Sam Marlowe

and the mean streets of San Francisco

by Jim Strope
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Act 1 Isolation

San Francisco, 5:30 PM, October 3rd, 1947.  

Office interior.  
Two desks with chairs.  
Door to the hallway stage left.  
Window with Venetian blinds on back wall.  
Flashing red neon BAR-sign outside of window.  

Sam is standing front and center with a bottle of gin.  

Miles is seated at his desk, on the phone, looking at papers, trying to roll a cigarette.  

http://www.oldradioworld.com/ downloadable radio shows: BEST!  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Qt_ixpI8A0 Someone I used to Know

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TB__vVWNOrQ
Lights up.  

Sam turns off the radio.  

MILES: How much?  Sure.  What are you going to do?  I see.  Yes.  I understand.  What time.  What if… Like I said… All right.  When?  

Miles looks at his watch.  

MILES: Christ.  Okay.  I’ll see what I can do.  

Miles hangs up.  

SAM: You’re a hell of a solitaire player, Miles.  

MILES: That’s my radio you’re turning off.  Helps me think.  

SAM: People are being murdered and all you want to hear about is baseball and hair cream.  

MILES: I’ll show you murder.  DiMaggio will slaughter the Dodgers tomorrow.  Jackie Robinson.  That’s why.  The Bums are going nowhere.  

SAM: So what.  

MILES: You hate baseball.  

SAM: I hate stupidity.  

MILES: You’re saying Joe DiMaggio is stupid.  

SAM: Look, Miles.  You’re never going to make a good detective if you can’t stay on target.  Louise Branson.  She stepped off the bus from Des Moines, pretty eyes open, taking it all in, and then she was picked up by one of the flies that buzz around the station looking for runaways.  They put her on the meat rack.  Sooner or later we’re all up there, Miles, but it’s a damn shame to see it happen to a young girl.  

But you wouldn’t know anything about that.  You don’t listen very well.  A detective has to listen.  

Yeah.  That’s right, Miles.  That’s where we are.  All of us.  Even the brass.  Even Ike, the man who has seen everything, even he’s hanging up there on the hook, waiting for the butcher.  That’s what’s important.  

You have to face the abyss.  You know.  The cold one.  The big chill.  You weren’t in the war, Miles, so you haven’t faced it.  But you will.  Sooner or later.  

MILES: Getting a nut.  That’s how I want to go.  

SAM: Takes a full minute to fall out of the sky.  Shot up and shot down.  Funny how the world flying at you at three-hundred miles an hour clears your head.  You suddenly remember everything.  The past.  The present.  You remember the present real good.  It’s coming at you faster than you would like.  And the future even.  All its possibilities are suddenly disappearing.  Your sick failures.  Suddenly you are entirely possessed by regret.  

I was not much of a husband.  I didn’t give Beverly a baby to hold.  Had my chance, though.  A few weeks before I shipped out.  Why can’t life be like that all the time.  

MILES: That’s a mighty sad story, Sam.  

SAM: In a thousand years nobody will have heard of us.  

But before you auger in, you get to squeeze off a shot or two.  

MILES: So squeeze one off.  

SAM: Something might come of your luck.  Maybe a college professor.  Or a murdering thief.  You never know.  Another poor bastard born to die, who gets to pound the pavement, prowling around to make a son more or less in his own image.  

Last Saturday night, I walked into John’s with two good-looking tomatoes, one on each arm.  

MILES: What’d it cost you.  

SAM: And they were both blondes.  In fact, they were blond all over.  I couldn’t marry both of them although I did propose several arrangements.  

MILES: That’s real nice, Sam.  You’re a big hit with the whores.  

SAM: What do you know about whores.  

MILES: Nothing.  I never paid for it in my life.  Never will.  

SAM: They weren’t prostitutes.  They were sisters and they adopted me.  

MILES: Yeah, sure.  They’re impressed by your magnificent estate.  Tenderloin hotel room.  

SAM: We went to their place.  

MILES: What would a woman want with your style, your car.  That address.  

SAM: You don’t know anything about women

MILES: Women love men who shop at Salvation Army.  They wait at the door for guys like you.  

SAM: I do the undercover work, Miles, remember?  I carefully select my attire.  You have to learn how to be invisible to do undercover work.  You’ll never understand that.  You’ll never make any kind of sleuth always showing off, your car, the new ties.  

MILES: And the wreck you drive.  Like that doesn’t stick out like a sore thumb.  

SAM: So buy me a new car.  

MILES: Fat chance of that.  Look at these bills, will you.  

SAM: Was that a paying customer on the phone?  

MILES: And what about the phone.  All these long-distant calls.  

SAM: Case with legs doesn’t stay in town, Miles.  

MILES: LA.  San Diego.  Davenport Iowa.  

SAM: Follow the leads wherever they take you, Miles.  You’ll never be a detective if you can’t follow the leads.  

MILES: And the filling station.  Gas is up to fifteen-cents a gallon.  

SAM: Can’t collar someone on the phone.  

MILES: Yeah, well collar some money for a change.  

SAM: On the phone, you can’t see the expression on their face when they lie, Miles.  A detective has to read people.  

MILES: The charming parents.  Are they coming across.  

SAM: They’re trying to sell some stuff to raise the money.  

MILES: Well then get the skinflints to drive around and make phone calls.  I’m going to lose this business.  Finance company is going to repo my car.  

SAM: People who worry about money make bad decisions, Miles.  

MILES: Fine.  That’s what I’ll tell the bill collector.  Christ, I could lose my house.  

SAM: There’s always a downturn after a war.  

MILES: That’s the problem right there.  

SAM: Returning soldiers are out of work when the government stops spending money like a drunken sailor.  

MILES: I’m all for the veterans.  Don’t get me wrong.  If it wasn’t for you guys we’d all be speaking French or something.  But we got to bring in some dough.  

SAM: German, Miles.  We were fighting the Germans and the Japanese.  

MILES: Sure.  Anyway, far be it from me to complain about the men in uniform fighting for our freedom.  But we got to eat too.  

SAM: Don’t chase the money.  That’s the other thing you got to learn.  

MILES: I’ll tell that to the repo man too.  

SAM: That’s the problem with you.  Chase the truth, Miles, or you’ll never make a good detective.  

MILES:  I want to be just like you, Sam.  

SAM: Look, Miles.  Business will pick up.  Lot of new marriages after the war.  

MILES: Which means new divorces.  But not right away.  We need business now.  Today.  Let’s go have us a drink.  Listen to the game.  Pick up a couple of tomatoes.  

SAM: You buying.  


Phone rings.  
MILES: Yeah.  Sawyer and Marlowe.  Miles here.  

Sure.  We do that.  

Miles gives thumbs up to Sam.  

We do missing persons all the time.  That’s our specialty.  Could I get your name?  

Cost?  I know you don’t want to talk money at such a serious moment.  Tell me about the missing person.  

Sure.  Fine.  The retainer is nothing really.  Now, what are the details of the case.  

Just a few bucks.  Is there a divorce involved?  

All right.  I understand.  You tell me.  

What sounds fair to you.  

Give a working man something to work with.  

We don’t work for free, Mrs…  Could I get your number?  

Well.  You know it has to be enough to signify that we’re all serious about this.  

Let’s talk about the case?  Who’s missing?  What do they look like?  When were they last seen?  

I’ll be perfectly frank with you, Mrs…. We’re the best in the business and we got more work than we can handle right now.  Believe me.  But you seem like a nice lady.  Nice voice.  I bet you’re real pretty too.  

Sam writes a note.  

Okay.  All right.  A hundred bucks up front, cash, and we’re on it like whipped cream on a sundae with a cherry on top.  

Gas.  Information.  Bartenders.  Motel managers.  Breaks the ice.  Got to break the ice.  

You shouldn’t go cheap on a missing-persons thing.  A life could be at stake.  Wait, don’t go, is there a number…

Miles hangs up.  

