Nightbeat

Episode 1: Big John McMasters 

Written for radio by John Michael Hays & E. Jack Newman

Produced and directed for radio by Warren Lewis 
Adapted for television by William J. Durkin

TEASER

FADE IN

1 EXT - NIGHT 

A foggy Chicago street circa 1950, a red flashing neon sign intermittently illuminates the night.  Newspaper reporter RANDY STONE appears out of the fog and turns up his collar.  He is about forty, trim, with a very casual way about him. 

The voice-over begins and continues as he walks the streets past storefronts, cabstands, and late night people of the period. 

RANDY STONE (V.O.)
Hi, I'm Randy Stone.  I'm a reporter.  I cover the night-beat for the Chicago Star.  Stories start in many different ways.  This one began in a nightclub with jazz music and laughter, and ended in a church with organ music and death.

A semi-toothless OLD LADY comes up with her hand held out.  Randy fishes in his pocket and then tosses her a coin.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

On my job, you sort of come to terms with the night.  You have 

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

to, cause that's where you learn the lessons of the day.  Lesson 

one, the night is for sorrow, the 

day regrets.  Lesson two, you can't hide in the darkness, for the night has a thousand eyes. 

A drunk stumbles out of a bar and runs right into Randy. We only see him for a moment, but it is JULIAN GLASS.  This character will be of importance later. After bumping into Randy, he pulls himself together and performs a formal if rather unsteady bow.  Randy nods.  Julian then starts to take a step only to stumble into Randy again.  He rights himself and Randy steps around him as he bows again.  He rises from the bow with a somewhat confused look on his face when there is no one in front of him. He shrugs and walks unsteadily away. Randy continues in the opposite direction.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Lesson three to a hundred, don't go looking for the dawn with a gun, because it might come up like thunder and leave you dead on the doorstep.  Sob stories fill the night.  Unhappy love affairs, girls gone astray, bookkeepers who stole from their tills, men who died drunk and friendless.  

A LADY OF THE NIGHT approaches Randy.  She does a loop around him and he does a slow pirouette as he follows her around, only to come about and bump right into a POLICE MAN.  Randy steps back and bows ever so slightly and goes around the officer who stands tapping his nightstick into his palm.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Last night I decided to pass them up and stroll under the bright lights and listen to laughter.  So, I picked out a couple of fancy bistros on the Gold Coast and started the rounds to watch champagne flow and eavesdrop on the happy stories of 

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

success, promotion, love, and friendship.  But it didn't work.  

Like an iron filing, I was drawn to the magnet of unhappiness.  

Randy stops outside a nightclub.  He looks at the neon sign that reads The Pelican Club.  He turns his collar back down and goes through the door.

2 INT - NIGHT

As Randy comes through the door he is met by all the sights, sounds, and smoke of a nightclub of the time.  A lazy clarinet can be heard over the din of customers.  He moves to the bar as the voice-over Continues.  As the camera pans the clientele, it comes to rest on  BIG JOHN MCMASTERS sitting alone

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

It happened in the Pelican Club.  He was sitting alone, tall, gray-haired, rugged, a face full of some fifty odd years I guess.  And, full of some other things no one could guess.  It was two drinks at the bar before I made out who he was.  A man who was once big in a way that only prohibition made them big.  

Randy slugs down the remains of a drink, puts the empty glass on the bar and tosses the bartender a tip.  He walks over to the man. 

RANDY

Mind if I sit down?    

The man gives Randy the once over from head to foot.

JOHN

Who are you?

RANDY

Randy Stone, Chicago Star, Mr. McMasters.

The man lifts his glass in a small toast.

JOHN

Well, you’re the first one.

RANDY

What first one?

JOHN

Whose recognized me.

RANDY

Oh.  Well, only from your pictures, it was a long time ago.

JOHN

Time?  I know more about time than you, or that old guy they always have around on new years with the beard and the haycutter.  

RANDY

I just thought there might be a story somewhere.

JOHN

Sure, sure, sit down, sit down, and I'll tell you a story.  

Randy sits in the chair opposite the man.

JOHN

Once upon a time there was a guy who had everything, money, friends, a future.  Then a bunch of old women made a law called the Volstead Act.  Do you remember it?

RANDY

Yeah, yeah, but I wasn't thirsty at the time.

JOHN

Well, a lot of people were, everybody in fact.  You see, the law 

JOHN (CONT)

was always supposed to be for the other guy, not for them.  But, 

there were no other guys.  So, this fella I'm telling you about got on the bandwagon.  He bottled millions of violations of the Volstead Act.  There was a lot of money, and a lot of trouble. 

       (pause)                

Am I boring you?

RANDY

If you are, I asked for it, but you're not. 

JOHN

Well, the trouble got him a lot of jail, nineteen years of it.  Started in 1931, ended just two days ago.  

RANDY

I see.

JOHN

Now this guy's out, and he's going to stay clean.  They can pass a thousand stupid laws and he's not going to fall for any of them.  He's going to do everything the way it says in the books, and live happily ever after.  How's that for a story?

RANDY

There's a good moral, but no drama or suspense.  

JOHN

Good, I hope that it's real bad, cause I don't want you to print it.  

He leans on the table, looks Randy in the eye, and talks softly.

John (CONT)

Stone, I'm flattered that you recognized me, but I paid back ten days for every one I took.  All I ask is that you just let me alone in the papers.

RANDY

Okay McMasters, far as I'm concerned, you made your last copy in 1931.

JOHN

     (sitting back)

Stone, it's nice to come out of prison and have the first guy you meet turn out like you.  Let me buy you a drink.  

John turns to the bartender and orders some drinks as the voice-over begins again.  Although we can't hear what is being said right now, the smiles look a little forced, the pause a little long.

RANDY (V.O.)

He tried to be happy after that, and I tried to help him.  But, there was a sadness about him that stood in the way.  I wanted to ask more questions about times and places, but I didn't.  Why is it, when you come across your best stories you fall all over you conscience?  

FADE OUT

END OF TEASER


FADE IN

3 INT - NIGHT

Typical 50's big city police precinct.  Randy sits on the desk of LIEUTENANT CURLY WHITE.  Curly is about forty-five, white curly hair atop a friendly face.  Curly is telling Randy what he thinks is a funny story.  Randy is there in body only.  The Voice over begins over this.

