P

TOULOUSL
(Straightening her dress, cauaght
in the act of teasing FROU FROU.)
Mazie! What are vou doinag? If Duke ever catches you ._44 e StrecT

off the—floer, he'll break every bone in your body.

MAZIE
Sssh! “iston, I qgot some julcy gossip about Hola
Yloonan, and I'm gonna let the cat out of the beans.

,}CLL -:-’:( J‘bblz,l ,J./Q %

TOUT.OUSE -~ b«
Oh, I knew it. I saw 1t Wea—f@ﬁ- Hhat—haspenad? <

i Clittiey Y L L/d V = el U‘/{‘?/\‘?}E ‘72—2‘/ Vol L ea ) /Ly/—t YN O

I took her -to a very posh soiree the other nlqhé nd

_ she embarassed me. . d,T_ LY b~ T Tt / i—vﬁm
[‘4’ e Ny g "B S b el AL ZVJ’ gAL s CTTCL Z

TOULOUSE i““
Aaah ... don't) tell me they caught her drinkin' out of * “’C, 2 B
the tOllOt bowl again, 7'//(:@ /J}v S P /L)u_ ¢ Al be /
. / }/‘)—___ré : %Lka 4 1/
%ﬂé‘y \/(‘_ Fvien MAZIER S / [ ;LL /’( Mu/a_)’ 5

]\C‘lnm There was this truck tfrlver tlhierey,wseey x,ho) N }(ﬂ (76
just couldn't take his eyes off Ehr»—p&-mchﬁbowl . e Z, ‘
Cq// %L

Tt n SO A } /ﬁ@ L -

TOULOUSE ChyeZ o %’a“\f gl

Or _/OLI. <\L“77"L o (7"& (bl/ - ‘.%I/./J "L\/k ) CO/O/_ {/LL\&\AC B
B )v « 5 /’L) /r ﬁ D e Om e,
7 Y aid CRAG NSy T

féujxf 2. MAZIL /& 1SC ¢ T /kaQ(

m,” everyone there was "swedlls',’ ta lklnq (4"’:4('

xcept for Iiola ... -she couldn! t\ta_Lo\
wpch-bowl-neither. >, ‘JW/:,/}W /)07,,\
A1l o
’E— the greasy owner of the £ M /'* il
¥, the only 'real' diner ' 2””’ s e, .
acter, comes in furlou).) e Ce ,
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— DUKE .
. Trane, W ne hell's goin' on in here}? )Ka
(‘U\ZIE runs and hides behind one s
the _t;an}' ) L angld8 //\u) 1112

P

K’L/ubw r

ot w&zt\

‘«0—1 “L, -wt—c

il "-"‘“;, I'n -runnin', a/dix{&r, ?I"re, not a talk-a-thoh «ow M ,(_;
= cet your ass out on the floor, and make J_t @ére _ T
Christmas. an i A
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TOULOUSE

(Pullina awav.)
-t
So qo'n'feed 'en! Onlv get off my back.

DURE
Keep it up and vou're gonna be out on your ass.
Mavbe vou can cget vour old job back, washinag out

]
elephant's assholes.

TOULOUSE
(Incensecd.) _
Why, I never washed out an elephant's asshole 1n ny
life! o
(Proclaiming.)
I am a woman and an actress.

DUKE
Where 1s East?
(HE storms off.)
Easit:)

TOULOUSE
Kiss ny high heels, Frou Frou:

MAZIL
(Comina out from behind the trunk.)
lHey, Toulouse!

TOULOUSE

MAZIE
powder, will ya? Duke used mine all
n afford to buy his own foot powder.

TOULQUSE
t like working here, why don't you

_ MAZIE
| Ipcaniticiignit. hesewean"IVgo?
(TOULOUSE starts to tell her.)
I Awright, awright, awright! So I'll never make it as a
N ] big band singer. I'm in love!
ot :
TOULOUSE

Yeah, the wind blew and the shit flew.

INGIL
Go ahead ... ao ahead and laugh.




TOULOUSE
Who can laugh?!

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

TOULQUSE
Look, !azie, I'm your friend; we went through all this

a’?
in Detroi What happened to Nola?

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

TOULOUSE
Don't tell re! Somebody actually tried to make verbal
contact with her?!

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

of Kipling.

TOULQUSE
I'm ready.

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

(1"OLA enters. SHE 1is a loud, brassy

redhead and/or blonde. SHE is carrving

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

NOLA

/ES MY DABY

N'T LOVE NOBODY BUT !E

throws down the book. After
derous applause, SIHE speaks.)

TOULQUSE

Vhere were you?

NOLA
Sorry I'm late. I stopped off at the 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

vou think? llow do I look?




TOULOUSE
You need more paint. More cat-ness around the eves,
moonbeams, Twiggies, shadow, rainbows, lips, rouge and
do. The Duke wants to see the "hig face".

HNOLA
Mazie? May we have your point of view now?

MAZIE _ }
-Gargeeous!-— 7 sl .

NOLA
Seriously? Do you think I look all right to go on
right now? The place is packed, and I'll het Duke's
pretty steamed.

MAZIE
Don't I know it. IHe's used up all my foot powder.

HOLA
You know, !Mazie, sometimes I get the distinct impression
you think vou're living in Star-Brite Park.

MAZIE
.. (To herself, under the following.)
~ SivarsREiitepPark ... «StapsBoiseNRiErk ...

NOLA
(Racing over to TOULOUSE.)
Look, if she don't like working here, why don't she
quit. Already Frou Frou the pinhead is upset. It
fht ... a nice girl like her, slinging
e this.