Crap.  No wonder her husband ran off.  Maybe she killed him.  

SAM: Women who kill their husbands do not hire private eyes to find them.  

MILES: Just another deadbeat wanting something for nothing.  Plus every discharge thinks he’s a private dick.  Don’t even have a license for Christ’s sake.  Might make a decent cop, maybe.  

SAM: It’s a crying shame.  

MILES: I feel for the poor guy.  He probably starts providing for the woman, taking her out, buying her a pair of shoes, she starts expecting it.  Before you know it, she’s riding him around like a Shetland pony.  

SAM: Takes the polish off the romance, doesn’t it.  

MILES: Women are good for one thing and one thing only.  

SAM: Beverly and I had three weeks in this one-room on Clay Street.  

MILES: Twenty minutes is plenty.  

SAM: It amazed me that life could be like that.  

MILES: And now she can’t stand you.  

SAM: Won’t speak to me.  

MILES: I got a call from a guy from a bank.  This morning.  

SAM: Tell him we’ll pay him first thing Monday.  

MILES: They got work for us.  

SAM: Doing what?  Security?  

MILES: Filling in now and then.  Just need to show an honorable discharge.  

SAM: No thanks.  Standing around all day bored stiff?  By the time something actually happens you’re too old to do anything about it.  

MILES: Then the real dough is in repo work, Sam.  There’s lots of it.  

SAM: Some people answer the door with a heater.  

MILES: You get to eat.  

SAM: I get to dodge bullets while you sit around yakking on the phone.  No thanks.  

MILES: I manage the business, Sam.  

SAM: If you think undercover work is easy, you do it.  

MILES: They can train rabbits to do what you do.  Stakeout my ass.  Sit around in your car drinking coffee all night and all day too.  

SAM: You don’t even have a gun.  

MILES: Do I need one.  

SAM: That’s the problem with you, Miles.  You wait for it to break before you fix it.  

MILES: We got to bring in some cash, Sam.  

SAM: The Branson case.  

MILES: Are they paying you?  You holding out on me?  

SAM: They’re going to sell some property.  

MILES: You believe what they tell you.  Have they sent you money.  Are you working around me.  

SAM: It’s an unsolved case.  You brought it in.  

MILES: And I’m sending it out.  Closed, Sam.  Closed is closed.  

SAM: They called me this morning.  

MILES: Yeah well the landlord called me.  

SAM: We should get a better office.  Bar downstairs and a butcher shop next door.  A decent address is what we need.  

MILES: And the phone company and now Mrs. Cheapskate here.  I tell you, if they cut off the phone we’re dead in the water.  And you’re juiced to the scalp already.  

SAM: Hard day.  

MILES: Doing what.  

SAM: Looking at this bottle, that’s what.  Resisting the temptation.  Now I’m celebrating my victory.  

MILES: You know, you’re supposed to mix gin with something.  

SAM: I’m fresh out of something.  

MILES: In the morning you’ll be in no shape to do anything.  

SAM: Tomorrow’s Saturday.  

MILES: I’m coming in.  

SAM: Whoop-dee-fucking-doo.  

MILES: You’re going to make yourself sick.  

SAM: So what are you, my croaker?  

MILES: I’m your partner.  50-50.  

Sam offers Miles the bottle.  

SAM: You want half?  

MILES: I don’t want nothing to happen to you.  

SAM: Of course not.  Insurance money doesn’t mean anything to you.  And I do not have a drinking problem.  I got all I can use.  
MILES: I want you to hold up your end.  

SAM: Fuck you.  I’ll get my own office.  

MILES: With what.  

SAM: I’ll work from my hotel.  

MILES: You just said we need an address.  

SAM: You do.  I don’t.  

MILES: And now you’re going to run out on me.  Leave me holding the bag.  

SAM: I don’t need your god-damned advice.  

MILES: You’re going down the tube.  One more flush and you’re gone for good.  

SAM: Who’ll do the work if I leave?  

MILES: I’m going to replace you with someone who pulls his weight.  

SAM: In a pigs eye you will.  Get out of my office.  

MILES: You get out.  I’m paying for this place.  

Knock on the door.  
MILES: Door’s open.  

Beverly enters wearing an evening dress, coat, hat, and gloves, carrying a suitcase.  
SAM: Beverly.  

BEVERLY: Hello, Sam.  How you doing.  

SAM: What do you want.  

BEVERLY: Maybe I just dropped in to say ‘Hello.’  

SAM: That’ll be the day.    

BEVERLY: I need your help.  

SAM: Miles is looking for work.  Maybe he’ll do something for you.  

MILES: Sure, what are the facts…

BEVERLY: Sam, I got a problem and I want you to fix it.  

SAM: Is your problem ‘Ernie’.  

Miles tries to roll a cigarette.  

BEVERLY: Maybe.  

SAM: The guy you dumped me for.  He’s no Prince Charming.  I could have told you that.  In fact I did.  Ernie wants you to go to work for him, doesn’t he.  

BEVERLY: I’m a singer, Sam.  

SAM: The DA would love to hear your song.  

BEVERLY: I don’t talk to cops.  

SAM: Used to talk to Jonesy.  

BEVERLY: I was just a kid.  Learning the ropes.  Everybody knows which side of the line I’m on.  

SAM: You’re a sucker for a uniform.    

BEVERLY: It was a long time ago, Sam.  

SAM: That’s what everybody says.  Like I’ve got a short memory.  

BEVERLY: The past is dead.  

SAM: Who killed it.  

BEVERLY: You did.  

SAM: Ernie want you in management or do you have to work for a living.  

BEVERLY: It’s more complicated than that.  

SAM: Sure.  He’s replacing you.  Is he putting you on the street or will you have an inside job.  

BEVERLY: It’s not about that.  

SAM: Did you know you look at your nails when you lie.  

BEVERLY: I do not.  

SAM: And you’re the jealous type.  You strike back.  You said something you shouldn’t have.  There’s a big cost to double-crossing Ernie.  

BEVERLY: I didn’t double-cross anybody.  

SAM: No, but you can’t keep your mouth shut.  Probably sang a little tune that he didn’t like.  

BEVERLY: Something like that.  Maybe.  

SAM: Suddenly you’re a liability.  

BEVERLY: I need your help, Sam.  

SAM: Maybe we can make a deal.  Tell me what you know about Louise Branson.  
BEVERLY: I don’t know anything about her.  

SAM: Then you’re the only person in town who doesn’t.  Let me fill you in.  Her father paid me to find her…  

BEVERLY: Yeah, I heard that joke too.  

SAM: That’s why you came here.  

BEVERLY: I want you to lay off.  Drop it.  

SAM: War’s over.  Soldiers have gone home.  The bar and brothel business is down.  Pressure is on Ernie to find younger women to use up.  Nice guy, Ernie.  

BEVERLY: I don’t have anything to do with that stuff.  

SAM: They keep a singer in some of the better joints to give them a little credibility.  Apparently it worked on you.  

BEVERLY: That’s not my problem.  

SAM: Yes it is.  That’s why you’re here.  Louise wasn’t as easy as Ernie thought. Put up a fight and was found Jane Doe dead.  In the Bay.  But dead women have a lot to say, mostly through their friends.  

BEVERLY: You got it all wrong about her.  

SAM: So tell me.  

BEVERLY: She collected men the way men collect guns.  

SAM: Who could blame her for arming herself.  

BEVERLY: It wasn’t for self-defense.  

SAM: She learned quick.  

BEVERLY: She was dangerous.  

SAM: All right.  She’s no angel.  That doesn’t mean her killers get to walk away.  Who’d she offend.  

BEVERLY: People I don’t know.  

SAM: The business goes all the way to the top, doesn’t it.  

BEVERLY: Does it.  

SAM: Who’d you see her with.  

BEVERLY: I never saw her at all.  

SAM: Don’t make me laugh.  She worked the big clubs on Market where you sang your sad little songs.  

BEVERLY: I came and I went like everybody else.  

