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(SHE slfs in the adjoining chair.)

FRANK: Right. How do you spell "reprobate?"

MARBURY: I try never to use that word.
FRANK: And you call yourself a newspapetwoman.
MARBURY: No, I call myself a secretary" I try not to let it get out

that I work here.
FRANK: (Looks up and smiles.) Still hanging on to that dignity

of yours, eh?
MARBURY: No thanks to you, sir.

FRANK: We do what we can. (HE rises.) Mrs. Marbury, there
comes a time in the career of every writer when the scope of
all his knowledge and experience ovenrvhelms him to a

saturation point. He grapples with it daily, trying to make some
sense of it all. He wrestles with the inequities of life and then,

in the end, he finds himself facing a dilemma.
MARBURY: You're stuck for a column.
FRANK: (Leans on the desk.) ln a nutshell, Mrs. Marbury.

MARBURY: What do you have so far?

(HE reaches back and pulls up a pad, which he reads from.)

FRANK: "How can the reading public, in these modern times, sit
back and allow such a travesty to befall itself. Satisfied with the
status quo, they go about unquestioningly and pay little
attention to the rank and illegal goings-on of this particular

individual, while he sits making deals and planning intrigues
that only enrich himself and no one else."

MARBURY: Scathing. Who's it about?
FRANK: (Looks at HIS notes.) Don't know yet. Who's that

sound like to you?
MARBURY: (Puts HER pad down.) Frank, it's Christmas!
FRANK: Not for a few days yet. (Wags a finger at HER.)

Thought you could slip one over on me, didn't you?

MARBURY: I just mean you might show a little compassion
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during this time of joy and happiness.
FRANK: Compassion? I always show compassion. Now, shut

up and let me think. (HE thinks.)
MARBURY: Frank!
FRANK: You know what I mean.

MARBURY: ljust meant that it seems you've been writing to the

big bosses and that's all.
FRANK: Yes, l'm writing to them and about them.

MARBURY: For the working man.

FRANK: For those who don't have a voice. For those who can't

speak out like I can.
MARBURY: Using Your column.
FRANK: (Proudly.) ExactlY.

MARBURY: Well, my point is why don't you write something

about and to those PeoPle?
FRANK: (Reads HtS pages.) " ... rank and illegal goings-on of

this individual." That's gotta be somebody we know.

I\IARBURY: (Almost to HERSELF.) Of course, to do that you'd

have to listen to them first.
FRANK: " ... planning intrigues that only enrich himself." Hmm

I\IARBURY: People who don't have your voice, people like me'

FRANK: (Comes out of HIS vision.) Like you? What?

(SHE sfands and throws her pad on the floor.)

MARBURY: You never listen to me, Frank!
FRANK: What? What happened? What'd I say?

MARBURY: I try and try to offer advice, to give you some idea of

us lower working classes ...

FRANK: (Trying to settte HER down-) Lower classes? Mrs'

Marbury!
Ir/ARBURY: I have a voice, too, Frank. I have ideas! I have

dreams! (Suddenly.) Frank, lwant a raise!

FRANK: Wait, wait, wait, wait.