MAZIE
a. You're reqular.

HOLA

ZIE.)
Yeah, but do I look all right to go on right now?

) | TOULOUSE

You look like vou're fleeing from a goddamn burning
building. ‘here'd you get these clothes, !lola? You're
not trvinc to pay off an election bet, are vou?

MAZIE

k| (Very empty-headed.)
% Ilfean .. .obhilsmEown ... Tosednktehigmenough. -DENERsy

cver hear of politics here, Duke is gonna lose out ...

: ] \
¢} on slave labor.




DURE
(Running in.)
You're late, 'ola. Get out there and rack up the

balls!
(NOLA exits.)
Frou Frou, go out and pick me up a pack of butts ...

I'm all tapped out.

TOULOUSE
(Crossing stage left.)
thought I told you never to come into my dressing

room!
MAZIE
(Crossing stage right.)
Well? You heard the lady ... breezel

DURE
C'mere, East. Wrap your ass in a kimono, tie your
head up in a turban, and predict vourself a happy

ending, 'cause you're fired!

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

MAZIE
But I just started.

DUKE
Yeah, and you just finished, you dumb broad. ilow get

the hell outta here!

MAZIE
OULOUSE.)
louse. Ve're getting out!

TOULOUSE
? I'm afraid, Mazie, the Raven just

bather outside your door. And you
... tough shit!
(MAZIE exits, sobbing.)
How about that dame?

IIOLA
Mazie?

TOULQUSE
I said 'dame', didn't I?
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NOLA
Oh, what about her?

TOULOUSE
Did ya get a load of that hair-do? It's hard to know
where she swept it up from. She looks like The
professional blind date.

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.

TOULQUSE
Yeah, I'm a dreamer at heart.

IIOLA
Well, your talk alone could curl hair.
(HOLA takes out a bottle and
takes a pill. With great
verkiness, SHE says ...)
Why! I'm a different person!

TOULQOUSE
Yeah, but are you ready?

NOLA
this body i1s always ready.

TOULOUSE
a mean "library"?

NOLA .
ning over to pick up the book.)
eeded a new love affair last night.

TOULOUSE
stomps on NOLA's hand.)
ed a lay!

NOLA
50 when I got him to fall hook, line and sinker, I
accepted, Then I told him yes, mv suggestion on going
to llew York City was a very good one.

TOULOUSE

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




NOLA
That's right ... and I'm leaving tonight. And you're
not! lley, Frou Frou, will you help me pack ... I'll
let you feel my tits.

TOULOUSE

Sure, Nola. And the first thing we'll tuck away is
your head.

BLACKOUT,

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

y NOLA

1 I'm llola lloonan. I was a waltress here in Duke's diner,

but unlike Toulouse, you can see I got a face that didn't

£ wear out six bodies. VYou can see I have a face that'll be
my fortune, and not my chaperone. I've got a future,
Harvey tells me ... of course, it takes a lot to get him
to say it, but I need reassurance. I'm emotionaily
insecure ... I need love. I was rapmed at an carlv aqge.
Seven, to be exact. DBy a door-to-door salesman. lle asked
me 1f mv Mormmv was at home. Is anvthing strange about

& admitting vou're a bastard, and "no", your !ommy is not at

4 home? VYou have no idea where she is, let alone who she is?

: I had become, at age seven, de-flowered by mv lover and

quardian, a reforred ice-man who was out deliverina at the

= R jan asked me 1f I was interested in bringing

since he'd run out of bibles three doors

ng from a truly musical backaground ... nvy

xaphone player with a tight lin. I let

brochure read: "Vaudeville Again in Seven

y Back:!" It was somewherc bhetween bird

t shoe, actually, that I found myself at

lly attacked. Slapped down, pinned

lumpy old mattress. Iiis big, muscular

: Sweat trickled from my forehead, tears

e LY °

arme e raTm
streamed down my cheeks ... I loved it!
= (By this time, SHE is leaning

against the left proscenium arch.)
Oh, but the breathing. O0Oh, but the panting. Breathing
and panting, pantina and breathina, breathing and pantin:: ...
well, what the hell. I was never a screamer. 1 knew
somewhere at the hack of my head that what we werce doing
couldn't he justified. But listen, what the dumb lce-man
didn't know wouldn't hurt his tight lip, now would it?

E 3 (Continued.) -




NOLA (continued)
I was enjoying this adulation, this stranger making
violent, passionate love to me. An animal in bed,
ripping and tuqgginag at my brand new, all white, sta-
pressed, starched crinolines. IIis manliness penetrated
the starch, and I screamed: "I hate crinolines!! I
hate starch and sta-pressed! I hate this lumpy old

mattress!" DBut I shut up. Screaming can be very
distracting to a frenzied rapist, and I did not want
to distract him. I ripped the crinolines down to the
linoleun. Yes, the ice-man was a Polack, and ugly
Polack who dreamed that one dav he would regain
possession of that goddamn saxaphone and hlow it on
the fire escape, so that he could drive me to drink,
drive me to suicide, drive me to the neighbor ... a
very sweet longshoreman who understood my seven year
old mind. Suddenly, it was over. le took me with
him to Chicago, and I nade him forget all about
bringing back vaudeville. And one morning I turned
around, and just like in a nmovie, he was gone. 2And I
never did get ny money back!

