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CAST OF CHARACTERS
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Trixie Fuller:  the dizzy secretary of TF Architecture

Paul Fielding:  a down-to-earth, easy-going architect with a casual charisma

Max Marshall:  a passionate and ridiculously insecure architect

Gwen Gladwell:  a witty, smart socialite who is a fool when it comes to love

Ruby Deleoni:  the va-va-va-voom head of the Deleoni family

Vito Deleoni:  Ruby's nephew.  A tough but dim mobster.
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SETTING

For the purposes of the reader, imagine the office of TF Architects with an art deco flair.  Stage right is the door to the building hallway.  Center stage is the desk of Trixie Fuller.  Behind her up stage right is the door to Paul Fielding's office, up stage left is Max Marshall.  Far stage left is a door to the office kitchen.  There is a low balustrade behind Trixie's desk separating the reception area from the offices.  In the space between the balustrade and the back wall is work area with a drafting table, a table with building models, blueprints hanging from the walls, and some filing cabinets.  Unfiled paperwork is lying on every surface.  Center stage on the back wall is a massive window which shows off the skyscrapers of the city.  For the restaurant scenes, a table and suggestive set dressing (a potted plant or a single statue) are brought out and set either downstage right or left.
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
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TIME

The 1930s.
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SCENES

ACT I - Scene 1

Office of TF Architects, Monday morning

ACT I - Scene 2

Office of TF Architects, late-morning, several days later

ACT I - Scene 3

Cafe, noon, same day

ACT I - Scene 4

Office of TF Architects, morning, next day

ACT I - Scene 5

Office of TF Architects, mid-morning the next week

(INTERMISSION)

ACT II - Scene 1

The Grove Super Club, evening, same day

ACT II - Scene 2

Office of TF Architects, morning, next day

ACT II - Scene 3

Office of TF Architects, mid-morning, several days later

ACT II - Scene 4

Office of TF Architects, next day:  
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ACT I

Scene 1
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AT RISE:  A MONDAY morning.  Lights come up on the offices of TF Architects.  The room is a mess, covered in unfiled paperwork.  Secretary Trixie Fuller sits at her desk, happily typing.  Paul Fielding enters the room.  He throws his hat and it lands on the hat rack.
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PAUL:  MORNING, TRIXIE!

TRIXIE:  And a happy Monday morning to you, Mr. Fielding!

PAUL:  How's the filing?  Keeping busy?

TRIXIE:  As always!

(Trixie pulls the paper out of her typewriter, wads it up, and throws it into the trashcan.)

PAUL:  You throw away the work of twelve people, Trixie.  I don't know what we would do without you.

TRIXIE:  Flatterer.

PAUL:  Is Max in yet?

TRIXIE:  No.  (MAX MARSHALL storms into the office.)  Yes.  (He walks directly past them without pausing to say hello, and goes into his office.)  No.  (Max comes out with a newspaper in his hand, opens his mouth like he wants to say something.)  Yes.  (He stops himself.  Goes back into his office.)  No.  (Max comes back out, frustrated.)  Mmmm...?

MAX:  Hard at work I see.  Anyone want a newspaper to go with their coffee?

PAUL / TRIXIE:  That'd be swell! / Yesindeedy

MAX:  How can you just stand there?

PAUL:  Practice.  It takes some doing, but eventually most people catch on.

MAX:  Did you see this?

(Max shakes the newspaper.)

PAUL:  Before or after you began shaking it at us?

(Max brings it over to Trixie's desk and spreads it out.)

MAX:  THERE!  Right there!

TRIXIE:  Oh!  Two for one girdles at Woolworths.

PAUL:  I've always thought you cut a rather dashing figure myself.

MAX:  Would you two stop!  THERE!  Palladino Architects just received the commission for the new city hall.  Why didn't we hear about this project?!

TRIXIE:  We did.

MAX:  What?

(Trixie jogs over to the filing cabinet and digs around for the letter.)

TRIXIE:  Sure!  We got a letter.  I filed it for you.

MAX:  You what?!

TRIXIE:  You kept telling me I wasn't keeping up with the filing so I decided to surprise you.  SURPRISE!

(She holds up the letter triumphantly.  Max is defeated.)

MAX:  TRIXIE!  Do you know how big a commission this would have been?

PAUL:  Now, now.  No use crying over spilled cement.

MAX:  We're broke, Paul.

PAUL:  We're always broke, Max.

MAX:  Well, this time is different.

PAUL:  It is always darkest before the dawn.

MAX:  Or after sunset when we haven't paid the electric bill.

PAUL:  Did you pay this month's electric bill?

TRIXIE:  I decided to buy coffee instead.

PAUL:  Excellent choice.