SAM: Don’t make me laugh.  

BEVERLY: Ernie wouldn’t kill anyone.  

SAM: Ernie would but didn’t.  But I know who did.  And so do you.  A punk hood named Elisha Cook.  

BEVERLY: Never heard of him.  

SAM: Of course not.  He’s only your boyfriend’s bodyguard.  Stands outside your door in the hallway in the charming hotels you two stay in.  Rides shotgun in Ernie’s car.  

BEVERLY: Is that his name.  

SAM: Anyway, facing the chair, he’ll crow like a rooster.  That’ll set the rest of them squawking.  Ernie’ll be hopping around like a one-legged Tenderloin hooker with a troup ship in town.  Ernie rats and the whole city shakes.  

MILES: You’re asking for trouble, Sammy boy.  Big trouble.  

SAM: Shut your yap, Miles.  

BEVERLY: Cook didn’t kill her.  

SAM: If Ernie didn’t pay him, then who did.  

BEVERLY: Look, Sam.  Let’s stop playing around.  

SAM: Let’s team up and blow the roof off this town.  

BEVERLY: Not my line of work.  

SAM: And what is your line of work.  

BEVERLY: Minding my own business.  

SAM: And what’s that.  

BEVERLY: Survival.  Same as you.  

SAM: With dignity and style.  

BEVERLY: Sure.  I want a nice place to live.  Decent clothes.  And a car.  Sure.  Who doesn’t.  

SAM: Ernie’s come a long way.  He used to hide in the darkest hole he could find.  Now’s he’s out in public, a respectable businessman in a suit with his showgirl.  Is he really the cock of the walk or an extra rooster for the roast.  

BEVERLY: I can’t talk about him.  You know that.  

SAM: How far up does it go.  Who are the big customers and who do they ask for.  

BEVERLY: How should I know.  

SAM: You’re a smart girl.  

BEVERLY: There’s money in it for you.  

MILES: A hundred…

BEVERLY: Shut up, Miles.  

SAM: A hundred if I do and a knife it I don’t.  

BEVERLY: More than a century.  Could be something steady in it for you.  Could be useful.  You know the right people.  

SAM: Sure.  Sitting in one of Ernie’s bars drinking myself to death.  For free.  

BEVERLY: You could do your private eye business.  

SAM: Snooping on husbands for wives.  Wives for husbands while the real criminals do the tango under my nose.  What a funny little life.  

BEVERLY: You could be a wheel, Sam.  A big wheel.  

SAM: I’d love to have people working for me.  What will I tell them to do?  

BEVERLY: You could have anything a man could want.  

SAM: A harem of more or less beautiful women and all the hooch I can swill.  Mighty tempting but no thanks.  

BEVERLY: He’ll give you something to do.  

SAM: What? Beat down his uppity women?  What do I have to do, Beverly.  Spit it out.  

BEVERLY: Make a phone call.  Tonight.  Right now.  

SAM: Sure.  Tell Ernie I’ll bury it.  After all, if I blow my top, Ernie goes down, Beverly goes down.  Even the right people go down.  

BEVERLY: A lousy phone call.  Get us both out of trouble.  

SAM: I don’t get it.  You know I can’t prove anything.  I need a witness, somebody willing to testify.  I don’t have that.  Tell Ernie that everybody’s perfectly safe.  

BEVERLY: He thinks you’re on to something.  

SAM: Knows the difference between what’s good to eat and what’s going to eat him.  He’s bright and charming.  Go back to Arkansas, Beverly.  You’ll be safe there.  

BEVERLY: He’ll come after you, Sam.  

SAM: I don’t think so.  If I disappear, letters go out to newspapers and radio stations.  And not just about Branson.  About everything I know.  

BEVERLY: Everybody knows that.  

SAM: Go back home, Beverly.  

BEVERLY: I’d rather die first.  

SAM: Not my problem, to quote a not very famous singer.  

BEVERLY: Sam, I’m asking you, as a friend.  

SAM: Go back to Fort Smith, Beverly.  

BEVERLY: You had your chance.  

SAM: You still need someone to blame it on.  

BEVERLY: Tell me that the time we spent together meant nothing to you.  

SAM: Nothing now.  

BEVERLY: It was my fault too.  
SAM: You couldn’t just say good-bye.  

BEVERLY: What if I was through with Ernie.  I’d need someone who can stick up for me.  We could get together again.  You and me.  Like it was, if you want.  I’ll be a good wife.  I’ll do anything you say.  

SAM: Sure.  I can picture that.  I give up drinking and we move to a little house in Pleasanton and dream up a new illusion and teach it to the kids.  And they believe us.  Don’t play the school-girl, Bev.  It doesn’t look good on you.  

BEVERLY: It’s true.  

SAM: I’m a big fan of the truth.  

BEVERLY: I think about you all the time.  

SAM: I know you do.  You think I’m a 14-carat sucker you can take for a ride.  No dice, Beverly.  Get on the bus and get out of my life.  And since you’re leaving town, tell me what you know.  

BEVERLY: I could give you someone.  

SAM: Sure.  Some patsy to fry to get your sweetheart off the meat hook.  

BEVERLY: You don’t have to put it that way.  

SAM: I’m not dropping a dime on some poor innocent sap.  

BEVERLY: He wouldn’t be innocent.  

SAM: He’d be innocent of this and the real killers would walk away whistling Yankee Doodle Dandy.  No deal.  Testify, Beverly.  Tell the DA what you know.  

BEVERLY: I don’t know anything, Sam.  

SAM: Give me Cook.  

BEVERLY: You know I can’t.  Tell Ernie what he wants to hear.  

SAM: Tell me about Louise Branson.  

BEVERLY: She was a climber.  

SAM: How far up did she get.  

BEVERLY: I don’t know and I don’t want to know.  

SAM: Did she climb over Ernie.  

BEVERLY: She took her pick.  

SAM: She wouldn’t have him.  

BEVERLY: Didn’t need him.  

SAM: How did he feel about that.  

BEVERLY: He didn’t care.  Made it easy on me.  

SAM: If he’s so nice, why’s he leaning on you.  

BEVERLY: Maybe I scared him.  

SAM: I’m not burying her.  

BEVERLY: Her parents will do that.  I’m talking about you, Sam.  

SAM: You’re talking about yourself.  

BEVERLY: She was peddling to pay some hooligan to track her husband down.  

SAM: She had a husband.  

BEVERLY: And a kid too.  Ernie offered to help.  It worked for a while.  Then it didn’t.  Nothing left over either way.  

SAM: She was hunter.  Like you.  

BEVERLY: She was a killer.  Not like me at all.  

SAM: Sounds more like a man.  

BEVERLY: In a way.  

SAM: How do I know you’re leveling with me.  

BEVERLY: You don’t.  Please, Sam.  For both of us.  I’m begging you.  

SAM: No deal.  As usual, you’re out trolling for a man to save you from the last one.  And you’re pretty good at it.  Men are following your trail of perfume all over town.  

BEVERLY: You have no heart.  

SAM: Don’t need one.  Just a target for every two-bit thug and dance-hall girl on the squeeze.  

BEVERLY: For once, can you think of somebody besides yourself.  

SAM: Like you, maybe.  Testify.  

BEVERLY: Never.  

SAM: Then no deal.  

BEVERLY: You’ll regret this.  

SAM: That’s the great thing about gin and regret.  There’s no limit to the amount you can pack into your head.  

BEVERLY: Keep pushing it, Sam.  Get every detail you can lay your hands on.  Pull in the cops and the rest of the city too.  See what it gets you.  You’re already up to your neck.  No way out.  

SAM: There never is.  

BEVERLY: You can’t beat them, Sam.  

SAM: Maybe not but I don’t have to join them  

BEVERLY: You’re life won’t be worth a plug nickel.  

SAM: I’ve been worth more dead than alive for some time now.  Miles gets the insurance and a new tie.  You and Ernie get to walk in the park like people deeply in love often do.  Mayor gets his Caddie.  