(The stage lights fade up,

revealing HARVEY KRAVITZ, a

cowboy truck driver. NOLA

continues.)
Harvey 1s my ticket outta this schlock diner. I hate
Chicago. The town that Billy Sunday couldn't shut
down, the pansy! I met Ilarvey at Mazie's party the
other night. It was love at first sight. Harvey has
a truck ... that never runs out of gas. And lew York
. City 1s where it'll take me to. And there, I'm gonna
p the ladder of success. I'm emotionally
s feel undressed and scared, but if I
sed and not scared ... maybe it would
lights are up full.
starts making un to
JEY, as TOULOUSE drags
[E out to watch.)
e motor. !No use wasting gas ...

let's hit the road.

HARVEY
First, prove to me vou love ne.

HOLA
I love you, I love you. Okay, lHarvey, let's go.




HARVEY
Nola, prove to me you love me.

ITOLA

wait'll we get in the truck ... I'll

All right,

HARVEY
Yola ... now and right here.

HOLA

Subtle, this quy!

BLACKOUT.

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

g
| MAZIE
; I thought she hated long farewells.

TOULOUSE
She has style, Mazie, no matter what you say

wardrobe. She has style.

BLACKOUT.

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

HHOLA
been greater. I may not bhe
't's", Harvey, but I love vou.

you. Oh, Harvey.

HARVEY
(Tryina to get NOLA off him.)

Okay, Nola, that's enough.

MOLA

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

drive.

about

able
T

her




I I

HARVEY
You better stoon. The motor's running, and all that gas
is burnina up, and your two friends are making us a
reaular double feature.

NOLA
tfake love to me. Harvey, please, I can't go anywhere
without it ...
(HE kisses her.)
You're getting to me, vou're getting to me.

BLACKOUT.

(The follow spot picks up

TOULOUSE and MAZIE.) 1 .;.ausL
& . b4 . ;oslow ©

TOULOUSE
Keeping a secret from lola was like tryving to sneak
daybreak past a rooster. Like I told Mazie ... she may
be good for nothing, but she was never bad for nothing.
She really did go to the library, and she lifted ahont
seven plays ... not that she can read. She had this
new occupation: Actress! The only thing: she couldn't
talk. She was frightened at an early age, hy a Chinese
typewriter, when she was looking for an earring she
dropped between a ching and a chow. Her tonqgue qgot
cuaght, and it took the fire departrment two hours to-
unwind thirty feet of red and black ribbon. It was
new, or so she said.

BLACROUT.

stage lights come up on
, Who 1s making up to HARVEY
I[E tries to drive.)

NOLA
lon't you stop here? I'm tired, I'm
ty ... Harvey, vyou're not stopping.

on, .
hungry, I'm thi
HARVEY

lola, yvou're killing me! Look, I can't stop. I ain't
got no insurance on the truck.

RLACROUT.




§
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(Skids and a crash are heard
in the darkness. The follow
spot comes up on MAZIL and
TOULOUSE.)

' TOULOUSE
Nola was hysterical by the time they told her lHarvey
in ten different places

to he sewn up ...
lle didn't have insurance.

would have
.e. before they could bury him.

BLACKOUT.

(The follow spot piCks up

MOLA, in a fur coat and a
widow's weep.)
7
HOY.A
You mean he's dead? V4
v BLACKOUT.
— e —
(Theg spot picks up MAZIETT‘@
- T *""""';"y"
MAZIE

£t spot in her hedrt ...
HE points.)

QLACKOUT ¢ o e _
i |

e —_—— »\
%
e spot picks up HOLA.)

NOLA
.. Listen, I'm stranded here, and I

{never did like Albany. Why don't vou and your partner
take a breather and drive me into Manhattan?
(A1l breath.)

. IImm? What do vou say?
(SHE opens her coat and unbuttons

e e

her blouse,)

Albany's so hot this time of year, isn't it?

My, my!
Whew!

RLACKOUT.




She onlv stayed in mournina at most fq;ty eight hours,

Black was not her most flattering coyor, but.didale it

s A

appeat—teo—two—police—-olfiicorg, who—belicved it—vas—hot
e cold Dhack te—tha—Chinese

(The spot picks up MAZIE.)

MAZIE /

p—tihre—dead-of Beb

e e
vl T L e r1~ 1 B
aJ AV UL D e o

{‘Vr’]l‘_vl,\_*\_‘_c AR

= TS

2ndhlacl tongue.
5 =tk I

-h-a*'{',-‘tjh_l..) oRe L~JAd AT==7 p s e o
BLACKOUT.
(The lichts come up on NOLA,

o, tr
1

seated in FLORENZ ZEIGFELD's

lap.)

Zeigfeld ... I

IIOLA
haven't been able to pronounce

ny "+'s" ever since.

&

Why don't we

have

ZEIGFELD
a look at that tongque ... may be

good for a specialty.

Mr.: Zeigfeldl!
glorify my tonqgue.

broad when s
he can't sde
1t ... in/ the light.

(SHE

IIOLA
slaps him.)

You dirty old producer! You'll not

BLACKOUT.

follow spot comes up on
and TOULOUSE.)

TOULOUSE

*Tass. Tell me what broad is still a
he tells a person like Flo Zeigfeld that

her tonque? Not that anybodv ever saw

(The

JOLA,

stage liqhts come up on
. . U
lookinc in the mirror.)

13,




VINNY ,f”—

Sure, Nola, that's all riqht }yf'hey, you wanna comne

ol

S5

} Chinese food after the shgy%/' /
~" HOLA /

~

bt

in front-of_Radio City, okay? hhh, vhen I'm a star,
never forget your kind ways ... vou fool.

