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MARBURY: Let's start off at the top. Here's one from the mayor.
(SHE reads in a matter-of-fact manner.) "Dear Mr. Church,
while l, of course, endorse and applaud the candor of your fine
and upstanding newspaper... " skipping the foofarah " ... are
still finding our way in these ever changing times ... " skipping
all that - "However!"

FRANK: Ah! Here we go.
MARBURY: "However, I find it reprehensible that you can place

before the reading public such slanderous and unsubstantiated
information in such a scattershot fashion in an attempt to
engender sensation and draw attention to yourself!"

FRANK: (Moves to HER.) You'll notice he didn't deny anything.
I think we've heard about all His Honor has to offer us in the
way of constructive criticism. Next.

(HE picks up a page from his desk and scans it.)

MARBURY: Next. (SHE drops the letter in the wastebasket next
to the desk and pulls out another letter.) This one is from a
member of the city council.

FRANK: File that one with the Mayor's.
MARBURY: Fine.

(Also drops this one in the wastebasket. CHIEF enters through
the door, also holding letters.)

CHIEF: Mr. Church!
FRANK: Mr. Church, he says, as if introducing me at a revival.

(To the CHIEF.) You got a letter, right?
CHIEF: A letter? l've gotten threel (HE counts them off.) One

from the mayor, one from the mayor's attorney and one from
the mayor's brother-in-law!

FRANK: The fire chief?
MARBURY: That's his uncle.
FRANK: I didn't know he could write.
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CHIEF: Didn't I tell you? Didn't I say, over and over, it would
come to this?

FRANK: Look, if they want to start a rhubarb, why don't they
write to me?

MARBURY: They did!
FRANK: (To MRS. MARBURY.) You're not helping, you know.
CHIEF: You got letters, too?
FRANK: I have heard something on the matter, yes. I have all

their correspondence filed away, awaiting my responses.
CHIEF: Right. (HE crosses and looks down in the wastebasket.

He then looks back at FRANK.) And I assume you're going to
reply to their letters with your usual rebuttal tactic; say, a lit
match?

FRANK: Well, it's a waste of a good match but l'm also burning
my old socks today.

(HE winks at MARBURY, who giggles to herself.)

CHIEF: (To MARBURY) Oh, sure. Laugh at him; that's all he
needs is encouragement.

FRANK: Chief, I only have two hands; I can only deal with just
so much. Have to take it day to day.

CHIEF: Day to day, where'd you hear that?
FRANK: (Thinks") Not sure. Anything else in the mail?

(HE sits behind his desk. CHIEF slumps in the chair.)

MARBURY: Well, there's one here ... I saved it for last.
FRANK: Ah-ha, a real barn burner, I bet. Good! I've been

looking for something I can sink my teeth into.
CHIEF: You mean fangs, don't you?
FRANK: What is it? Appropriations for the new bridge?

Someone sneaking in a few paybacks? Someone padding
their payrolls?

MARBURY: lt's from an eight-year-old girl. (SHE looks at the