BEVERLY: I could make it hard on you.  

SAM: No you can’t.  You can’t give Ernie another mess to clean up.  You’re working for him, not the other way around.  

BEVERLY: You can’t handle the truth about me, yourself, your so-called friends, or about Louise.  

SAM: So tell me.  

BEVERLY: You think you’re a tough guy.  

SAM: That’s more like it.  

BEVERLY: You claim to be some kind of war hero.  He sat it out, Miles.  He washed out of pilot school because he was scared of heights.  

MILES: How do you like that.  

BEVERLY: Spent the war behind a desk, reading other people’s mail and drinking the cheapest eel juice he could find.  

SAM: You said your piece now get out of my office.  

BEVERLY: That Purple Heart is not his.  He bought it on the street.  You’re a fraud, Sam Marlowe.  A liar.  A fake.  

SAM: You’re washed up, Beverly.  

BEVERLY: You’re nothing at all.  Not a man even.  You haven’t the guts to stick up for your wife even.  You’re nothing, Sam.  Nothing.  A nobody.  I’m telling everyone.  

SAM: Go back home and marry some fool.  

BEVERLY: Every 2-bit hoodlum in town will be waiting for his chance.  Every street you walk down.  Every car that passes you by.  Every corner you turn.  Every knock on your door.  Every doorway planted.  Hand in his pocket.  

SAM: I said get out of here.  

BEVERLY: Me getting back with you.  Ha!  Marrying you was the worst mistake in my life.  I wouldn’t touch you.  You’re a joke.  A clown.  You make me sick.  

SAM: Get out of my office.  

Sam lunges at Beverly but Miles intercedes.  

MILES: Hey!  

SAM: I hope you get to the bus station alive.  

BEVERLY: I hate you.  

SAM: I pity you.  

BEVERLY: Miles, you want to have a drink.  

MILES: Sure…

SAM: I said get out.  

BEVERLY: Let’s go, Miles.  

Beverly goes to the door.  

MILES: Sammy boy.  Beautiful doll walks in here like that offering everything and a roll of cabbage too.  And you throw her out.  

SAM: I’m not for sale, Miles.  That’s the one thing you got to learn in this business.  

MILES: You talk like you were a straight shooter.  

SAM: You sat it out.  

MILES: I had a bad back.  

SAM: You got a yellow back.  

MILES: Where’d you buy your medal, Sam?  

SAM: There’s no law against lending a pal a few bucks on a piece of tin.  He needed the money.  He can have it back when he‘s on his feet again.  He was in the war, Miles.  Not like you.  

MILES: Not like you either.  

SAM: I never claimed I earned it.  

MILES: You never said you didn’t.  

SAM: Get out of here.  

MILES: I’m changing the lock.  Clear your stuff out or it’ll be on the curb.  

SAM: She’ll cut your nuts off, Miles.  

MILES: You couldn’t find your ass with a roadmap.  

BEVERLY: You’re a dead man, Sam.  

SAM: See you in the refrigerator.  

MILES: Let’s dust out, baby doll.  

BEVERLY: I need a drink.  

MILES: Sure.  It’s on me.  Then I’ll take you to the station.  You need dough?  

BEVERLY: I’m all right.  

SAM: Good bye, Beverly.  

BEVERLY: Drop dead.  

Beverly and Miles exit.  

Sam pours a glass but takes the bottle.  
SAM: Sure.  Who wouldn’t dodge a bullet if they could.  Rattle-trap fighter’s only got a hour’s worth of gas.  A mile up in the sky.  Expect you to take nine yards of lead for the bombers.  Ack-ack pounding, shrapnel tearing through.  Like paper planes.  From above, below.  The noise makes you crazy.  Freezing cold.  Blown out of the plane.  If the chute opens you might hit the ground with a lung and a leg and then the farmers come with their shovels to welcome you back to Europe.  

There were plenty of pilots.  They were begging to get in.  Paid in glory.  My whole generation clamored for slaughter.  

Miles got a medical and stayed here in town working a good job.  Made three or four times a month what I pulled in.  I was at least over seas.  I was in danger some of the time.  They could have attacked Hawaii again.  Everybody was at risk.  Except Miles.  He sat on his ass the whole time.  

So what if I’m divorced.  Miles has never even been married.  No woman would have him, that’s why.  I’ve had lots of women.  


Sam gets his gun.  

I have the means.  And I have the motive, believe me.  I won’t miss them and they won’t miss me.  And I won’t miss myself, not at this range.  

There has to be at least one honest man in the world to see it clearly.  And he has to look at it for as long as he can keep his sorry eyes open.  He has to have discovered the core of true innocence, even in its sacrifice.  

Sam sits at his desk and looks at his gun.  

SAM: I’ve failed to do that.  
Lights fade to dark.  
Phone rings.  

Gunshot.  

Pause.  

Door opens and closes.  

Flashlight.  

Radio turns on.  

Door opens and closes.  

Dawn.  

Sam is slumped at his desk.  

Pounding on the door.  

Lights come up slowly.  

JIMMY: Sam, are you in there?  It’s me Jimmy.  

EDNA: Sam, open the door.  

JIMMY: It’s not locked.  


Edna and Jimmy enter.  

Sam is slumped over his desk.  Bottle is on its side.  

EDNA: Sam, are you all right?  

JIMMY: Wake up, Sam.  

SAM: What time is it.  

JIMMY: Have you heard from Beverly?  

SAM: Who turned on the radio.  

Edna turns off the radio.  

EDNA: We were trying to call you.  

JIMMY: What happened to the phone.  

SAM: I shot it.  

ENDA: You shot the phone?  

JIMMY: Have you seen Beverly.  

SAM: I’ve seen far too much of that woman.  

EDNA: We have to get him out of here.  

JIMMY: I’ll help you get him to your place.  

EDNA: My place is crawling with cops.  We have to take him to the apartment.  

JIMMY: I can’t hide this guy out.  

EDNA: We’re not hiding him.  Sam, we’re taking you to Jimmy’s.  We’re going to sober you up so you can talk to a lawyer.  Then turn yourself in.  

SAM: For what.  

EDNA: We don’t believe you killed Beverly.  

SAM: What are you talking about.  

JIMMY: It’s on the street, Sam.  She’s dead.  Murdered.  

SAM: You’re crazy.  She’s on a bus to Arkansas.  Miles took her to the station.  

JIMMY: That’s not what I heard.  

SAM: I don’t believe it.  She’s too smart for that.  Do they have a body?  

JIMMY: No.  

SAM: Well there you are.  Who do they say killed her?  

JIMMY: Someone with a gun, Sam.  

EDNA: They’re looking for you.  

SAM: Why would they look for me.  

JIMMY: We know you didn’t do it.  

EDNA: You’re not that kind.  

JIMMY: Come with us, Sam.  

SAM: Yeah, well I’m staying right here.  They can have me if they want me so bad.  

JIMMY: Don’t stay here, Sam.  

EDNA: The police will be here any minute.  

SAM: So what.  If they find me here, I’ll answer their questions straight.  Then they’ll be even better informed.  We want the police to be well-informed don’t we.  

JIMMY: Come on, Sam.  Come over to my place.  
SAM: What for.  

EDNA: Jimmy’s going to get you a lawyer.  

SAM: Why.  

JIMMY: You don’t want to face the cops alone.  

SAM: I’m not paying a mouthpiece.  

EDNA: Jimmy knows somebody.  

JIMMY: Put yourself in the best possible light before you turn yourself in.  

SAM: But I haven’t done anything wrong.  

EDNA: Looks better.  

JIMMY: Let’s talk about it on the way.  

EDNA: Here’s your hat.  

JIMMY: Get your coat.  

Sam picks up the bottle.  
Jimmy takes it away from Sam.  
SAM: Whiskey’s dying on me.  

JIMMY: I got liquor at my place.  

SAM: A man who tells the truth doesn’t have to go to church or the jailhouse.  