Wb L

for

Sure, honey, Chirese food. UWe can also do a rdin dance

I'11

B ‘ I was one of the survivorsy/ VDRt S g Syt ey

b | ' Jt—re—rTTEvesed. BUb_sederal—Reckoliosmiwi-td—mavay

3 deﬁee—aqaéav~dae—fe—seuqs;u“"n ADEAELOS L —broke—a

g2 JLoado—tome But lola, well, Hola was tlola. Smre—climbed

z Mown the fire cscane ah ! L.t st L .

7 canverEtible —and ;ﬁ:t lilke—dn-the-cinem ,A+h9y drite

4 &Yy . I mean anvong who reads Variectv knew Mola was

5 canned and barred from Radio Citv. And also that Radio

i City was practicglly dying on its feet. These days,

3 all they play are the liola Nooran flics, because that's
all the public/wants. Hola Joonan, lola Yoonan, lNola
loonan. I quéss we were all wrong about MNola lNoonan.

v i . £
i 4 i

BLACKOUT.

follow spot comes uo on
and JOHMNY APOLLO.)

HMOLA

his name. I finally met a quy who
e. Who could love me. Who could
qirlish whims.

- 3 JOININY
Six hundred grand for a necklace?

2 JOLA
But it was a necklace of diamonds, shaped into tiny
"t's". A trade secret and a world joke. Johnny ...
Johnny, make love to re,




?:f
%
-
X
Bs -

Mola, I think I het-
little. VYou don't

Nor do you. I'm si-
appearances at yonr

games at dawn. ot
be an actress ... «

I like you when you

I don't cet beautif

beautiful, and I wi '’

flola ... you are he .-

vy, gee, Johnny, yor
trving out a line o
this ain't no hotel.

Incidentallv, spend:. -,

into a hotel? T hs:

(A ve
PETTD

WL E b
JOIINY

JOIINNY
gqet ry men to rouch you up a
~ to listen!

i{OLA
ind tired of making publicity
"nmating cran games, your card
in't my image, honey! I wanna
“yeidess ... A starl

JOHNNY
-+t beautiful.

HOLA
. I am beautiful! I was born
Jie beautiful!

JOHNITY

NOLA
vnally mean ic? VYer not just
» cheao hotel pushover, bhecause
This 1s owvr home. Ollr home.
when're we moving to the city

this hell-hole! '
%‘51)600

nod looking dumb

LLINGS, blows his

'nd begins to take
':"r—iy.)

JOHIIY

wt from my life?

HHOLA
At JOHINY, as he 1is dragged
eveinag PE”‘Fp at %y; same

1 long time anut I ll wait for

rar 1t, by evervthing that's holy.

o to i 3 el N

Y N FCD S S O N & S Tr—

ASalsakals) B

RRLER—dhe—a—Spet, )
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PETER /////’
holy to Mola? Nothkg. rgy/ﬂame is
dumb cop. I was born with ny

And just what was
eter Billinas. I'm
pinned to ny skin,
wagon. She brushed h®

\

she just grop=a
grocery bill,

cried and B
Reace. llola d
gstore bill,
\\?er was
\001nq on

People
welfare.

she didn't care.
I le were going
_Aake on two jobs,~and I needed a
7ith Nola's capriciousy teeny-tiny exp

”aZLQ had °
to keep up

BLACROUT.

(The stage lights come up on
'IOLA and her SPEECH TEACHER.)

HIOLA
T zsm L sss b gew & mee © g2 £ sam € weas T sas
TEACHER
No, !liss oonan, round tones, round, round! Caress the

palate ... soothe the roof ... roof, bitch, roof!

PETER
ters in a huff.)
g twenty five dollars of my haré-

o away. Come back later ... I'm busy.

PETER
stion, I expect an answer.

YIOLA
(SHE holds up her hands.)
Peter, mv nails are dryine. You know I can't answer

sill auodtlon when my nalls are drying.

PLETER

Whvy?




NOLA
I talk with my hands ... now be a good hov and go play
in traffic. Peter ... sca¥, sca®, scat!
SPEECH TEACIHER

Ho, Fiss Noondh sex E ssn £ wos B ass £ aus € as.

BLACKOUT.

/"’(‘T’W”'tage lights comge up on~ -/
" So @d lOUT&)SL lS /(

P 4-u,. o
‘e oA, ~ - n-,. P




PETER -

NOLA
¥cu're on duty ... —

PETER e
Look, Nola, you never stopped te—think why they stuck
Apollo away, and_you-certainly didn't care when it

== anl (f enny )

L
NOLA

(Fingering her necklace.)
Boy, you got a bad habit of bringing up the past. Well,
I can't live in the past. Peter, I tried to be sophisti-
cated. All these months, didn't I peddle tickets for
the policeman's ball? That drag! And didn't I perform
at the damn thing? You think special material comes
cheap? And how about me serving punch to all those cops
and their wives! And your perverted commissioner grabbing
my ass backstage. Just so you could get a raise. Pater,
I never said anything ... I just grinned and heared it.
But you don't care if I never hecome a movie star. You
wanna see me rot here. You'd like to see me fall away in
this railroad flat with you and Toulouse and that second-

hand hot plate.

PETER
All right, lola, all right.

LE5TT)

— o ar "t's", you know that. Don't get
vague with me.

HOLA
ight, MNola, it's not all right! I
beauty parlor in months, and when I
innocent thing like hire a speech
vith my "t's", you blow up!