RANDY (V.O.)

So that was John McMasters.  Although he was a big man, in my imagination he had always been somehow larger.  I guess he was larger than life.  The guy I had been talking to seemed so normal.  I knew I couldn't print anything about him, yet I was still thinking about him an hour later at police headquarters while batting the breeze with lieutenant Curly White.

CURLY 

So, after I pick this guy up off the ground for the third time, and he falls down for the fourth time, I ask the obvious question," Are you drunk?"

RANDY

Uh-huh.

CURLY

And he says, "I must be, I can't stand up."

Curly laughs, but Randy doesn't react to the story, instead he just stares blankly at Curly.

CURLY (CONT)

Hey Stone. What's wrong with you?  Didn't you think that was funny?  He said, "I must be, I can't stand up".

RANDY

Huh?.. What? … Oh…I'm sorry Curly. My mind's not here. I keep thinking about John McMasters.  He didn't seem to be at all like I would imagine a bootlegger to be.

CURLY

Well, that's because he wasn't.

RANDY

He wasn't what?

CURLY

What you would expect a bootlegger to be.

RANDY

He wasn't?

CURLY

No.

RANDY

I suppose you knew him

CURLY

Yeah I suppose I did.

RANDY

You were kind of young then weren't you?

CURLY

Yeah, I was just a rookie pounding the pavement at the time McMasters was on trial.  My beat included the courthouse.  Needless to say, I was there a lot.  I used to see him all the time.

RANDY

But you were just a patrolman.  You didn't really get to know him.  

CURLY

Actually, I got to know him pretty well.  During short recesses in the trial, he would come outside and have a cigarette. After seeing me there so often he struck up a conversation with me. He was a good guy.

RANDY

Wasn't that a little odd?  I mean a cop and a bootlegger getting to be friends.

CURLY

Well, he was different than your common bootlegger.  He didn't like violence.  He never threatened anyone or forced his hooch on anybody. To him it was just a business, if people didn't want to use his stuff, it was okay with him.

RANDY

You mean he never strong-armed anyone?

CURLY

No.  But he did say that if anyone ever got rough with his clientele, his family he would call them, they would have to answer to him

RANDY
He was protective of his family?

CURLY

Yeah.

RANDY

And no one ever put that to the test?

CURLY

Would you? 

The phone rings.  The lieutenant answers and writes down some information on a note pad.

CURLY 

Lieutenant White.  A shooting?  Where?  Yeah, okay, got it.

He hangs up the phone, looks at the pad, grabs his hat off a bent wood coat rack and starts for the door.

CURLY (CONT)

There's been a shooting at the Hotel Montgomery.  Want to come along?

RANDY

Sure, why not?  Got to have something to write about. 

4 INT - NIGHT

The lobby of a rather stylish hotel.  Randy stands just behind Curly at the main desk.  The NIGHT MANAGER fidgets on the other side.  He is a thin man with an equally thin pencil mustache.  His hair is parted in the middle and slicked down so that it shines.  He wears wire-rimmed glasses.  

RANDY (V.O.)

It was a showy place with glass doors and ebony handrails.  The night manager was staining his alpaca jacket with nervous sweat.

MANAGER

Please, please, be as quiet as possible.  I don't want it to sound like an Elks convention in here.

CURLY 

Just tell us what happened.  We'll pussyfoot through our business.

MANAGER

     (mopping his brow)

I don't know where to begin exactly, somebody phoned down.  

It happened on the fifth floor, said there was a shooting, so, I went up there, but I couldn't hear any shooting or see any.

RANDY

You rarely can after it's over.

MANAGER

That's rather obvious.  What I meant…

CURLY 

Just tell us, was there a shooting or wasn't there? 

MANAGER

Well, do you think I would call you men all the way out here if there wasn't?  Do you think I'm a - a crank or something?  That I like to have loud policeman stamping through the lobby, excitement…

CURLY 

Where was it?!

                   MANAGER
Where was what?

CURLY 

Look, I'm gonna ask you a question, and I want you to answer in 

a single declarative English sentence.  Now, are you ready?

MANAGER

Now, look here, I am not a child and you mustn't treat me like one.

CURLY

     (between clenched teeth)
Where - was - the - shooting?

MANAGER

In room 521.

CURLY 

All right!  Come on Stone.

They start toward the elevator.

MANAGER

Don't you want to know who it was?

Both men turn back to the manager.

CURLY

Who?

MANAGER

A man named John McMasters.

Both turn and look at each other

5 INT - Night

The hotel room is disheveled.  A lamp is knocked over.  John lies on the bed. An ambulance DOCTOR tends to him.  Curly writes in a pad as Randy looks about the room.

RANDY (V.O.)

We found McMasters lying on his bed.  The rumpled silk bedspread was slowly changing from chartreuse to a bright crimson.  His face was a shade paler and a 

line sadder.  But when the 

Lieutenant questioned him, he was just as self-contained as ever.  

CURLY

Hello John.  It's been a long time.

JOHN

Yeah Curly, you were just a flatfoot then.

CURLY

It was only a small fry department.  You were strictly stuff for the commissioner.  

JOHN

He did a good job.

CURLY

Yeah.  How did it happen, John?

JOHN

This?  Cleaning my gun

CURLY

You're a loser John.  You're not supposed to have a gun.

JOHN

Oh, you know me and the law, Curly.  We sometimes didn't hit it off.

CURLY

     (looking around)

Yeah?  Where is the gun?

JOHN

     (pause)

I swallowed it.

CURLY

Don't want to say, huh?

JOHN

Naw, I don't want to say.

CURLY

I don't know what makes you guys like you are, but I know it won't do any good to try and beat it out of you.  Doc?

DOCTOR

Yeah?

CURLY

You can move him to the ambulance now.  We'll take him to the police hospital.

JOHN

No you don't Lieutenant.  I've served my time and I'm clean.  Being shot at, even in this state, doesn't make you a criminal.  Now, take me to a general hospital.

CURLY

John, I could get a warrant.

JOHN

When you get it, come and see me.  Bring me some ice cream Lieutenant, I've always liked ice cream.  English toffee, huh.

The doctor starts to make preparations to move John as the voice over begins

RANDY (V.O.)

