seeing EDWARD, SHE
crosses to him.)

AUNT LULU: Welll Itis true! You are getting married! (with<@ sniffle,
dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief) And it se ike j
yesterday you weren't.

EDWARD: Aunt Lulu! What are you doing here?

AUNT LULU: (immediately no longer sad) “What al
asks. Why, I've come to see my third favougi

been no one from your family prese . ost important
day of your life. Why, just wait unti inds out she
wasn't invited to her very own son’s weddingy) It'll just break her
heart.
EDWARD: (trying to be quiet) Aunt Lulu.=

married.
AUNT LULU: (loudly) What? No ing married? You got a lovely
bride waiting for you at the a u’re not going to marry the

poor dear?

ot really getting

ere FRONTENAC, who has been
ears to be holding a bouquet.)

(THEY BOTH look toward
fooling around with t

AUNT LULU: Better yo ther wasn't here to see such a thing.
There’s only so much heartache a mother can stand, you know.
And | would saymyour mother has reached her limit. What with your
in prison and all.

my brother! He’s your son.

doesn’'t mean your mother’s heart isn’t breaking.
ulu... how did you know | was getting married?

, just this morning | was getting my hair coloured

e’'s Beauty World... and you remember Beulah

? Well, she had the boy who became the doctor — and
let that be a lesson to you — some parents have children they can
be proud of. Well, Beulah’s nephew’s oldest boy, the one who used
to go with that girl whose left leg was shorter than her right... or was
it the right leg that was shorter than the left? Not that it matters,
because when you walk in a circle you end up in the same place no
matter which direction you head out in. Her sister — remember, the
cute one who had normal feet? Well, she used to date this boy who




was run over by a bus. Smashed him flat, it did. He was out in the
middle of the street trying to pry the reflectors off the center stripe. |
don’t know why. No wonder he was smashed flat. So | was
wanting to send flowers to the funeral, on account of his mother
used to work at the dry cleaners where your great uncle
Folksencroft, God rest his soul, always had his trousers tailored.
Why he couldn’t have his trousers done at the same place he had
his shirts, we’ll never know. So any way, she tells me t
boy’s body, such as it was, was taken down to Carson’s
Company, which | always thought was a rather silly

funeral home, but who am | to say? And, wouldn’ but
your cat came up in the conversation. Why, 1 k your
cat, because who else would name their cat Scf ? And the
next thing | know, | hear you're getting marrie even. Why,
right there in that chair | told Janis to skip the , I've got a

wedding to attend. And here | am.
EDWARD: But you don’t understand.
AUNT LULU: “I don't understand,” he

You say, “l do.” You go home and ily... (glancing back at

FRONTENAC) ...or not, then you reti then you die. (noticing

KLINGMEYER, who has on ain moved in just a bit too close to
EDWARD) Whao's he? K

EDWARD: He's the undertaker
AUNT LULU: You think you cg
KLINGMEYER: Ours is

ys! What's not to understand?

(Enter WORTHINGT,
cross to EDWARD a in front of AUNT LULU and
KLINGMEYER.)

WORTHINGTON:m(te, EDWARD) We're all set to go here.
AUNT LULU:

EDWARD: You've got to be kidding! What's with the get up?

WORTHINGTON: We're undercover.

EDWARD: No one’s going to believe that you're Altar Boys!

ROSS: (hooking a thumb toward AUNT LULU) She did.

WORTHINGTON: Don't worry about a thing. We got it all figured out.
As soon as Frontenac makes his move we’ll whisk you out of here
in our stealth helicopter.



EDWARD: (skeptical) What stealth helicopter?

ROSS: The one that's parked out on the street.

EDWARD: (looking toward the main doors) | don't see any helicopter
out in the street.

ROSS: Of course not. It's stealth.

EDWARD: There is no stealth helicopter!

WORTHINGTON: Would you believe a stealth taxi?

EDWARD: No!

WORTHINGTON: It doesn’'t matter. As soon as Frontenac makes his
move, Ross will cuff him.