PETER
b sl iy

pur

PETER
What's this movie star mystique with you, anyway?

a8yt




£
R

/ Y ’
wora ( /4T7) i
(7ith rounting hysteria.)
Peter, I never lied to you. We both got into this thing
with our two eyes open. I never led you on, and it's
been that way ever since that night in the paddy wagon.
Always had a weaknsss for paddy wagons, vou know that ...
(SIHE drops her cigarette and
stamps it out.)
Ahh, never mind! When I met you, I forgot about the
others. I thought you were my chance, my ticket outta
the misery I was in. But now, when you show me two
tickets to St. Paul ... I can't go with you to St. Paul.
I can't meet your sister and brother-in-law. I 3just
don't think I'm the type o0f girl you could bring home
to your sister ... your brother-in-law, maybe ... but
not your sister. What they think of a ... a ... a ...

PETER
A stripper?

- HHOLA

[An artiste! Ahh, I'm just a little nobody. What do I
have to offer? (@ fagade, a glittering facade? I can't
go to St. Paul, or anywhere elSP‘JQI qo*ta go ‘to
Hollywood, while there still is a Hollywood.

\\
/
¥

(The follow spot comii/pﬁ on
T )

TOULOU /
g in forty-five minutes, and on it
' ' iness t be But for some odd reason
’ /ii/réach Hollvwood. It came close,

BLACKOUT.

p
the stage lights come up on
///JOLA, in a dressing roomn.)




BLACKOUT.

(The lights pick up ARNY, a
film director.)

ARIY

Hollywood! Babvlon! Girls came ... girls went.
Girls came ... girls went. There wasn't a girl in the
world who didn't want to be a movie star, unless of
course they wanted to become nurses, and after they
left me, they became nurses. It seemed like they
were all cut from the same mold., DBut lola ... well,
she got the part. She”didn't even have to audition..
She knew what to do. She was too heautiful to resist,
too mysterious to ignore, too dangerous to trust. She
was a goddess and a star. If she was beautiful, it
wvas because she was horn to be so, if she was blonde
... don't forget, I made her that way.

(The stage lights come up,

revealing the movie set and

FRITZ, ARNY's assistant.)
All right, is everybody here today? Everybody on the
set. Toulouse da la Beauprés ...

(TOULOUSE enters.)

TOULOUSE

Arny, do you think I look like Delores Del Rio?

LG

Nola,

ARNY

TOULOUSE
ast night, didn't you?

ARNY
he set <.+ absolute quiet <.

LA and her SPEECH TEACHLR enter.)

ARMNY

baby ...

HHOLA
Arny, sweetie ...

(THEY come together and huss,

Meanwhile, the SPELCH TLEACHLR

checks over the set, and finally

nods her okay.) -
Thank you, Anna.
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ARNY
Right this way, darling. On the chalk narks ... stay
on the chalk marks. They're perfectly visible. And

back up for nobody.

NOLA
Look, Arny. I am not going to appear in the kind of
a picture that attracts that kind of an audience.
(By this time, others have
come on the set, including
LAMONTE, NOLA's leading man.'
SHE refers to him.)
Now I put him on the payroll, and I can take him off.
(SHE pushes him away.)
Three feet ... three feet ... three feet!

ARNY
All right, Fritz. Okay, let's get a move on. All
right, quiet on the set. Nola Noonan in "THE GARDENER
AND THE GODDESS".

FRITZ
Lights ... camera ... action ... playback!

LAMONTE

Do you think I can go on letting you support me for
the rest of my life?

(HE is holding HNOLA close, so
SIHE can emote, smoulder and do
everything but let him get
attention.)

e s lave down at the five-and-dime,

to harpies all day long, and I can't
e this ... of course, until I'm on ny

_l r k- ere really is nothing else we can
l ' T I ere really is no other choice, is there?
—4 == handed

has been a page, and
gets all upset, breathing
ily, panting furiously.)

HOLA

(Certainly not looking at her
script, speaking to ARNY, to
anybody. )

What is this? That is this?

ARNY
Cut! Tthat 1s what, Miss MNoonan?




36.

HNOLA ¢
(Holding up the page.) “
This! Qu'est-ce que c'est? In case you don't recognize

French when it hits you, that means "what is this2"

ARNY
hy, thishappens to be dialogue, !Miss lloonan.

NOLA
Oh, yeah? Dialoque! Dialogue! I, Nola Noonan,
goddess and star of stage and screen, do not do
dialogue! I don't speak lines! 1I'm ilola Noonan.

Dialogue ... you must be insane. Cut it, Out.

ARNY
Yeah, okay.

NOLA
Now!

ARITY

All right, it's cut.

(To LAMONTL.)
You just continue with your next speech. We're cutting
out the part where IMiss Noonan is supposed to say "no".

LAMONTE
Yes, .all right. I do all the speaking, and all the
cameras are on her.

NOLA
There's no business like show bhusiness ... get vour
3 an b2 etbefore I kick it there. Okay, Arny,

FRITZ

Ar) . |
' T Lights ... camera ... action ...
A —

and LAMONTE dance. SHE
s whispering in his ear.)

LAMONTE
What is it now, you dimwit redhead hitch?!

(LAMONTE and NOLA go for each
other.)




ARNY
Cut! All right, Yola, all right, everybodv ... quiet!
What's wronqg, lNola, vou got a bug up your ass this
rmorning?

HHOLA
Can the filth, Arny. This quy just ain't playinag the
scene like he should.

ARNY
What was he doing wrong?

HNOLA
It wasn't what he was doing, it's what he wasn't doing.