I didn't have a chance to exchange a word with McMasters.  So I followed him to the hospital…

6 INT - NIGHT

Hospital hallway.  As the voice over Continues Randy and Curly talk

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

They put him in a room, and while we were waiting for them to set up an emergency operation to take the bullets out of him, Lieutenant White let me slip in alone for a couple of minutes. 

CURLY

Okay Stone.  I'll give you five minutes with him.

RANDY

Thanks Lieutenant.

He starts to enter the room.  Curly stops him.

CURLY

Let me finish.  I'll give you five minutes with him, if you tell me anything he might say that would be of interest to me or the Chicago P. D..

RANDY

Yeah, sure.

CURLY

Why do I get anxious when you give me such a quick easy answer?

RANDY

I don't know.  I guess you're just naturally suspicious.

7 INT - Night

Hospital room.  A transfusion bag hangs next to john's bed with a tube running to his arm.  Randy enters and moves to the side of the bed.  John opens his eyes and looks up at him.

JOHN

Well, scribe, you got yourself a story after all, didn't you?

RANDY

Well, not much of one McMasters.  A good reporter should find out a lot more, like, for instance, oh, who shot you and why.

JOHN

Oh?  Well, I shot myself.  And why?  Oh, just for something to do.

RANDY

Look, McMasters, I'm not as old as you, as informed in the ways of crime, but I have a fair idea how tough it is to come out of prison and start all over.  Want you to know that I'd be willing to help you if there is anyplace that you need help… within the law.

JOHN

Just to get a story?

RANDY

I have a job that says I'm supposed to bring in stories, sure, but that isn't what I mean.

JOHN

Stone, it's just the way I said earlier tonight, it's a pleasure to meet someone like you.  And, if there was anything I could tell you, or any way you could help 

me, you'd be the first to know.  Let's put it this way, I have nothing to say to you.  Now, come and see me tomorrow, maybe I'll have a story for you then.

Randy stands talking to him as the voice over begins. He goes to Big John, shakes his hand and walks out the door

RANDY (V.O.)

McMasters was a riddle.  His way of life, his long prison term had equipped him with a certain stoicism that was almost impossible to penetrate. I could only stand and wait.  At least I thought so at the moment

8 INT - Night

Hospital hallway.  As the voice over continues Randy comes out of the hospital room and talks to Curly.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Lieutenant White was standing in the corridor when I came out.

CURLY

Find out anything, Randy?

RANDY

Nothing Curly.

CURLY

Now look, Randy, you're not pulling professional immunity on me are you?

RANDY

I wish I was, at least then I would know what the heck is going on.

CURLY

Yeah, sure.

RANDY

I'm telling you the truth, Lieutenant.  

CURLY

Uh-huh.  Say, do me a favor, hold my badge and my ID card. 

Randy takes the items.

RANDY

Now, what's this for?

CURLY

While I carry those, I'm a policeman.  When I don't have them, I'm just a citizen.  Now, this isn't for print, but in that 

CURLY (CONT)

room, on that bed, there lies quite a man.

RANDY (V.O.)

You couldn't fight it.  Everyone that had contact with John 

McMasters felt the same way.  Despite his background, despite his code, despite his record, there was quite a man.  

Curly holds his hand out and Randy puts his badge and ID Card in it as we FADE OUT

END OF ACT ONE

 ACT TWO

FADE IN

9 INT - NIGHT

The "morgue" at the Chicago Star.  Randy pulls files of old newspaper clippings out of a large filing cabinet.  As the voice-over Continues we see shots of various articles about John McMasters.  The headlines say such things as "McMasters arrested",  "McMasters Released: Insufficient evidence", "McMasters engages lawyer Julian Glass", "McMasters indicted a second time"  "John McMasters goes to prison".

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

It occurred to me that I should know more about him, so I went back to the Star office and poked around in the morgue files.  His 

folder started in 1912 and was fat with yellowed clippings all the way through 1931.  The clippings didn't mention a family or much else except a lawyer, an associate, a man named Julian Glass.  When I finished with the clippings, I went back to his hotel to


RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

see if I could wangle another once-over of McMasters' room.      

10 INT - NIGHT

The hotel lobby.  Randy stands talking to the manger at the front desk.

Manager

No! No! No! I'm sorry, reporter or not, it simply cannot be done.  The police left explicit orders that…

RANDY

Yes, I know, but uhm…   is there anything that you need these days?  Like a new sport coat or a couple of golf clubs?

MANAGER

     (shocked)

Mr. Stone, do I look corruptible?  

RANDY

Well…

They are interrupted by a LADY ringing the front desk bell.  She is mid forties, gray-haired, and well dressed.     

MANAGER

Excuse me.  

(to the lady)

Yes Madam, what is it you want?

Lady

Mr. McMasters room, please

MANAGER

Oh?  Well I'm sorry, Mr. McMasters was taken to the hospital shortly ago.  

LADY

What Happened to Him?

MANAGER

Somebody shot him.

LADY

     (obviously shocked)

Is… is he still alive?

MANAGER

I wouldn't know.  Why don't you call…

RANDY

     (interrupting)

Pardon me mam, I can tell you about John McMasters.  

LADY

Who are you?

Manager

Mr. Stone is a reporter

RANDY

     (gives the manager a look)

He's still alive at the county hospital, and as far as I know, he's under excellent care.

LADY

     (turns to leave)

Thank you.

RANDY

     (steps in front of her)

Would you mind telling me what your connection is with McMasters?

LADY

I have no connection, goodbye.

The lady moves aside, randy steps in front of her.

RANDY

Just a minute, you must at least know him.

LADY

Young man, you either get out of my way, or I'll call a policeman.

11 EXT - NIGHT

The lady exits the front door of the hotel followed shortly by Randy.  She goes to the curb and gets into the back of a very nice car.  Randy stands writing in a little notepad as she pulls away.

RANDY (V.O.)

And she could do it, so I stepped aside and let her walk out of the hotel, but I followed not far behind her.  She was middle-aged, gray-haired, and well dressed.  She got into a good-looking car and I got her number.  And then I called one.

There is a phone booth a few steps away, so Randy goes to it and dials a number,

CURLY  (V.O.)

Lieutenant White.

RANDY

Randy Stone Lieutenant, can you give me a run down on a license number?

CURLY (V.O.)

Ah, not at this hour.  The files are all locked.

RANDY

You know where the key is.  How about it?