EDNA: Wait a minute.  Where’s your gun.  

SAM: In the drawer.  In there.  

JIMMY: I am not touching the murder weapon.  

SAM: What are you talking about.  Murder weapon.  

It’s not here.  That’s impossible.  I had it last night.  

EDNA: Let’s get out of here while it’s still dark.  

SAM: It’s gone.  My gun.  

JIMMY: Come on, Sam.  

SAM: I loved that gun.  

Lights down.  

Act 2 Redemption

Jimmy’s apartment.  
Hall door on stage left.  Bar.  

Saturday October 4th, 1947.  7:00 AM PST.  

Cathedral-type radio on its own table.  
SAM: Turn that god-damned thing off.  

EDNA: You wanted to hear the news.  

SAM: I said turn it off.  I can’t stand it.  


Edna turns off the radio.  

SAM: I learned something last night.  

EDNA: We all did.  

SAM: There is a limit to how much gin you can pack into your head.  

JIMMY: Trying to kill yourself, Sam.  

SAM: Might be something in that.  
EDNA: You have better things to do with your life, Sam.  

SAM: Thanks, Edna.  When’s the last time you saw Beverly.  

EDNA: At our apartment before she came to see you.  

SAM: Did Ernie threaten her.  

EDNA: She doesn’t talk about him.  

SAM: You were worried about her.  

EDNA: You were left holding the bag.  

SAM: I’m sure she told you all about me.  

EDNA: If she said it was a bright sunny day, I took my raincoat.  

SAM: If she called me the devil, you thought I was a saint.  

EDNA: I don’t believe in devils or saints but you were okay and deserve a fair shake.  


Edna touches Sam while looking at Jimmy.  

JIMMY: Sure.  Of course he does.  

SAM: Look.  I don’t believe it about Beverly.  She’s too smart to be dead.  And Miles is not very smart but he does look out for himself very well.  They’d be on the lookout for each other.  

EDNA: Hope you’re right, Sam.  

SAM: Another thing that doesn’t make sense.  Killing a prostitute is one thing.  Beverly was a singer.  

EDNA: And she was leaving town anyway.  

SAM: They pinned it on me.  

EDNA: They’re after you, Sam.  

JIMMY: Someone’s trying to tell you something.  

SAM: That I’m on to something big.  

JIMMY: Sam, close down the shop.  

SAM: I’m working this case.  

JIMMY: Pushing people around.  Telling them how to do their jobs.  

SAM: Ernie’s working for someone else.  

EDNA: We all have to get along.  

SAM: They’re not slaughter-happy gangsters.  Pimps and punks with guns.  

EDNA: You’re too concerned about other people.  

SAM: They’re smart enough to masquerade as me committing a crime.  

EDNA: You’re the one who’s in danger.  

SAM: Cook’s no torpedo.  No self-respecting gangster would have anything to do with Elisha Cook Junior.  He was given something easy to train on.  Branson was probably his first.  He was supposed to lean on her but she kicks his ass.  He can’t take that story back to Ernie and besides he thinks with his dick.  Counts on his gun to put sense into her head but she laughs it off.  

EDNA: Why would she laugh in her murderer’s face?    

JIMMY: Stepped on the wrong toes.  

SAM: Maybe she under-estimated how much he thought of himself.  Anyway he was weak and had to cover himself.  That’s as close to honor he gets.  That and leaving town when things get hot.  

JIMMY: Forget about Cook, Sam.  

SAM: Some of the criminals are beginning to embarrass the other criminals.  If it gets into the papers, Jimmy…

JIMMY: Now you want to tell the papers what to do.  

SAM: Everybody else does.  Why shouldn’t I.  

JIMMY: Sam, a murder case is being built against you.  

EDNA: You have to take this seriously.  

SAM: Edna, what do you know about Louise Branson.  

EDNA: I met her husband.  He was from Des Moines.  Kind of daisy.  

SAM: That explains why he wasn’t in the army.  

EDNA: But a good kid in your book.   

SAM: What was he doing in this town.  

EDNA: Working for wages.  

SAM: What did you want with him.  

EDNA: I like nice guys.  

SAM: They had a kid.  

EDNA: Little angel didn’t know what he was in for.  

SAM: An angel’s supposed to have something to say.  

EDNA: He will.  

SAM: Why’d he take a child away from its mother.  

EDNA: You didn’t know Louise very well, did you.  

SAM: Is he still here?  In town?  

EDNA: Are you kidding.  

SAM: Did he kill her?  

EDNA: No.  Of course not.  

SAM: How do you know that.  

EDNA: Because he didn’t have to.  

SAM: What made Louise so unpopular.  

EDNA: She had things on people.  

SAM: So do you.  So do I.  So does everybody.  Everybody knows everything in this town.  

EDNA: She pushed what she knew, Sam.  

SAM: Blackmailer.  

EDNA: Not about the money with her.  

SAM: She liked trouble.  

JIMMY: And got it Sam.   

EDNA: She couldn’t be ordinary.  

SAM: Who did she collide with.  

EDNA: Good question.  

SAM: You never met her.  

EDNA: Never wanted to.  

SAM: Okay, she’s not exactly the girl next door, but she didn’t deserve to die.  

EDNA: No one does.  

SAM: She deserves justice.  

EDNA: So do you.  

JIMMY: You want to be a cowboy or one of the cattle, Sam.  

SAM: I’m taking them all on.  The landlords and the banks and the booze distributors that rake in all the dough.  Paid by the bars and brothels and the cheap hotels and the drug dealers and the winos and every sailor in town.  

JIMMY: I am washing my hands of this, Sam.  

SAM: You go to parties, Jimmy.  Stand around with cocktails beside high-level newspapermen.  City officials.  Police.  And the Chamber of Commerce too.  What do they say about Branson.  

JIMMY: Came and went in the crime news.  

SAM: Do they let on that they knew her.  

JIMMY: No.  Not at all.  

SAM: Branson climbed over somebody important.  Tell me who’s not talking.  

JIMMY: Nobody’s talking.  

SAM: How inconvenient for the paperboys.   

JIMMY: You think running the city’s a snap, you try it.  

SAM: I suppose you’re right.  There’s the bribes to count.  5-dollar cigars to smoke.  Cadillac is more popular but Lincoln is a better car.  

JIMMY: Look, Sam, Branson was stupid.  She strolls into town like she’s going to run things but she was not smart enough for the job and didn’t consult with those who did.  .  

SAM: Who did she threaten.  

JIMMY: They eliminate rivals all the time.  It’s how they stay in power.  

SAM: Who ordered it.  

JIMMY: If you don’t listen to me, I hope to God you listen to my lawyer.  Drop Branson, Sam.  

SAM: Whenever I hear that, I get more interested.  

EDNA: And somebody gets killed.  

SAM: How’d you know Beverly wanted me off the trail.  

JIMMY/: Are you supposed to be hard to read, Sam.  Like a card player or something.  

SAM: Where’s Miles, that’s what I want to know.  And where’s my gun.  

EDNA: Jimmy, how can we get to Miles.  

JIMMY: No idea.  

EDNA: You know people.  

SAM: You’re a newspaperman.  

JIMMY: According to you, everybody knows everything so what’s the point.  

SAM: Let’s get in the car.  

JIMMY: That’s how I want to spend the day.  Driving around with an accused murderer.  Sure.  Go ahead.  That would get rid of you, Sam.  But I have to say the whole city is looking for you and Beverly.  Wait for Benjamin.  Then turn yourself in.  

SAM: Things are happening fast now.  

EDNA: We’re trying to take care of you, Sam.  

SAN: It’s all tied together.  Follow any lead faithfully and it takes you to the truth.  Branson’s the key.  

JIMMY: Have you heard of evidence.  

SAM: You mean my witnesses are pimps, crooks and whores.  

JIMMY: Or dead.  

SAM: There’s always a witness to a crime.  

JIMMY: DA has buried it, Sam.  Case closed.  