ARNY
Riddles, loonan! All right, what wasn't he doing?

HHOLA
He wasn't making love to me ... he wasn't adoring me.
A nola Noonan movie is full of love, adoration, sex,
sensationalism. Best part of the picture ... Xola
liloonan. He wasn't worshipping my bhody ... he wasn't ...

A ARIY
(To LAMONTE.)
What was she whispering to you?

LANMONTE
z "Worship me, you dodo ... make love to me or get your ass
re me, schmuck ..." I couldn't make
ARNY

ance. The movie just started ...
ime for you to act.

NOLA

... there's plenty of time for me to
act! As a matter of fact, from now on you'll have
nothing but time, 'cause I'm quitting ...

ARNY

Nola, honey, please ... you don't ...
NOLA

Get the fuck out of nmy way ...

ARNY
Nola, there's nobody in Hollywood but you!




NOLA
o v J .
Get Toulouse. Ghe needs a job ... QLV%‘the girl a

break, slob. /

/

BLACKOUT. //
//
;'/I‘
(A slow spot comes up on ARNY,
making love to NOLA/ His riding
crop appears behind NOLA. This
must be his way ﬂfth her.)

/

NOLA/ .
Oh, Arny, please don't stop/making love to me. Nobody
does it like you do. /
‘/
KﬁNY

Well, you've gotta be a/good little girl and finish
shooting on this picture. And then I'll take you out

tonight. /"

/  NOLA
Okay. I'll finish ghooting on one condition ... you
don't take me out tonight.

/ ARNY
Huh? /

’

/ . NOLA
We stay in! Bdat the shit out of me, Arny!

BLACKQUT.

=1
¥ the lights come up, we
== n NOLA's dressing room.

and TOULOUSE are also
t. NOLA is drinking
a gin bhottle.)

/ TOULOUSE

You bettler lay off the hooze. We came all the way
from Chicago for this? You're holding up production.
I can't/ wait until they get you under those hot lights
in frodt of those cameras. They've got big fists like
cured hams and thev'll beat every female hormone out
of yo%r body, just like they did to Anna May Wong!

|

/

|
/




NOLA
Thaddya mean, "cut"? Fuck you ... "cut"! Strike that
damn wind machine, and maybe I won't need an iron lung
on set twenty-four hours! Can't we play this touching
scene in a bus depot? What's the difference? A conductor
is a conductor! llever did like pilots, anyway.

SPEECII TEACHER
"Pilots"™, Miss Noonan. P ... P .ss P «.o P ««. pilots.
Speak the speech as I taught it to you, trippingly on
the tonque ...

. NOLA
(Kicking the SPEECH TEACHLR.)
Get off my tongue ... hag!

ARNY
Listen, liola, this is dialogue we're fooling with.

NOLA
Dialoque!! There's that word again. I don't mind
speaking it ... d'yva have to remind me constantly?

ARNY

And Nola, this is a prison quickie. This ain't one of
those three-hour long, spectacular, hiblical madnesses,
where you play a deaf mute saint who wanders around the
desert, and won't talk for fourteen days ... then goes
out and falls in a river and drowns, because she can't
remember the swimming instructions John the Baptist taught
her, but that's okay, becuase she gave them up for lent!

v p here with those films! The steam
has a message!

i NOLA
bay, when I wanna message, I'll call

throws TOULOUSE on_the floor.)

ARIY

And anothaor 1ng, Cinderella. Your lanquage doesn't
look very pretty in the columns every day. You'd hetter
start acting like a lady in public. Gulping down pills
and slopping ain at the Brown Derbv, while John Uayne
picks up a tab for six peoole he don't even know ... it
ain't nice.

N a0 L wet e
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NOLA

Since when is a goddess expected to act like a lady?
Since when is a goddess expected to pick up a check for
six people? Since when has a goddess expectad to be
nice?! Prison quickie or no prison quickie, I am a
star first, a goddess sccond, and a lady ...

(SIE slaps TOULOUSE.)
wwe Neverl

ARITY
I‘JOla e o o
HOLA
The goddess has spoken.
ARNY
(Bending NOLA's arm behind her

back.)
Nola, sweetie, honey, baby, darling, poopie ... get
this! And get it straight. Your language is costing
the studio valuable prestige. This is not the old
days, and it's not like old times when Nola cculd come
in and bitch to just anyone living ... no. These are
hard times. People are forming bhread lines.

NOLA
Let 'em eat cake!

ARNY :
Look at you! Look at you! Take a good look at you!!
(}IOLA guietly sits and '
istens to ARNY,)
o smell like a rurmie ... a lush. You
an aging character actress on her way

A r k- Y. You've forgotten what it means to
' ' s at your steady, pretty, pedicured,
' | bet. ... look at those feet. Look at

! If thev're not swollen, they're

you got them in ace handages so tight
ip the shit out of you and bind those

& g0 BN ' re amazing ... I've never seen such a
pig! And what do vou do, Porky? You sit around on your
ass all day watching "I Love Lucy."

Ah, yes. Stars are stars, and stars will have outrageous
private lives ... so outrageous that even I can't keep
them out of the newspapers! I warned you once. I warnad
you twice. I warned you three ... four times after that,
I remember. And what does the property man find in your

(Continued.)