ROSS: Why do | always have to be the one to do the

EDWARD: You guys aren’t here to save me! You're 0 . em
shoot me!

ROSS: Oh, they're not going to shoot you.

WORTHINGTON: They'll probably use a garr mimes using
one)

ROSS: Besides, if they think you're dead, you need to go into
hiding.

WORTHINGTON: As much.
ROSS: Maybe your cat can keep its tail.

EDWARD: But | will be dead.
WORTHINGTON: Then you worw go into hiding at all.

@ rossed over to EDWARD, ROSS,

(FATHERS TOM and THOMA
and WORTHINGTON.)

FATHER TOM: (to
Boys are here.

N and ROSS) Oh, good. The Altar
e along now, it's time to get ready.

(The FOUR of them cross to'the front of the church, where

EVERYBODY is getting organized. In the meantime, BRICK has
entered with LA hey cross to EDWARD. LAURIE will fade a
step back.

BRICKE” Are you\Edward Lutz?
EDWARD: . who are you?

EDWARD: (in“disbelief) You're Brick?

BRICK: Kevin Bricowski. But everybody calls me Brick. It's easier to
pronounce.

EDWARD: Than Kevin?

BRICK: It has fewer syllables.

EDWARD: But... | thought... you were supposed to be some big, mean
guy. A homicidal manic. You know. Beat people to death with their
own body parts.



BRICK: Oh, heavens no!

EDWARD: But your girlfriend...

BRICK: Who's that?

EDWARD: You don't know who your girlfriend is?

BRICK: No. I don't have a girlfriend.

EDWARD: But Laurie said that you and her... were... whatever.

BRICK: Oh! That. She just tells people that to keep them from hitting
on her.

EDWARD: Then... she’s available?

BRICK: How would | know?

LAURIE: No, I'm not. I'm going out with Bruno now.

EDWARD: The mobster?

LAURIE: Yeah. He's a sweet guy once you get to

EDWARD: (to BRICK) But... weren’t you in pri

BRICK: | suppose.

EDWARD: You suppose?

BRICK: It was very minimum security.
had to promise to be back, around
as you might think. Sometimes, th uld really talk harshly.
They only had basic cable. And 18 m ithout a decent

Chardonnay is really rough.
EDWARD: Well... um... yeah. T%Nithout saying. So...um...

what were you really in for?
BRICK: Tax fraud. | worked f ontenac. They say | didn't pay
taxes on $10,000.

even a fence. We
ut it wasn’t as koosh

EDWARD: That sounds p S.

BRICK: Yeah, butn s it would've been had they known
about the other

EDWARD: Well... .

BRICK: But all told |t was a‘good experience. It allowed me to pursue

you're a professional writer.
ot really.
ou mean “Not really”? They pay you to write, right?

BRICK: Then ou’re a professional. See, when | was in prison | wrote
a jingle for my tax company. | worked really hard on it. Want to
hear it?

EDWARD: No.

BRICK: Great! | don't have it completely worked out yet, but here it
goes. (as if HE’s singing a big Broadway production number)

When you got money by the sack-es,



And you don’t wanna pay your taxes,

And you don’t want to spend the rest of your life in jail,
Then come and see the pros,

‘Cause everybody knows

That we'll always treat you swell!

(BRICK finishes with one knee on the floor and his hands raised.
EVERYBODY ELSE has stopped to watch, and when HE’s
ALL politely clap, and then immediately return to whatever it
were doing before.)

BRICK: What do you think?
EDWARD: You spent 18 months working on that?

BRICK: No. | didn’t get started right away. So.. u think? Do
you think | got what it takes?
EDWARD: (inspired) Actually, I do. Inf I K ebody who

needs a jingle. See that guy over
KLINGMEYER) He needs a jingleffor his company.
BRICK: (excited) Really? What kind i
EDWARD: They make caskets... among
BRICK: (not quite so excited) 2
EDWARD: (nudging him towardOMEYER) Consider it a
professional challenge. Yo ore'hig’with this group, and you'll
never have to work throug er tax season ever again.
i i ou think so?