CURLY (V.O.)

What's it for?  Can't it go until tomorrow?

RANDY

It's for a story I'm working on.  If you'll help me tonight, maybe I'll help you someday.

CURLY (V.O.)

What would you reporters do without us?

RANDY

Yeah.

CURLY (V.O.)

All right.  Give it to me.

RANDY

It's Illinois 137596

CURLY (V.O.)

     (mumbling)

Illinois 137596… All right, call back later, Stone.

Randy hangs up the phone and steps back into the fog, turns his collar up and walks away.

RANDY (V.O.)

I knew it would take some time for White to run it down, so, I made my way back to county hospital for a check up on McMasters' condition.  

12 INT - NIGHT

The hospital hallway.  As Randy walks down the hallway, loud voices can be heard coming from John's room.

13 INT - NIGHT

Randy comes through the door and sees a DOCTOR standing to one side of the bed arguing with John.  On the other side of the bed a husky MALE NURSE tries to insert an IV into John's arm while he fights him off.

JOHN

Listen Doc, just patch me up and I'll be on my way.  I have some very important things to do tonight.

DOCTOR

Mr. McMasters, I keep trying to explain that you have two bullets in you, and you have lost a lot of blood.  I would be glad to take the bullets out of you and "patch you up", but first, we must put some more blood into you, or you will not survive the operation. 

JOHN

And Doc, I keep trying to explain to you that I don't have time,

     (sees Randy)

 Oh hello Stone, 

      (to the doctor)

I don't have time for this little drip to do its thing.  I have a very important appointment to keep.

NURSE

Hey, when you say "little drip", are you talking about the I.V. or me?

JOHN

Take your pick.

RANDY

Where are you going this time of night that's so important that you'd risk your life to get there?

JOHN

Ask me no questions and I'll tell you no lies.

      (to the nurse) 

Listen pal, you try to stick me with that knitting needle one 

JOHN (CONT)

more time, and you'll need a transfusion.  

RANDY

John, nothing could be that important that it might cost you your life.

JOHN

Let's just put it this way,

No power on earth is going to keep me from doing what I got to do, especially not this little boy.

With that John McMasters grabs both hands of the nurse, steps out of bed and pushes him against the wall.  The nurse struggles but is helpless against the determined man. John looks over his shoulder at Randy and the Doctor.

JOHN

You guys may not want to watch this.

The camera is on Randy and the Doctor as they avert their eyes.  There is no sound except the nurse giving a large sigh.  The doctor and Randy look up to see the nurse sitting in a chair with a smile on his face.  He is unconscious.

RANDY

How'd you do that?  I didn't even hear you hit him.

JOHN

I didn't.

RANDY

Then how did you…?

JOHN

You forget where I've been the last nineteen years.  When you've got the moniker "Big John McMasters", you'd better be ready to back it up.  I learned a few things along the way.  He'll be okay when he wakes up,

JOHN (CONT)

though I suspect he might have a bit of a headache.

RANDY

Oh.

JOHN

Now gentlemen, I am leaving here.  We have two options as to how I might do that.  Number one, I give you the same treatment that I gave him.  Now, as far as the doctor is concerned, that wouldn't bother me a whole lot. In fact I might enjoy it. 

     The doctor hides behind Randy.

JOHN (CONT)

However, Stone, in your case, I really would hate to spoil our friendship by putting you to sleep.  So, we move on to option two, you give me your word that you won't do anything for five minutes.  Either way, the result is the same; I am leaving here now.  

RANDY

Even though I think you're nuts doing this.  I can see that you will do it no matter what I say.  I think I'll skip the headache and give you my word.  What do you say doctor?

DOCTOR

Yes, yes, by all means.  Go, go, I give you my word. 

JOHN

Thanks again, Stone.

Holding his side John grabs his clothes off a chair and stumbles out of the door.  Randy and the doctor look at each other and then the doctor starts toward the door.

RANDY

Where do you think you're going?

DOCTOR

Why, to call the police of course.

RANDY

Listen Doc, we could be out cold, little smiles on our unconscious kissers, dreaming of far away places with strange sounding names like our friend here.  But we're not.  And I'm not going to break my word to the man that gave me that option.  So you just sit tight.  

DOCTOR

What about Brian here?

RANDY

Well, when he comes to, if he starts to give us any trouble, we'll just tell him that I taught McMasters how to do that little nighty-night trick.

DOCTOR

Did You?

RANDY

No, but he doesn't know that.

DOCTOR

Very well, but, it doesn't make sense.  That man is in mortal danger.  Running around town 

hemorrhaging from two bullet wounds, I'd give him an hour 

maybe two at the most to live.  John McMasters is a walking dead man.

The doctor shakes his head and sits in a chair by the bed.    Randy crosses his arms and the two just look straight ahead after a slight pause the doctor looks at his watch and then at Randy.

RANDY (V.O.)

The next five minutes were the longest I have ever spent.  But then when they were up I was 

faced with a question to which I had no answer.  Where does a walking dead man go?

FADE OUT

END OF ACT TWO
ACT THREE

FADE IN

14  EXT - NIGHT

Randy exits the hospital, gets into his car, and drives.

RANDY (V.O.)

Take it from me, cats aren't the only ones that have a corner on 

curiosity.  Consider also the species Randus Stonus reporter type 

animal.  The test?  When an ex bigshot of the roaring twenties, minus a quart or two of blood from bullet wounds, walks out of a hospital bed in the middle of the night, reporter walks too.  Well, call it curiosity, or just say that I liked what I'd seen of the guy.  All I know is, I didn't want 

Big John McMasters to bleed to death walking around town, so I went looking for him.  I wasn't sure where to start.

Randy suddenly slams on the brakes and does an abrupt U-turn.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Suddenly I remembered someone mentioned in those yellow stained newspaper articles.  

There was some mention of a lawyer. Bass, Pass, I couldn't 

remember his name.  You'd think that as a reporter I would write these things down.  I went back to the Star's morgue.

15  INT - NIGHT

Randy is back in front of the filing cabinet.  He shuffles through some folders and comes up with the right one.  We see the articles about Big John McMasters again.  This time we focus on the one headlined  "McMasters engages lawyer Julian Glass",

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

This article didn't tell me much except than he had hired Julian Glass as his attorney.  But then as I put the folder away, a small article fell from the other pages.