'
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ARNY (continued)
purse? Gin, gin, gin! Gin-soaked, rotting, smelly,
sweaty Nola Noonan ... how does that sound? A camel
smells hetter than you do! But you go right on, pouring
that cheap, French perfume all over your clothes. It's
getting so bad I can hardly distinguish the perfume from
your unbelievably offensive B.O. And I don't mean Box
Office, bitch!
And when was the last time you shaved your legs? DBrushed
your teeth? Gargled ... chewed a piece of sweet smelly
and tasty chew gum ... and when was the last time you
went to the confession, Nola? But they say with age,
there is the closest relative: senility. Get it,
sweetie? Senility's setting in with you. Face it,
Nola, you've had it! Even Toulouse says your through.
You've changed, lNola. You've lost a great deal of that
innocence you displayed so early in your career. ... but
soon replaced by a cute drinking habit. Boy, what plans
I had for you. You were gonna be big time, big top,
honey! You and that schnuck sidekick of vours.
I'm speechless, ilola, absolutely speechless! You turned
out to be a real hard case ... a mean motherfucker! Wow,
am I hurting. Well, get this and get it straight, just
in case you forqgot ... vour silver lining is tarnished ...
shot. Go on and shake, you rat bastard, drink, drink,
drink, smoke, let them feel your legs up. What the fuck
do you care? You're stoned and out of your head most of
the time. You can't remember whether you're walking on
air, a tight rope, or thin ice. But I'm warning vou,
Hola, and I'll be brief ... watch out ... just watch
" out ... vou can only push me too far bhefore I bust. I'm
a guy if you're a regular kind of a
inderstand one another? Then, we do

I I" r l nnt to pay five bucks to see a pair of
' [ ) smelly slob in pink sequins. Bad
—A - put up with those friends of yours.

5 in the Hollywood. Do you know what
call your co-stars? "A couple of

prs™, how do you like that?

But I put up with them ... Why? Because your name alone
on any flyer, kiosk or marquee anywhere in the world
today evokes such a devastating and intoxicating spell
for millions of men everywhere. Oh, there's na getting
around it without running into the girl on cloud nine ...
Why don't you face it, Nola? You've got a few good

(Continued.,)
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ARNY (continued)

any of de boozie-booze. Maybe then you could get back
on that set without falling on your goddamned face.
Today you fell on your face ... or was it your ass?
Come to think of it, lNola, it's getting mighty hard
to tell which is your face and which is your ass.

(The CAST laughs at this.)
Quiet! At first it was funny. The audiences thought it
was a novelty act. You know, part of the show? You no
longer amuse anybody ... you're fucking repulsive! Do
you ever know what it means to be fucking repulsive?
You are gonna suffer, Nola. It don't take no crystal
ball to fiqure out where you'll wind up ... the bins!
The loony bins! 1In between flops that's where they'll
keep you ... just so they can keep you from killing
yourself because every day a little bit of your mind
disappears ee..

(HE makes an air sound.)
Whoosh! And I really think your brain cells have been
anaesthetized from your sleazy environment.
Go ahead and drink ... and then tell me something, after
you piss away every female hormone in your decaying body,
then what? What the fuck then, huh?
I don't know about you anymore, Nola. I just can't put
up with you anymore. My patience with you is at a low
ebb. You know what that means, ya dumb cunt?! Any
time you feel like you wanna take a nice long walk
somewvhere else, you go right ahead ... and if you insist
on drinking yourself to death, do it on your own time!
I pay people to make pictures ... I don't pay people to
. drink and sweat in my companv. '
lifts her arm.)
at a fucking mess you are! You smell,
You stink ... pew!

Ar)
' NOLA
A —= ally moving from her chair.)

ite you! And I will never talk to you
as I live, which will be forever. You

silver screen, and then you dragged me
own. e Ny, tell me ... how does it feel to play
God?

ARNY
It hurts, llola. It hurts,

HNOLA
That's great. Hitting a woman when she'd drunk.




.

TOULOUSE
You don't understand, Arny. Comebacks are a delicate

operation.

HOLA
Comeback ... comeback ... there's that word agairnp.
Evervone's throwing that word in ny face, as if /I was
Charlie Chaplin and that was a pie. There 1is ?bthing
left to be delicate about liola Noonan. /

(SHE kicks TOULOUSE. /
And that's for not calling the liquor store/!

BLACKOUT.

/
v 4

(The follow spot comes, /up on
ARNY.) //'/
arly

The word was out ... there is Mothing delicate abhout
Hola Noonan. Production was/shut down for a few days.
Hola was her own law. The title of the movie was
being changed. "SEARCI FOQR A DEAD NYMPHO" didn't
sparkle, had no glamourv;}. in short, it lacked class.
The picture was one of Moonan's first since her
breakdown, and it was /et to preen at Grauman's
Chinese, so the title” had to give! Teeks later, I
came up with "GODDESS OF THE REIC:!

/
/
/

BLACKOUT.

I ' : i I I follow spot comes up on
SPEECH TEACIIER.

SPEECH TEACHER
een my milk truck in three months. The
e B c S OF TIE REICH" was stopped for three

weeks/, to get lMiss Noonan's tongue in shape for the motion
picttire. But she still insisted on a minimum of dialogue,
just in case there were any vicious Chinks in the audience.
I'Y11l never forget the night of the premiere. WNola thoucht
i/t would be a great idea if we all arrived in the milk
/truck, but like I said, I haven't seen it in three months.
"Well, milk truck or no milk truck, this was a prenicre

to end all premieres.