BRICK: (the excitementds bui
EDWARD: Do | think so? . They're just waiting for somebody
impress them.

like you to knoc
m going to do it!

BRICK: Really? By
EDWARD: (as HE goin nd be sure to tell them that | sent you.

(BRUNO has enteregd,and crossed to EDWARD. HE is very angry.)

m you to meet me at the old warehouse at seven
¥ Now I got no choice but to kill ya! But first, I'm

go ta death! (noticing LAURIE; sweetly) Oh, hi honey
bune
LAURIE: atiously, which is a great adverb) Hi, Bruno.

BRUNO: (back to EDWARD; once again angry, HE grabs him by the
collar and cocks his other fist) And now, say goodbye to daylight.

(At the last moment, FRONTENAC steps up.)
FRONTENAC: What you doin’?

EDWARD: (scared) Praying.
FRONTENAC: Not you.



BRUNO: With all respect, | was getting ready to seriously hurt this
worthless individual for not showing up at the warehouse at 7:00
where | was going to seriously hurt this worthless individual.

FRONTENAC: But you weren't at the warehouse at 7:00. You were
here.

BRUNO: Yeah, but then | went down to the warehouse to make sure he
hadn’t shown up there, too.

FRONTENAC: That's why I like you. You're thorough. However, at

being that this is my daughter’s wedding and all.
BRUNO: (letting go of EDWARD) | find that disappoi
Frontenac, sir.
FRONTENAC: You think you're disappointed? Yo rryin’ my
daughter.

(MRS. FRONTENAC and JULIETTE ent
dress that SHE keeps tugging at. SH

is in a wedding
uquet.)

FRONTENAC: (with false sincerity) A
EDWARD) ... and yours.

MRS. FRONTENAC: (suddenly ed; to EDWARD) Don't look!

(SHE crosses to EDWARD and er bag quickly over his head.

JULIETTE then hurriedly crosge the front of the church as EDWARD

takes the bag off.)

of brides... mine (to

EDWARD: What w.
MRS. FRONTENAC:
the bride on the day
EDWARD: | don't possibly
worse.
BRUNO: (step

at was that for, he says? It's bad luck to see

e how anything could make my luck

nd cocking his fist back in a warning) Your
far... relatively speaking.

and smiles pleasantly at LAURIE as ROMERO, who
gses over to EDWARD. HE is wearing a tuxedo

ROMERO: I'm only going to tell you once: You go up to the front of this
church, and I’'m gonna kill ya.

EDWARD: (surprised) What?

ROMERQO: | said I'm only gonna tell you once. You go through with this
wedding and you're dead.

EDWARD: What?



ROMERO: What? Are you hard of hearin’? You say, “I do,” and you're
done. It's that simple.

(The “Altar Boys,” WORTHINGTON and ROSS, start playing the
“Wedding March” on kazoos. JULIETTE, who is already at the front of
the church, holds up her flowers and starts walking as only a bride
would toward the back of the church. EVERYBODY who is sitting down
will stand and face her while KLINGMEYER will grab EDWARD by the
arm and usher him to the front of the church. JULIETTE will'get about
halfway down the aisle before...)

FRONTENAC: Hey! Wait a minute!

(JULIETTE stops, but WORTHINGTON and ROSSpIaying.)
FRONTENAC: (to them) Cut it out, would ya! O
(WORTHINGTON and ROSS stop.)

FRONTENAC: (to JULIETTE) Where ou think you're goin’?

JULIETTE: Well... they was playin’ the g March,” and since |
was already at the front of th urch, | had to march somewheres,
so | thought I'd march to the f the church and then turn
around and come back agai 0 ERO) Oh... hi Romero.

(ROMERO waves.)

FRONTENAC: Well ' ough. Now you turn around and

march back here:
JULIETTE: What? | ca arch without no music.

(WORTHINGTONgand ROSS look at each other, shrug, and then start

playing again. turns and walks — as only a bride would do —

back to the hurch.)

FATHER hen SHE finally gets there) Ah! Blessed be. Now
who giving this bride away?

hat would be her mother. I've already given up on her.
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