SAM: We can go around the bastard.  The Mann Act makes it Federal.   

JIMMY: The FBI only looks for Communists and bank robbers.  And you’re the first person they’ll investigate.  The plain truth is that you’re going to prison, innocent or not.  

SAM: What do you mean, ‘not.’  Do you think I killed my wife.  

JIMMY: I’m telling you what I know.  

SAM: Be a scoop for you.  Told from the inside.  Adds a veneer of authenticity.  

JIMMY: Do you underestimate everyone you meet?  

SAM: For a start.  

EDNA: What are we going to tell the police.  

SAM: A newspaper man is very helpful in that regard.  

JIMMY: Tell them you’re going to stop being a pain in the ass.  .  

Pounding on the door.  
WILLIAM: San Francisco Police.  Open the door.  

SAM: How’d they know I was here?  

WILLIAM: Open the door or we’ll break it down.  

JIMMY: Door’s open.  


William enters.  

SAM: Jonesy!  

WILLIAM: Glad to see you Sam.  

JIMMY: You want a drink.  

WILLIAM: Of course.  I’m on duty.  

JIMMY: Scared the Hell out of us.  

WILLIAM: I did it for the boys in the hall.  

SAM: You’re a million laughs.  

WILLIAM: Citizens are supposed to be scared of the police.  

EDNA: Worked on me.  

SAM: When you going to get a wife and kids so I can ask how they are.  

WILLIAM: I’m waiting for Betty Grable to come around.  

SAM: Is there a case I can help you with.  

WILLIAM: You know there is.  I hate to have to tell you this, Sam.  

SAM: Give it to me straight.  

WILLIAM: They found Beverly’s body.  

EDNA: Oh no.  

JIMMY: Where.  

WILLIAM: In the water.  2 AM time of death.  

SAM: That’s got Ernie Charles written all over it.  

WILLIAM: Yep.  Same thing.  

SAM: Let’s make the case.  

WILLIAM: There’s a problem.  

SAM: Why does the DA want me for it.  

WILLIAM: He’s running for mayor.  

JIMMY: Always.  

WILLIAM: He thinks he’ll get laid more often.  He’s right about that but it’s not what he thinks.  Anyway, he’s got a witness who claims you threatened to kill her.  

SAM: I threaten to kill everybody.  

EDNA: He threatened us a dozen times on the way over for trying to save him.  

JIMMY: Everybody heard him.  

WILLIAM: You’ve never threatened me.  

SAM: That’s because you’re the police.  That’s impossible.   

WILLIAM: You’re not funny enough for a jury, Sam.  

SAM: She deserved better.  

WILLIAM: I’ll do everything I can.  

Jimmy pours a drink.  

JIMMY: Have a drink, Sam.  

EDNA: Whatever it takes, Sam.  

WILLIAM: Me too, Sam.  

EDNA: You must have loved her very much.  

SAM: It’s impossible now.  

WILLIAM: They want to see your gun, Sam.  Ballistics.  

SAM: It was stolen last night.  

WILLIAM: Ouch.  

EDNA: There’s a piece of lead in his phone.  


William dials the phone.  

WILLIAM: This won’t take long.  They’re already at your office.  

SAM: Tell them to be nice to my furniture.  It’s very expensive stuff.  

WILLIAM: Whatever you say, Sam.  


Into the phone.  

Yes, in the phone.  Don’t ask.  Just do it.  

SAM: And check the radio knob for prints.  Is your witness Miles Sawyer?  

WILLIAM: Yeah.  He claimed he dropped her off, safe and sound.  

SAM: Miles is still around and flapping his jaw as usual.  I need to talk to him.  

WILLIAM: He’s the last person to see her alive.  

JIMMY: Except for the murderer.  

EDNA: Was it Miles, Sam.  

SAM: Miles can’t operate a fly-swatter let alone a gun.  What happened to her at the bus station.  That’s what we have to find out.  

WILLIAM: Damn.  

Hangs up the phone.  

WILLIAM: Sorry, Sam.  There’s a match.  Prints on the radio are yours.  

SAM: Not only did I fail to protect her, I contributed.  I fell asleep with the gun.  Practically handed it to them.  I ought to be shot.  

WILLIAM: Careless of you Sam.  

EDNA: Doesn’t make you a murderer, Sam.  

SAM: Facts are valuable, even if they hurt.  Whoever stole my gun shot Beverly.  Who knew it was in my desk.  

WILLIAM: Everyone.  

SAM: Including Miles.  

EDNA: Maybe you should leave town, Sam.  Go some place.  

SAM: Thanks but that makes it look worse.  

WILLIAM: Where’ll we tell them you were you last night.  

SAM: Drinking in my office.  

WILLIAM: Any witnesses.  

SAM: Besides a bottle of gin?  

WILLIAM: Besides that.  

SAM: Miles and I argued about money for an hour or so after 5.  Then Beverly.  No later than 7 PM.  

WILLIAM: Then you have a couple or nine drinks and fell asleep at your desk.  

SAM: I have a very interesting job.  

EDNA: We come in at 1 AM and drag you off.  

JIMMY: 6:30 Edna.  Sun was coming up as I drove into the garage

WILLIAM: Are you sure it wasn’t earlier?  Didn’t you close one of the bars?  

SAM: Normally I do but not last night.  

WILLIAM: Jimmy, didn’t you load him into your crate at 1 PM?  Bring him over here?  Hot coffee and cold shower?  

JIIMMY: Are you asking me to make a false statement to the police.  

SAM: Don’t be stupid, Jonesy.  The boozers that hang around my neighborhood won’t stand up to the DA.  Jimmy’s garage is attended.  They saw when came back with me.  Stick to the truth, Jonesy.  It’s easier to remember.  Stick with the 6:30 AM.  

WILLIAM: No alibi.  Your gun, your bullet.  

SAM: What’s the DA want me for, Jonesy.  Why not go after Charles.  

WILLIAM: You know.  

SAM: You came here with that deal in your pocket.  

WILLIAM: When you call my bet, I play my cards.  

JIMMY: Drop the case, Sam.  

EDNA: It’s your only chance.  

SAM: I walk away.  Ernie and Cook walk away too.  

JIMMY: Forget about them, Sam.  

WILLIAM: Get them later for something else.  

EDNA: Save yourself.  

SAM: I could have stayed with Beverly.  Taken her to the station myself.  Hell, gone with her.  She would have hated me all the way to Oklahoma.  We could have stepped off the bus into a new world.  The very ordinary world of Fort Smith, but a new world nonetheless.  

JIMMY: Drop Branson, Sam.  

WILLIAM: It’s your only chance.  

SAM: Who’re they going to pin the rap on.  

JIMMY: We’ll find somebody.  

SAM: No.  

WILLIAM: I can’t believe this.  

SAM: I’ll get the guys who did this if it kills me.  

JIMMY: It probably will.  

EDNA: You believe in honor, Sam.  I admire that.  

SAM: I believe in hatred.  

WILLIAM: They’ll kill you, Sam.  

SAM: So change their minds. 

Phone rings.  

Jimmy answers.  
JIMMY: Sure.  Yeah.  He’s here.  Nothing.  Nothing at all.  Money’s not important.  All right.  Call me there.  


Jimmy hangs up the phone.  

JIMMY: That was Benjamin.  He’ll meet you at the station.  

SAM: Wait a minute.  You said he wanted to talk to me first.  

JIMMY: Things are moving fast, Sam.  

SAM: You’re not retaining Benjamin, are you.  

JIMMY: He’ll try to work things out for you.  

SAM: Which means no.  

JIMMY: You really thought Benjamin would help you blow the roof off this town.  

WILLIAM: It’s his roof too.  

EDNA: Got to buy some time.  

JIMMY: With what.  

WILLIAM: They want me to take you downtown.  Now.  You’re under arrest, Sam.  

SAM: Sure, I’ll go downtown with you.  You’re a nice guy, for a cop, anyway.  