BLACKOUT,




(The stage lights comne up on /
ARNY and NOLA, seated as if //
in the theatre watching her
film, From offstage, we heaj

the repeat of the dialogue /
from "THE GARDENER AND TH;“'/,/

GODDESS".)
/’

LAMONTE'S VOICE
Do you think I can go on letting yﬁu support me for
the rest of my life? You work like a slave down at
the five-and-dime, selling hairnets to harpies all
day long, and I can't let vou/go on like this ...

MOLA
(Speaking loudly over the movie's
dialogue, and eliciting yells
from other/ imaginary viewers,
called from offstage.)
Look at that shot. Yéu couldn't have held it just a
little longer? If you blink, you'd miss the whole
thing. /
(SHE /sits for a moment, then
turns on ARNWY.)
I don't give a 4ood goddamn who rented what fur fron
what furrier! /Premiere or no preniere!
AThere is a "Sssh!* from offstaqe.
/ IIOLA starts to whisper, but soon
/ builds again.)
How could/they pull a switch like this on me ... they
knew! THey knew! There's a clause in my contract!
hears a "Hey lady!" from
tage, and starts whispering.)

.l = Can't they read, up in the premiere
I I | l ‘re so busy promoting Linda Darnell,
' r a blur!
p— — stage, there is a "Ssshl!i")

fically ... no Chinese lew Year's,
dries ... or theatres!

ssshl)

An w1tb all the scratch houses in ilew York, they
gotta pick Grauman's!

/ But sweetie!

HOLA
(A long stare.)
Look, Arny, I've had it up to here with you "but
sweetie's". Take vour foxes and fcathers and fuxs
and scram ... the goddess will remain absent.
("Ssssh!")




ARNY >
Oh, no she won't, either. They want you there#},! they
want your tongue print!

NOLA
(SHE turns to ARIY.)

My tongue print?
(SHE turns desperately)}

someone, anyone else.
My tongue print!?

/

arny
Now doesn't that make you fe 1 all young and girlish
again? //;
NdLA
My tonque print! //
/" ARMNY

I can just see it, right beside Marlon Brando'’s boot
print. <

/

/ NOLA
I love it ... ¥ love it! Okay, you talked me into it ...
gimme five mifdutes ... I gotta coat my tonque.

BLACKOUT .
==
/

(The follow apﬁt comes up on
BELIIHOUNCER, at the side of

stage.)/

/ ANNOUNCER

I l-l ¥ I n %gﬁlywood land ... oh, it's a star-
= l I p-£the-sky occasion tonight, ladies and
== téonan's comeback has turned into a
ans have come from all over the world
west, most exciting, most sensational
o s Y .++ Or so they tell me! "GODDESS OF
THE REICH" promises to be a biggie! Oh, look at the
stars arriving ... Miss iloonan should be here any
minute .../ look! There's Maria !ontez and ... and

Huntz llali!

7 BLACKOUT.




(The stage lights come up on )
1IOLA, pacing frantically, and P
ARNY, the epitome of calm.)

NOLA y
Tell me it was a joke ... tell me it was a joke ...

tell me it was a jokel!

ARNY
It was a joke!

HOLA
Then why ain't I laughing? They planted her there to
make me nervous! Plots I need, yet! I didn't have
enough aggravation in one night?! Get Toulouse outta
my limousine! I ain't no anti-Semite, neither. I know
enough to know it ain't Rosh Hashonah ... where does
she come off tellinag me she fvas performing an old
Jewish custom?! HNobodv bléws the chauffeur in my

limousine! /

_ / ARIY
The limousine was repted, lola.

/

/ NOLA
I'n paying for i¥; it's mine!

/
/

/ ARNY
Nola, the studio's paying for it ...

/

/ /'

NOLA

o studio paying for it? I wasn't horn
are you gonna learn not to argue with
an, you're absolutely impossible.

Ar)
r ARNY
A ' == s get going ... we're holding things up.

late enough ... let's not overdo it and
hing. '

y MTOLA
/ What, are you afraid of a few setbacks now? Just wait'll
my toncue flashes across that screen!

ARITY
S0 ... this 1s the real lola Yoonan., It's a crying
sharme what twelve press agents, working overtime, can
do to the human spirit.

NOLA
What the hell are you rattling about?




ATNY
(Grabbing NOLA, who is making
all kinds of hysterical sounds.)
Hey, hey, hey ... c'mon, c'mon, c'mon ... ca;m'your
nerves, Nola ... Let's go, we got a premier%/to do.

/
P
/
4

BLACKOUT.

/

(The stage lights come up on
NOLA, seated and drinking gin
from her bottle. Her’ SPEECH
TEACHER enters, talkKing and
acting like a demented vampire.)

/,v"

SPEECH TEACHER
I quit, that's all ... I quit! All that screaming and
hollering going on all night long! I hate it, that's
all ... I hate it! I can't take it any longer, d'you
hear? I've got a nervous system, too, and it's not
happy, nooo! Hollywo6d ... noco ... nooo! Dialogue
.. NOOCO ... nooo! /I hate it, I hate it ... I quit,
I quit! _/

E NOLA
(Pulling out a crucifix.)
Does this mean you're leaving?

BLACKO UL,

- lights come up on MAZIEL
¥ ' OULOUSE. )
|
- TOULOUSE

ve her ... what would she have left?
pills? Her air tight hose with the
ired Mazie.

MAZIE
Nola got so nervous, she swallowed a dozen Miltown by
mistake. HNola got so nervous, she called up her mother,
Frieda !oonan.

TOULOUSE
A little_pathos. llazie and Arny and I arrived in New
York a few hours later ... I must sav it did Nola a
wor}d of good ... she started qoing to see her old
movies ...