Randy picks the article up off the floor and looks at it.  The Headline reads "Julian Glass Disbarred for being Intoxicated In Court a Third Time."

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

This one just barely mentioned McMasters but focused on Glass.  It was dated after John went to prison and didn't paint a very pretty picture of the attorney. A three-time alcohol loser, would Big John be looking for him? 

Randy puts the file away and leaves the morgue

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

It seems Mr. Glass had had a little bit of a problem. I wondered where a man named Glass might live.

16  EXT - NIGHT

Randy gets out of his car and walks up to the front door of a shabby duplex.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

He lived, not in a glass house, but in Cicero, in the crummier half of a yellow duplex.  

17  EXT - NIGHT

Randy stands at the front door and knocks.  Julian Glass, a man in his sixties opens the door.  Although it is early in the morning he is in a brown suit with vest.  However he is quite a mess with his tie askew. As he soon says, he is drunk and disheveled

JULIAN

Young man, the drugstore delivers what I need most, the telegraph office, what I dread most, obviously you represent neither 

concern, and therefore, you are of no concern of mine.

He starts to close the door, but Randy pushes it open.

RANDY

Now, wait a minute, are you Mr. Glass?

JULIAN

I am he

     (holding up a nearly empty   

     glass)

I am drunk and disheveled, and it is three o'clock in the morning.  Goodnight.

He starts to close the door again, but Randy pushes it open again.

RANDY

I'd like to talk with you.  May I come in?

JULIAN

You may not!

This time Julian almost gets the door closed.

RANDY

This isn't exactly the hour for making calls, but I did stop by and pick up something to take the edge off.  

Randy sticks a liquor bottle through the door.  It opens up.

JULIAN

Eh?

RANDY

It's bonded.

JULIAN

Oh… inside.

Julian lets Randy pass and then looks both directions outside the door before closing it.   

18  INT - NIGHT

Randy stands talking to Julian just inside the front door.

RANDY

Thank you.

                     JULIAN

     (holding up the glass again)
Eh, your apology.

                     RANDY

     (fills his glass)
There you are Mr. Glass.

JULIAN

Ah. 

     (drinks)  

Now then, we'll make a bargain.  As long as this lasts, you will last.  Speak.

RANDY

I'm looking for a man.  

JULIAN

     (Gesturing widely)

Ah, the entire world is looking for a man, just one man, a man they shall blindly presume who will break off these shackles that bind us and lead us forth into eternal…

RANDY

Yes, yes, sure, but that's not the man I'm talking about.  I'm a friend of John McMasters.

JULIAN

You?  You come from that place? 

     (looks Randy over)  

The signs are not on you.  The pallor is not with you.  No, no, you lied.  

RANDY

I didn't say that I was a convict, I'm a reporter.  McMasters is out of prison.  

JULIAN

I'm aware of that.

RANDY

Well, did you know that he was in an accident tonight?  Or he was attacked, I don't know which.  Anyhow, he was shot and an hour ago he left his hospital 

bed.  I thought he might have come to you.

As he says his next line, he almost leans on a table in the hallway.  Almost, because his hand slips off the edge. He quickly rights himself as if nothing had happened.

JULIAN

What made you think that?

RANDY

You're the only man I know who might be his friend.  Has he contacted you tonight?

JULIAN

He has not.

RANDY

Is he here?

JULIAN

He is not.

RANDY

Mr. Glass, if he isn't hospitalized soon, he'll die.

JULIAN

Why is the phenomenon of death so persistently alarming?  So, you die.  They all die, usually from a bullet.

RANDY

Well, Mr. Glass…

Julian puts his hand on Randy's shoulder.

JULIAN

You've impressed me with the urgency of this situation.  John McMasters is not here, nor has he been here, nor has he contacted me.  

RANDY

Well, I was just trying.  I believe you.  

JULIAN

You're concern for him is a distressing irritation.  What's the reason for it?

RANDY

As I said, I'm his friend.  I like him.  I think he deserves to live.  

JULIAN

You?  His friend?  No, his friends, for the most part, are gone, like the years.  Like homburg hats, and the charleston, and lime ricky.  

     (looks at his glass and takes a

     drink)

The ones who are left are broken and tired with old faces.  Faces like mine, and like his, and they 

should be gone too.  Another age is here.  

RANDY

Are you sure you're his friend?  

JULIAN

I once thought so.  He once thought so.  

     (holds out his glass and Randy

      fills it again)

But now, I haven't enough strength to be his friend.

RANDY

Well, Mr. Glass I…

The front door opens and MARK INGLE comes in. He is mid- thirties.  His hair is slicked back on the sides with a curl over his forehead.  He is wearing two-tone loafers, black pants, and a plaid sport coat.  A toothpick completes the picture. 

MARK

Hello people.  Who's your friend Julie?

JULIAN

Mr. Glass to you.

He moves between Randy and Julian

MARK

All right, Mr. Glass.  Now, tell me, who's this?

JULIAN

This is Mr. Stone, Mr. Stone this is Mr. Ingle.  Mark Ingle.

MARK

I'm an associate of Mr. Glass's.

Mr. Stone I haven't seen you around before.

RANDY

No, I'm new in the neighborhood.

MARK

Obviously you just met Mr. Glass, or you'd never, never offer him a drink.  

RANDY

I Wouldn't?

MARK

When Mr. Glass has too much from his namesake, he tends to talk a bit too much.  Would you believe that there have been times when Mr. Glass has seen little pink elephants doing the fandango?

RANDY

No, Really?

MARK

Yeah, really.  I do hope he hasn't said anything…  embarrassing.

RANDY

Neither of us has been embarrassed.  Why?  What could he say that would embarrass you?

MARK

Oh, nothing in particular.  You see, I sorta look after Mr. Glass.  We're old friends.  I was his office boy once, then a notary public, then when I finally got my degree, I became his partner...  more or less.  Isn't that right Mr. Glass?

JULIAN

Mark, you don't have to do this in front of Mr. Stone.

MARK

And since Mr. Glass has fallen on some bitter days, shall we say 

I've undertook to assist him.  Perhaps, uh…  I can help you?

RANDY

I don't think so, Mr. Ingle.

MARK

Then, would you be good enough to leave?

JULIAN

Mark!

MARK

Shaddup.  Mr. Glass, give Mr. Stone his bottle.  Go ahead.