MAX:  How can you two not comprehend the gravity of what I'm saying?  Trixie!  TRIXIE I can understand.   But you, Paul.  YOU!  We've known each other since university!  We're on the brink of ruin and you two are making jokes!

PAUL:  I don't think we were joking about the coffee.

TRIXIE:  I wasn't.

MAX:  That is it!  This is the end of free coffee!  If you want a cup of free coffee, you are going to put a nickel in this jar!

(He empties a jar full of pencils.)

TRIXIE:  A nickel in the jar?

MAX:  Yes!  A nickel in the jar!  Like so!

(He takes a nickel from his pocket and triumphantly puts it in.)

TRIXIE:  Like so?

MAX:  Like so.

TRIXIE:  And then you pour yourself a cup of coffee?

(She pours herself a cup of coffee.)

MAX:  Yes!  You pour yourself a cup of coffee.

TRIXIE:  Like so?

MAX:  Yes, like so.

(She hands the cup of coffee to Paul.)

TRIXIE:  Well, that seems easy enough.  But what if I only had a quarter?

MAX:  It is the same principal!  You put a quarter in the kitty...

(He takes a quarter from his pocket and demonstrates)

TRIXIE:  Like so... then you pour yourself a fresh, steaming cup of coffee!  Like so.  Then take all the change.  Like so!

(In almost one motion, she pours another cup of coffee, dumps all the money in the coffee kitty into her open purse sitting on her desk, then merrily clinks glasses with Paul before she sits down at her desk to drink.)

MAX:  I—!  We owe the bank seven thousand dollars by the end of the week or it's over!

PAUL:  Max, we're not doing this.  I warned you.

MAX:  Don't!

PAUL:  You decided to take that dame down to Rio rather than bid for the Henderson job.

MAX:  Don't throw that back at me.

PAUL:  I'm not fixing this for you.  AGAIN.  You said that YOU, and I quote, had it all under control and that I, and I quote, worried too much.

MAX:  How was I supposed to know it'd be the only opportunity since that stock market crash in October?!

PAUL:  That's your job!  You're the president!

MAX:  You're my partner!

PAUL:  I'm just supposed to design the buildings!

MAX:  I know.  I KNOW!  I just didn't—-KNOW!  Paaaaaul... I thought she loved me, Paul.  I thought... but she didn't...and now... OH Paul... If I have to call my father and tell him I ruined his company...

PAUL:  Chin up.  Sure pickings have been slim since your pop retired, but we're still new.  Business will build.

TRIXIE:  It's like your father always said, "You've always been a little slow."

MAX:  When we took over this firm, Paul, I swore... I swore I would show him I could be a success...

TRIXIE:  Mr. Marshall did run an excellent firm.

MAX:  I know.

TRIXIE:  We were busy all the time with him at the helm.

MAX:  I. Know.

TRIXIE:  It's funny how people don't even seem to know we exist since you took over.

MAX:  I KNOW!

PAUL:  Max, take a deep breath.

MAX:  I'm drowning.

PAUL:  We're not underwater yet.

MAX:  The walls are closing in!

PAUL:  Max, we're architects.  If the walls close in, it's going to be very bad for business.

MAX:  I'M A FAILURE!  PAUL!  I can't let it end like this! We have GOT to land something!  We'll just... we'll economize.  No more coffee! No more buying supplies! We'll stop paying our bills.

TRIXIE:  We already did.

MAX:  What?  (Trixie drops a tall stack of bills in front of Max.)  Why didn't you give these to me earlier?

TRIXIE:  I didn't want to ruin your day.

(Max walks over to the window and looks down.)

MAX:  How high up are we?

PAUL:  3rd floor.  You'd just break your legs.  Trixie?  Where are those job requests you so efficiently put away?

TRIXIE:  Over there!  (She points at the filing cabinets.  Paul jogs over.)  I filed them under "G".

PAUL:  "G"?

TRIXIE:  "Give these to Max".

PAUL:  Makes perfect sense.

MAX:  (hyperventilating)  I can't breathe.

PAUL:  Here they are!  A whole pile of design requests.

TRIXIE:  And you said I wasn't organized.

MAX:  We wouldn't happen to have any rat poison lying about, would we?

TRIXIE:  Sure!  Next to the soap powder.

(Max gets up and goes into the other room.)

PAUL:  Well, a couple of these are out of date.  (Paul dumps a huge pile in the wastebasket.)  MAX!  I think we might have found something!

(Max comes in with a coffee cup in one hand and the box of rat poison in the other.)

MAX:  What?

PAUL:  Put that down.  You're not killing yourself today.

MAX:  I wasn't planning on it.

TRIXIE:  You found my cup!

PAUL:  And you're not killing Trixie, either.  Come on, Max!  I found the solution to our problems.  Look!  A private retirement home is being
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