WILLIAM: I’m your friend.  

SAM: Sure, but the desk sergeant at the clubhouse thinks he’s the Grand Inquisitor.  He can make a rock confess.  I don’t know how I’d handle that.  

WILLIAM: I’ll do what I can.  

SAM: Which means nothing.  

WILLIAM: My hands are tied.  

SAM: And my neck’s in the noose.  

EDNA: Jonesy, can’t you stall this for a while.  

JIMMY: Not in my house.  

WILLIAM: No.  

EDNA: Afraid of the DA, Jonesy.  

WILLIAM: Who isn’t.  

SAM: Those with a few bucks.  

WILLIAM: More than a few, I hear.  

SAM: Are you asking for money.  

WILLIAM: Do you have any.  

SAM: No.  

WILLIAM: You know me better than that.  Come on, Sam.  We got to go.  

SAM: I admire your standards.  

JIMMY: A professional doesn’t have a choice.  

SAM: You told the cops I was here, didn’t you.  

JIMMY: I can’t harbor a fugitive.  

WILLIAM: Don’t make me cuff you.  

SAM: You’re not capable.  

WILLIAM: Maybe not but I got a squad of blues who damn sure can.  And none of them likes you very much.  

Jimmy goes to the door.  

SAM: Only because I hit them in the wallet.  

WILLIAM: Make it easy on yourself, Sam.  

SAM: You mean make it easy on you.  You told the boys in the hall you could handle it.  And Jimmy doesn’t want all his nice furniture thrown around.  

WILLIAM: Suit yourself.  

EDNA: You know he didn’t do it.  

WILLIAM: I don’t know anything.  

SAM: William, how can we get Miles over here.  

WILLIAM: You want me to bring a witness to be roughed up by the accused.  He leaves here with a broken arm and my ass is in a sling.  

SAM: Just want to talk with him.  

JIMMY: Not a chance, Sam.  

SAM: This is the real court room, right here.  That other stuff that happens later is just the validation, the ceremony.  The ritual sacrifice.  I get to face my accuser.  

JIMMY: Not here you don’t.  

SAM: We’re on the news, aren’t we.  Miles has a radio on all the time.  His car has a radio.  He’s around.  

WILLIAM: We have to leave now.  

JIMMY: One way or the other, Sam.  

SAM: Ride in the car with me.  That way I’ll have a chance at making it through the arrest alive.  

WILLIAM: I’ll be with you all the way to the cell door.  Nothing will happen to you.  

SAM: I’ve got to get to Miles before Ernie does.  

EDNA: We don’t need more dead witnesses, Jonesy.  

SAM: I need more time to solve this.  No bail on a murder rap.  The walls are closing in on me.  


Sam goes toward the bathroom.  

Edna steps between Sam and William.  

SAM: Get out of my way.  

EDNA: He can’t get out of the bathroom, Jonesy.  


Sam goes into the bathroom.  

Pause.  

William opens the bathroom door.  

WILLIAM: He’s gone!  

JIMMY: Impossible.  

WILLIAM: They’ll know I let him out of my sight!  
Lights down.  
Act 3 The Abyss

Sam is standing on a ledge outside of the building on the 17th floor.  
William is at the window.  
WILLIAM: I hope you know your license could be in danger.  

SAM: How do you like that.  

WILLIAM: Sam, what do you think you’re doing out there.  

SAM: Embarrassing you.  

WILLIAM: Let’s talk.  

SAM: I want to speak with Miles.  Let him in the building when he comes.  

WILLIAM: Of course.  Sure.  

SAM: Did you know you look down at your shoes when you lie.  

WILLIAM: Why don’t you come in here and wait for him.  

SAM: Sure.  If I’m accused of murder, no one will listen to the Branson story.  

WILLIAM: All right.  I’m listening to you.  

SAM: Look, a crowd is gathering.  Miles, are you out there?  You’re a coward, Miles.  A murdering coward.  

WILLIAM: Look, Sam.  Think how this looks from downtown.  

SAM: You’re right.  You’re a disgrace to your department.  You should do the decent thing and kill yourself.  

WILLIAM: Look.  Sam.  You’d make a great cop.  Honest.  Insightful.  Smart.  

SAM: No thanks.  I prefer fighting crime.  

WILLIAM: I’ll put in a good word for you.  

SAM: Sure.  You’d like me hanging around a bunch of guys with guns that hate me because I can’t keep my mouth shut and I’m killing their rake from the can-houses.  Poor guy.  Killed in a shoot-out first day.  We’ll give him a nice send-off.  

WILLIAM: You’ve got the wrong idea of how things work.  

SAM: Comes from paying attention.  

JIMMY: There’s a radio crew.  

WILLIAM: They’ll love this downtown.  

JIMMY: I hate radio.  

WILLIAM: There’s Chief Riordan.  That’s it.  If I have a job at all, I’ll be changing oil in the police garage.  

SAM: You can always be a private eye, Jonesy. You’re honest.  Insightful.  Smart.  

JIMMY: Give it over to Riordan right away.  Let him take charge.  

SAM: Are you out there, Miles Sawyer?  I know you’re afraid of me.  

WILLIAM: I got this window and I got this story.  That’s all I got.  

JIMMY: This is crazy, Sam.  

SAM: Am I causing you some embarrassment?  

JIMMY: Not dong yourself any good.  

SAM: We never drank out of the same bottle.  

JIMMY: Don’t see why we can’t.  After all, you get me up in the middle of the night.  Then you throw up in my living room.  And now you’ve brought the police around.  

SAM: Might be a story in it for you.  

JIMMY: Looney arrested for murder of glamorous showgirl tries to kill himself.  Sells papers and covers up the truth.   

SAM: By the way, I found out what the truth is.  

JIMMY: What.  Different things to different people.  Maybe you should make a speech.  

WILLIAM: Phone for you, Jimmy.  

Edna comes to the window.  

EDNA: It’s a long way down.  

SAM: I don’t much care for high places.  

EDNA: You’re not afraid of being Sam Marlowe.  

SAM: I’m sticking to this wall.  

EDNA: And underneath it all, you’re a nice guy.  

SAM: You must have X-ray vision.  

EDNA: He doesn’t show it but Jimmy will miss you.  

SAM: Is he part of your game.  

EDNA: What do you mean.  

SAM: Don’t you belong to Jimmy, in a way of speaking.  

EDNA: I don’t belong to anybody in any way of speaking.  

SAM: You moving to Hillsborough and make kids to send to school to learn to make similar choices.  

EDNA: Mind your own business.  

SAM: Sorry.  It’s the private eye in me.  

EDNA: Are you going to jump.  

SAM: I can.  

EDNA: Are you worried about Jonesy, how it makes him look bad?  

SAM: They’ll kick his ass but he’s like an old whore.  Nothing surprises him.  

EDNA: With you gone, Miles collects.  Imagine him getting a new car with your money.  

SAM: I won’t be here to care.  

EDNA: Tell me you don’t care now.  

SAM: Worth a laugh, I suppose.  

EDNA: And Ernie walks away, lighting a cigar with a hundred dollar bill.  

SAM: I don’t care two hoots in Hell about Ernie Charles.  

EDNA: I know you’re a tough guy.  But we’ll be gone soon enough.  What’s your hurry.  

SAM: You want all the reasons or just the top forty.  

EDNA: You think you can just laugh it off.  

SAM: You show up.  You watch other people come and go.  Then you go.  Then nothing.  

EDNA: In the mean time, you get to play.  

SAM: What’s in it for you. 

EDNA: You’re a smart guy.  You tell me.  

SAM: Can’t be money.  I couldn’t fix a parking ticket.  You stepping into Beverly’s shoes?  Ernie comes along with that role.  

EDNA: Who said I wanted anything of hers.  

SAM: You’re not idealistic.  Thrills, maybe?  

EDNA: We could go away together.  You and I.  Leave this place.  

SAM: You’re a good kid.  