After quickly splashing some more into his glass, Julian sheepishly complies.

JULIAN

Here.

Ingle reaches behind Randy and opens the door.

MARK

There you are Mr. Stone.  You were just leaving weren't you?

RANDY

As you wish Mr. Ingle.  Mr. Glass it was a pleasure speaking with you.

JULIAN

The feeling is mutual.  You sir are a gentleman and a scholar, which is more than I can say about some people.

As the voice-over begins, Randy looks at each man, one at a time and then exits.  Ingle closes the door behind Randy turns toward Julian shaking his head.  Julian puts his head down and takes a sip.

19  EXT - NIGHT

Randy walks down the steps and along the sidewalk.

RANDY (V.O.)

Julian Glass stood helplessly by, watching.  The look in his eyes held the same sort of sadness I'd seen in McMasters eyes.  But, they were different too.  They held a weakness.  The strong sad eyes were somewhere else in the city, walking alone.  And the lifeblood was slowly draining from the body that sparked them. 

20  EXT - NIGHT

Randy stands in a phone booth dialing a number.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

I wanted to find McMasters more than I wanted anything in my life, so I went to the only other

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

source I knew, the license number that belonged to a gray-haired women with a kind face. Lieutenant White had done his duty.

CURLY (V.O.)

Randy, I shouldn't do this sort of thing.

RANDY

Now, come on, come on, tell about the license number.

CURLY (V.O.)

Pleasure plates, car owned by a party named Constance Gardner, age nineteen, this city.

RANDY

Address?

CURLY (V.O.)

Lives on the 900 block of Chariden Road.  

RANDY

What number?

CURLY (V.O.)

Look it up yourself. I did what I'm not supposed to do already.

There is the sound of Curly's Phone disconnecting.  Randy puts his head against the pay phone for a moment and then he picks up the phone book hanging on a chain and starts leafing through it quickly.

RANDY (V.O.)

People in general just seem to have an uncooperative sixth sense.  What I mean is, just when 

you need help the most, people want to cooperate the least.  I

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

could just feel time running out for Big John McMasters.

FADE OUT

END OF ACT THREE

ACT FOUR

FADE IN

21  EXT - NIGHT

Randy is in his car driving through the night.

RANDY (V.O.)

By the time I found the address and got moving, it was 6:45 a.m., and the sky was beginning to quiver and shake off the blackness

of night.  I drove  with the feeling that I was racing death.  I was in the 900 block, right in 

back of the Shawnee Country Club, in a nice big colonial house, in a nice neighborhood. I parked in front, wondering whether or not I should ring the bell, and then I saw a light in the back at the kitchen. Everybody seemed to be staying up that night.  

22  EXT - MORNING

Randy knocks on the kitchen door.  A pretty young girl about twenty years old, CANSTANCE GARDNER, answers the door.

CONSTANCE

Oh, Come in.  You must be the man from the florist.  My but you're early.  

23  INT - MORNING

Randy enters a rather large kitchen.  Several servants are busy with preparations for a wedding.

RANDY

No, no, I'm afraid not.  My name is Randy Stone, I'm from the Chicago Star.  

CONSTANCE

Oh, you reporters do work all hours.  But we aren't being married until ten.

RANDY

Are you Constance Gardner?

CONSTANCE

Yes, but you want to talk to Bob not me.  He's the one that's rich and famous.  I'm nobody.

RANDY

I think I want to talk to you Miss Gardner.  

CONSTANCE

Well, all right Mr. Stone, but I have so many things to do this morning.

BOB

Hello Bride.  Say good morning to your Bridegroom.

Her fiancé BOB has suddenly appeared through the back door.  Constance crosses in front of Randy and tries to push him back out the door.  Bob simply does not budge.

CONSTANCE

Bob!  Bob, you shouldn't be here.  It's bad luck or something.  Oh, Mr. Stone, this is my fiancé, Meredith.  Bob, Mr. Stone's from the paper.  

BOB

Hi.

RANDY

Hi.

BOB

Mr. Stone, I want to interview you.  Now, looking at her wouldn't you say I'm the luckiest man in the world?

RANDY

     (Chuckles) 

I'm glad to meet you Meredith and congratulations.

BOB

Thanks

The gray-haired lady from the hotel comes in.  She doesn't see Randy at first

MRS. GARDNER

Constance, Constance, you simply must hurry.  Why Bob, what are you doing here.  You know it's not right.  

When she sees Randy she stops short and the smile leaves her face.

CONSTANCE

Mother, I want you to meet Mr. Stone.  He's a reporter.  Mr. Stone, this is my mother Mrs. Gardner.

Her expression changes ever so slightly as she offers Randy her hand.

MRS. GARDNER

How do you do Mr. Stone?

As the voice over begins, the foreground conversation fades to become the background.  The dialogue is carried on by Bob and Constance as Mrs. Gardner and Randy hold eye Contact,  

RANDY (V.O.)

It was the same gray-haired woman I'd met in the hotel a few hours before, and I had to hand it to her.  She looked at me like she was meeting me for the first time.  When we shook hands, hers was steady and firm, and her eyes didn't leave mine, but there was something in her look that pleaded "don't".

CONSTANCE

Mr. Stone, perhaps Mother can help you.  Excuse us please.

RANDY

Sure.

CONSTANCE

I'll have to get rid of Bob, and get some things done.  

RANDY

Of course.

BOB

That's my cue.  So long Mr. Stone, uh, going to cover this wedding?

RANDY

Well, if I don't, one of the other boys will.  Nice to have met you.

They leave talking as they exit

BOB

Bye, come on, Connie.

RANDY

They look like a real nice pair of kids, Mrs. Gardner.

MRS. GARDNER

They are, but I doubt if that means anything to you or your newspaper.

RANDY

Why you were trying to reach John McMasters at his hotel tonight, you obviously have some connection to him, I don't care about that, or the story that goes with it, Mrs. Gardner.  I'm only looking for him.  Is he here?   

MRS. GARDNER

Of course not.  He's in the hospital.  You told me that yourself.

RANDY

Well, he left the hospital.  He walked out.  He's wandering Chicago somewhere right now in a serious condition.  

MRS. GARDNER

     (with a gasp, she puts her   

      hand to her mouth)

Oh, no, no.

RANDY

He must have had a good reason for doing such a thing.  I want to find him and take him back to the hospital.  Now, Mrs. Gardner, if you know where he is or what he's doing, tell me.  I only want to help.  Please, he may be dying.  

MRS. GARDNER

I believe you Mr. Stone.  

RANDY

Do you have any idea where he might be?

MRS. GARDNER

There's something you should know, something that shouldn't be written in the papers.  Please.  That lovely girl that just walked out of this room is John McMasters' daughter.  In 1931, I adopted her and raised her as my own. 

RANDY

Who was the mother?

MRS. GARDNER

     (stiffens)  

I'd rather not say.

RANDY

But, you did know who the mother was.

MRS. GARDNER

(she turns away)

Yes, I knew, however, in honor of John's wishes, I shall discuss it no further. 

   (Turning back)

Now, as I was saying, no one knew about our private arrangements.  To the rest of the world, I was simply someone adopting a baby. To protect Constance, John promised he would never write us or bother us in any way, and he's kept his word.

RANDY

But, you were trying to see him tonight.  Why?

MRS. GARDNER

Two days before he was released, a man came here.  He said he knew Constance was John 

McMasters' daughter.  He said he wanted money to keep it quiet or he'd expose her.

RANDY

Did you pay this man off?

MRS. GARDNER

No. I Contacted John and told him.  He said not to worry, that he would take care of it.  

RANDY

He got shot tonight trying to take care of it.  And he's out right now still taking care of it.  Who was the man?

MRS. GARDNER

I don't know Mr. Stone.  I never saw him before.  He just said that John would know who he was.

RANDY

Oh?  Was he big?  Tall?  Short?

MRS. GARDNER

He'd been drinking heavily.  He seemed cultured.

RANDY

Julian Glass, a lawyer, he'd know about the trust fund and the adoption.  He probably handled it all.

As the voice over begins, Randy shakes her hand and hurries from the kitchen.

RANDY (V.O.)

It was all beginning to fall into place now.  I knew I had to hurry.  I knew I had to hurry or 

Big John McMasters was not going to depart from this earth alone.

FADE OUT

END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE
FADE IN

24  EXT - DAY

Randy drives through the city and into the country.

RANDY (V.O.)

Julian Glass is a drunkard, true.  But, he didn't strike me as a blackmailer.  I was thinking of 

his friend, Mark Ingle as I drove out to Cicero as fast as I could.  

25  EXT - DAY  
Randy gets out of his car and races toward the duplex.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

As I ran toward the duplex, I noticed that the front door was wide open.  I also saw that a milkman was about to walk through it.  I stopped and called out to him.

RANDY

Wait!  No, don't!

The Milkman waves to Randy and walks in the door carrying his milk with him.  

RANDY (V.O.)

The fool didn’t hear me and walked right in the open door.      

After several seconds, we hear three shots, a pause, then two more.  Randy walks cautiously toward the door.  As he reaches it John McMasters staggers out.  He notices Randy but doesn't recognize him at first and points his gun at him. 

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

I stood, frozen in place.  After a few moments, Big John 

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

McMasters stumbled out of the front door.  He saw me and struggled to pull the gun in his hand level with my eyes. 

RANDY

No, John wait!

John wipes the back of his empty hand across his brow and tries to focus on Randy.  Suddenly he smiles and lowers the gun.

JOHN

Randy, we've got to stop meeting like this.  People are starting to talk.

Randy starts to walk toward him.

RANDY

Here, let me help you

John points the gun at him.

JOHN

No!  I've got one more stop to make before I'm through.  You understand.

John walks off and Randy goes into the duplex.

26  INT - DAY

RANDY (V.O.)

McMasters turned and stagered away.  Then I rememberd the milkman .  I ran into the duplex.  On the ground were the bodies of both Julian Glass and Mark Ingle.  And, there plastered against the wall looking something like an Egyptian hieroglyph was the milkman.

The milkman is with his back flat against the wall.  His eyes are wide and he whimpers once. Randy checks the bodies and then goes over to the milkman.

RANDY

What happened?

The milkman doesn't move, but whimpers once more.  Randy takes him be the lapels and shakes him.

Randy

What happened man?  Come on,

Snap out of it.  What Happened?

MILKMAN

It was awful!  It happened so fast!

RANDY

Suppose you tell it fast.

MILKMAN

I'm - I'm delivering my milk, and I get to Mr. Glass' house. The front door was open so I walked in.

RANDY

 I know, I saw all that.

The milkman looks at Randy for the first time.

MILKMAN

That's right, you were there.                              (suddenly shouting)  

Why didn't you warn me?!

RANDY

I did warn you.  

     (exasperated)

Never mind that. What happened once you were inside?

MILKMAN

Oh yeah.  So, anyway, This big guy with gray hair is standin there, and when I come through 

MILKMAN (CONT)

the door, he whirls around and makes for his pocket like he's going for a gun.  I back up against the wall 

(he looks at where he's         standing)

Yeah, yeah, right about here.  I couldn't move.  All I kept thinking was, "milkmen don't get shot delivering milk."

RANDY

Never mind.  What was happening with the big guy.

MILKMAN

Oh yeah.  Right about then this other guy comes out of the bedroom

RANDY

Mark Ingle?

MILKMAN

If you say so. 

RANDY

Yeah, go on.

MILKMAN

The young guy, sort of wise like  says, "So. you've come to pay off, huh?"  And the big guy says, 

"Yeah Mark, I've come to pay off." And he opens up and Ingle goes down, but he ain't dead… 

yet.  And then Julian Glass reels into the picture, and he falls in front of Ingle's gun, just as he points it at the big guy.  Glass stops two slugs and he goes down.  

RANDY

Then what?

MILKMAN

The big guy finishes off Ingle.  Then he goes over and looks at Glass.  He sort of sighs, maybe a tear, and then he walks out.

RANDY

You try to stop him?

MILKMAN

You think I'm nuts?  With two guys dead already.  It was terrible, terrible.  I need myself a drink, that's what I need.  I need myself a drink.  

     (looks at his bottles)

And I don't mean milk.

As the voice over begins the conversation drops into the background as Randy talks to the milkman.  We hear the police as they approach.

RANDY (V.O.)

It was pretty obvious that Julian Glass did have the strength to be John McMasters friend after all.