EDNA: I’m not good and I’m not a kid.  

SAM: Why are you mixed up with me.  

EDNA: I don’t need rescuing, Prince Charming.  You do.  

SAM: What for.  

EDNA: You get to see another sunrise.  

SAM: If I lie.  

EDNA: If you keep lying.  

SAM: Do they have windows in the gas chamber?  To see the sunrise?  

EDNA: How would I know.  Look.  Take your time, Sam.  Something could happen.  

SAM: Like what.  

EDNA: Ernie and Cook are stupid and clumsy.  

SAM: The police cover for them.  

EDNA: They’re not any smarter.  

SAM: You seem to think somebody is paying attention.  

EDNA: You are.  I am.  

SAM: So what.  

EDNA: You might walk away.  

SAM: Then what.  

EDNA: It takes guts to be a nice guy, Sam.  I admire that.  

SAM: Do you sleep with men you admire?  

EDNA: I only sleep with men I admire.  

SAM: Compliments.  Trying to save me.  What if I take the bait.  

EDNA: You haven’t seen the bait yet.  

SAM: Candy bar with a fish hook.  

EDNA: Taste me and find out.  What have you got to lose.  

SAM: I’m looking for the kind of girl who can roll a window down with her foot.  

EDNA: I’m not a kind of anything but it can get hot and steamy in a car.  

SAM: Do you pity me.  

EDNA: I don’t feel sorry for anyone, especially you.  You make your choices and pay the price.  

SAM: And you admire that.  

EDNA: You could walk away.  We could go someplace.  

SAM: You’re not the singer Beverly was.  

EDNA: What are you saying.  

SAM: She was there to raise the temperature of the room.  What are you there for.  

EDNA: To cool things down.  

SAM: If want the easy way out, supply the extras.  

EDNA: You calling me a whore.  

SAM: I would never call you that, even if I thought it were true.  You won’t get into the Market street clubs.  Stop playing me against Jimmy.  He won’t marry you.  

EDNA: Beverly was right about you.  

SAM: A dance hall girl can’t help his career.  

EDNA: You have no heart.  

SAM: You’re not brave like Louise so you’ll live to lose the only asset you have.  

EDNA: You’re a son of a bitch.  

SAM: Go talk to Jimmy.  See if I’m wrong.  

EDNA: I’m going to make you sorry you said that, Sam Marlowe.  


Miles enters.  

MILES: Sam, I came over as soon as I heard.  

SAM: Miles, I’m so glad to see you.  That a new tie?  

MILES: Want a cigarette?  

SAM: Store bought.  

MILES: Nothing but the best for my partner, Sam.  

SAM: Thanks for telling the police I threatened to kill Beverly, Miles.  That helped a lot.  

MILES: I had to tell them.  

SAM: Sure.  You put up a big fight.  Made them work real hard, didn’t you.  

MILES: We’ve had enough of your sarcastic attitude.  

SAM: You’re afraid of me, aren’t you Miles.  

MILES: You’ve ruined my business.  Insulted how I dress.  The car I drive.  

SAM: Don’t forget the many times I insulted your manhood, Miles.  

MILES: Sneaking around, poking his nose into other people’s business.  

SAM: Where’d you take Beverly, Miles.  

MILES: To the bus station.  

SAM: You threw her over, Miles.  

MILES: What is this.  I didn’t kill her.  

SAM: I know you didn’t.  You probably didn’t even watch.  Turned your head away as you drove off.  But you had to look in the rear-view mirror, Miles.  What did you see.  

MILES: I took her to Mike’s.  We walked in the front door and took a booth in the back.  Everybody saw us.  I asked if I should wait around with her for the 9 o’clock to Reno.  ‘No,’ she told me.  Everybody wants her to leave town and she was going.  Everything would be all right.  She waved to me as I left.  That was the last time I saw her.  You followed us to Mike’s, Sam.  You watched the whole thing from your car.  You murdered Beverly.  

Miles takes out a cigarette.  

SAM: Did you know you smoke when you lie?  

MILES: Plead insanity.  That’s my advice.  

SAM: How much did Ernie pay you to set her up.  

MILES: Nobody paid me to do anything.  

SAM: The station was too public for the snatch.  Military personnel, wives, lovers.  Busy day and night.  So you cut through the alley, pulled to a stop, and out jump the goons who pulled her from your car.  

MILES: Keep telling your stories, Sam.  Maybe somebody will believe you.  

SAM: Did she scream, Miles?  What did you hear.  What did she say as she was going over, betrayed by you.  

MILES: Jonesy, tell the meat-wagon to bring a straight-jacket.  

SAM: You’re nothing.  

MILES: We already know how you treated your wife, turning her out in the dark to the streets last night.  Would not lift a finger.  Abused her in the worst language, threatened to kill her and then threw her out.  We already know this.  But then you tailed us to Mike’s and waited for me to leave.  

SAM: You’re insane, Miles.  How would I murder the woman at the bus station and take her body single-handedly to the Bay.  

MILES: You had a dozen roses and she fell for you one last time.  You tricked her into the car, drove to the pier, pushed her out and shot her with your 38.  

SAM: How’d you know it was with my 38.  

MILES: You said so.  

SAM: I didn’t.  

MILES: Well, Detective Jones must have mentioned it.  

WILLIAM: I did not.  

SAM: That means after you set up the snatch you came back to the office for my gun.  You like the radio on.  Helps you think.  Play this card right, Jonesy, and you’ll get Cook and Charles too.  

EDNA: Sam, do you really think you can get away with this.  

SAM: This has nothing to do with you.  

EDNA: I think it does.  

WILLIAM: Miles, where were you last night.  

MILES: At home in bed.  Sleeping like a baby.  

WILLIAM: Any witnesses.  

SAM: Of course not.  No woman will have him.  

EDNA: He was with me.  

SAM: That’s a lie.  

EDNA: Prove it.  

WILLIAM: I suppose you’d testify to that.  

EDNA: With pleasure.  

SAM: You think anybody will believe you.  

EDNA: Somebody important does.  

SAM: A lot can happen between then and now.  

EDNA: And a lot will.  

SAM: You’re a liar, Miles.  

MILES: Sam, you don’t know what you’re doing.  You don’t know who you are.  There’s nobody home.  

SAM: Who’s going to believe a sniveling rat like you.  

MILES: Save everybody the trouble.  I say jump.  

SAM: It all makes sense now.  

JIMMY: Do the decent thing, Sam.  

EDNA: Good bye, Sam.  

The ghost of Beverly enters and sings “You’re Just Someone that I Used to Know”

Lights down.  
Res Publica


Voice-over Abyss at low volume.  

Look at that!


Where?

Up there.  On the ledge.  

There he is.   

What’s he doing out there.  

He’s going to jump, stupid.  

Who is he.  

They said he killed his wife.  

Did he?  

How do I know.  

They said he did.  

Is he trying to get away from the cops?  

Maybe he’s going to jump.  

That would be terrible.  

What’s he waiting for, Christmas?  


Car horn.  

It’d be swell to see that.  

I got to see that too.  

Me too. 

He talks like a goddamned Communist.  

He’s a sitting duck, if you need the practice.  

I could hit him from here, easy.  

Not with that pea-shooter you couldn’t.  

I could so.  

You a betting man.  

Wish I had my Brownie.  

What’s going on.  

He killed his wife.  

Does he have a gun?  

How else did he kill her?  

He’s going to jump.  

What’s taking him so long?  I got to get back to the game.  

17 stories.  

What a mess that’ll make.  

He should jump.  Save the state on their electric bill.  


Police siren. 

They gas at Quentin.  

Save on the gas bill then.  

They should hang him.  Cheaper that way.  

What are you looking at?  

Up there.  Wife murderer.  They’re going to hang him if he doesn’t jump.  

He might live through it.  

Naw!  17 stories.  

Jump!  Jump!  Jump!  

Words: 10637 ~64 minutes at 166 words per minute.  
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