He'd died for him. Suddenly  you could hear the police as they were several blocks away.  I told the milkman to stay there and tell the police everything that had happened.  

FADE OUT

END OF ACT FOUR

ACT FIVE

FADE  IN

27  EXT - DAY

Randy is driving again.  This time past a lake and up to a church.

RANDY (V.O.)

I left the milkman to explain things to the police.  As for me, I got out of talking distance right away.  It was easy to see that it had taken McMasters half of the night and most of his strength to get to Mark Ingle, but I was certain that he still had some strength left.  The sun was well up by the time I drove out past Evanston, around the lake, and stopped at St. Vincent's Church.  

28  INT - DAY

The wedding ceremony is just ending.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

A ceremony was just about over.  I stood in the back as Constance Gardner and Robert Meredith were made man and wife. 

PRIEST

In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and the Holy Ghost I now pronounce you man and wife.  

MUSIC: Mendellsohn's Wedding March

RANDY (V.O.)

They turned around and started down the aisle.  That was when I noticed the tall gray-haired man leaning quietly against the door.

Randy walks over to John.

JOHN

Hello Stone.  What are you doing here?

RANDY

Covering your daughters wedding, McMasters.

JOHN

     (chuckles)

I knew you were a smart guy, that you'd find out about everything.  

RANDY

They don't like murder in this state, no matter what the reason.  

JOHN

Mark Ingle was trying to buy that kid of mine out of her life.  He found out who she was when he worked for Julie Glass.  I had to stop him.  Poor Julie, he did all he could, but…

RANDY

I better get you to a hospital.

JOHN

No, I want to stay 

     (sputters)  

Stone.. Stone, hold me up.  Don't let me fall right here and ruin her wedding.  Hold me up please!

RANDY

Sure.

Randy stands next to John and discreetly holds him up.  The happy couple is walking out the door shaking hands and hugging the wedding party.  Constance sees Randy.

CONSTANCE

Oh Bob, there's Mr. Stone.

BOB

Oh yeah, hello Mr. Stone.  Thanks for covering it yourself.  

CONSTANCE

You can tell all your readers that I'm the happiest bride in the world.  And, quote me please.  

RANDY

I'll do that.

CONSTANCE

Mr. Stone?  Do I know your friend?  He seems familiar.

JOHN

No.  You didn't know me at all.  I'm sort of an associate of Mr. Stone's.  I.. I was glad..  I could be at your wedding.  

CONSTANCE

(she takes his hand)

Oh, I'm glad too.

Bob and the wedding party call to Constance. 

BOB

We've got to go now, Goodbye Mr. Stone

CONSTANCE

Goodbye, Mr. Stone.  (looking at John)  Goodbye.

JOHN

Goodbye.

Bob comes over and sweeps Constance away. She turns and we see a look of pride, love, and sadness on John's face as she disappears into the crowd outside the church doors.  Once they have gone, John collapses in the back pew.

JOHN

Stone, quick, help me sit down.

RANDY

Sure John.

JOHN

Well, I told you I'd give you a story this morning.  Are you going to print it?

RANDY

Nope.

JOHN

Thanks, Stone.  Like I said, you're the kind of guy that I'm glad to meet.  

Suddenly, Mrs. Gardner is in the pew in front of John.  She reaches back and takes his hand.

MRS. GARDNER

Hello John.

JOHN

Hello Doris.  You will excuse me if I don't get up.

MRS. GARDNER

I'm so glad you could be here.  I just wish things were different.

JOHN

Well, things can't always be the way you want.

MRS. GARDNER

I think we are both living proof of that.

JOHN

     (grinning)

Yeah, for now, I guess we are, aren't we?

MRS. GARDNER

Oh John, I'm so sorry.

JOHN

Don't be.  I had my chance.  I made my own choices.  Now, she'll be able to make hers.

MRS. GARDNER

She did look lovely didn't she?

JOHN

Absolutely gorgeous.  And he seems like a real nice kid.

MRS. GARDNER

He is.

JOHN

Well Doris, I'd say we did a good job

MRS. GARDNER

     (a tear)

Yes John.  We did.

RANDY (V.O.)

Big John McMasters died in the taxicab on the way to the hospital.  And there's no maybe about whether it was better that way or not.  When I returned to the Star, 

29  INT - DAY

Randy is back in the morgue looking through old articles.  We see old clippings of a young Mrs. Gardner.

RANDY  (V.O.) (CONT)

I made one more stop at the morgue.  One more stop to check out one more thing. Social pages, 1931, "Mr. Thomas Gardner divorces his wife Doris."   And then, one month later,  "Mrs. Doris Gardner left today for a six month cruise to Europe."  Then there was a third article about her adopting a baby some three months after her return 

Randy closes the file drawer, turns and slowly walks back to his desk.  Once there, he puts some paper in his typewriter and starts typing.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Yeah, I suppose that Constance was hers after all, but we'll never know for certain.  And, there's no maybe about whether it is better that way or not as well. So I'm writing a story because, well because I had to write it.  It's all about laws that made criminals and laws that made them not criminals.  It's kind of a wandering piece of copy that doesn't really get anywhere and never really solves anything.  But it will never see the light of day either.  I don't think that would solve anything.  Maybe Julian Glass was right when he said, "They're all gone now, and the ones who are left are broken and tired with old faces, and they should be gone too."  I wonder what he would have to say now that he's gone with them?  Again, why is it, when you come across

your best stories you fall all over you conscience?  

Randy pulls the article out of the typewriter, looks at it for a moment, and then, shaking his head, tears it up and puts it in the trash.  He then puts in another piece of paper and starts to type.

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Dear Readers, normally I don't cover weddings.  They traditionally happen long after this reporter has put his article and himself to bed.  But, as a favor to a very special friend of mine, I shall write about one today.   It shall be very short, sweet, and to the point. The ceremony took place at St. Vincent's Church.  The handsome Mr. Robert Meredith wed the lovely and charming 

RANDY (V.O.) (CONT)

Constance Gardner.  The bride said, and I quote, "I'm the happiest bride in the world." 

Randy tears the paper out of the typewriter and holds it over his head.

RANDY 

Copy boy.    

A young man takes the paper out of Randy's hand and moves on without stopping.  Randy leans back in his chair and puts his hands behind his head.

FADE OUT

THE END

ACT ONE
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