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Polly Side #1
BEGINPOLLY.  Hey!  Look at this!  Dad, there's a letter here from New York City!

EVERETT.  Oh.  Well.  Now isn't that exciting.
POLLY.  (Reading the letter)  It's from that stinkin' bank again.
EVERETT.  Oh, dear.
POLLY.  It says here, if we don't pay 'em a ton of money by the end of this month,

they're gonna own it, lock, stock, and barrel!
The BOYS groan.

EVERETT.  Oh, Polly, I wish you could have seen your mother on that stage.
POLLY.  I bet she was really somethin', Dad.
EVERETT.  She was never more radiant than when she stood there behind those

footlights, singing her heart out to a house full of drunken gold miners.
EVERETT putters away sadly, into the saloon.

POLLY.  (Scanning the letter) Just look at this!  They're sendin' some banker

out here to put the knife in.  Name...Bobby Child.  Bobby Child!  If I ever
meet up with that skunk, I'll ... Oh, I don't know what I'll do!  But it's
gonna be ugly!

Polly exits angrily into the theater.  

   The COWBOYS shake their heads and lope away--as EVERETT emerges   
   from the saloon, fleeing from Lank Hawkins.  LANK is an intense,
   unusually manic fellow, blessed with a vision that no else quite shares.

EVERETT.  No no no no no.  I can't let you have the theater, Lank. 
LANK.  I don't want you to "let me have it."  I want to buy it!
EVERETT.  Oh I wish you could have seen Polly's mother on that stage, standing
 there behind the footlights...
LANK.  Would you stop blathering, you pig-headed fool!
   POLLY instantly appears on the balcony.

POLLY.  Lank Hawkins!  Don't you dare talk to my father that way!
LANK.  (To POLLY) Okay! Okay... (Throws POLLY a kiss, and she exits; to EVERETT)
 Look.  I'll make it simple.  I ... own... the saloon.
EVERETT.  I know that.
LANK.  Good.  Now being a man of vision, I would like to expand the saloon in
 the direction of your theater, which, if you'll recall, was turned into
  a post office twenty years ago.



EVERETT.  How I'd love to see a show in that theater again...
LANK.  Everett, it's not going to happen! In two thousand, there has been on
 resurrection, and it wasn't a theater! (LANK calms himself)
 Think of it, Everett. This could be a big town again! Shops and cafes!
 Sidewalks!  We could have another...Cleveland on our hands!
EVERETT.  But it's such a nice town as it is.
LANK.  Would you look around, for God's sake!  Come here!  Look!
 (Taking EVERETT on a tour of the street)  We have a town full of singing cadavers!
 (Kicking BOBBY with his toe) We have bodies lying in the streets!
 (Pokes EVERETT in the chest) We are the armpit of the American West!
   POLLY storms out of the front of the theater.  The moment she appears,
   BOBBY's head goes up.  He's transfixed and can't take his eyes off her.

POLLY.  You listen to me, Lank Hawkins!  If you ever yell at my father again,
 I'm gonna skin you alive, you hear me!!

LANK.  If he doesn't sell it to me, the bank    POLLY.  He is my father and it is time
 is going to take it anyway.      you show him a little respect.



Polly Side #2
BEGIN

BOBBY.  Oh, my God, look at this place!
POLLY.  (Proudly) It's somethin', huh?
BOBBY. It's incredible!
POLLY. When I was a little thing, I'd watch all the big shows.  The lights, the music...
BOBBY.  I've never seen anything like it.  What's it doing in Deadrock?
POLLY.  This here was a pretty big town about fifty years ago.  

Then the mines ran out and most people just kinda up and left.
BOBBY. (Finding parts of costumes in the trunk) Look at this stuff!  

Oh, my God!  You can't let the bank take this place!
POLLY. How do you know about it?
BOBBY.  Well, I-I-I-I couldn't help overhearing on the street, and...

Pause. BOBBY suddenly has a revelation.  
He looks around the theater, then says quietly--

Wait a second.  I've got an idea!
POLLY. About what?
BOBBY. (Pulling on a costume jacket and grabbing a fedora) I know what to do!
POLLY. What the hell are you talkin' about?!
BOBBY. It's simple!  All we have to do to save this place is just ... put on a show.  Here

in the theater.  That'll raise all the money you need to pay off the mortgage!
POLLY. ... Just put on a show?
BOBBY.  Right.
POLLY.  In here?
BOBBY.  Right!
POLLY.  Is everybody this stupid back East, or are you just special?
BOBBY.  Well, why not?!  Don't you ever go to the movies?  Mickey Rooney does it all

the time! ... Look.  The guys in the bar can sing, I heard them!
And-and-and I could bring dancers, from Zangler's Follies!
They're my friends!  They'd come in a second!  They're on vacation!

POLLY.  (Suddenly excited) ... Ya mean Bela Zangler?
BOBBY.  Yeah.
POLLY.  Dad's talked about him!  Do you know him?
BOBBY.  Do I know him.  Are you kidding me?  We're like 

(putting the index fingers of his hands together, then pulling them apart) ... this.



POLLY.  D'ya think he'd come out here and put on a show?!  I mean, if ya asked him!?

BOBBY.  (Nodding his head yes) ... No.  (POLLY turns away, disappointed)
But we don't need him!  I can do it, I promise! (No answer)
Polly, please.  Let me try it. I could accomplish something.
And this theater, just imagine, giving it a whole new life!

POLLY.  ... I guess we can try it.

BOBBY shouts with joy.

BOBBY.  I'll call the girls first thing in the morning! Hey!  Watch this!

BOBBY does a tap flourish--the same one he did for Zangler---

and ends up with a slam literally nose-to-nose with POLLY. 

POLLY.  (in pain) ... You're standin' on my foot.

BOBBY.  I'm sorry!  Darn!

POLLY.  That's okay.  It sure is nice of you to help like this.

I mean, we hardly know each other.  (Extending her hand)  I'm Polly Baker. 

BOBBY.  I'm Bobby Child.

A beat, then POLLY suddenly goes pale.

POLLY.  What?

BOBBY.  Bobby Child.

POLLY.  From New York City?

BOBBY.  Right.
SLAP!  POLLY slaps BOBBY across the face, sending him backwards. 

              What did I do?!!
POLLY.  You're from the bank!
BOBBY.  Yeah.  Well, I can explain that---
POLLY.  You're here to take our theater, ain't ya?!  This is a trick!
BOBBY.  No, it's not!
POLLY.  How could you do this to me?!
BOBBY.  Polly, you're wrong--
POLLY.  You and your singin' and your dancin' and your ... Bela Zanglers!



I', 

BOBBY.  I can save this theater!

POLLY.  (Deeply hurt, her eyes full of tears)  Just GO AWAY!! (Hurries to the wings;
turns and says quietly)  And don't you ever let me catch you talkin' to me again.

BOBBY.  Polly--!! (She's gone.  BOBBY wanders across the stage, his dreams shattered.
To himself--)  "You and your singing and your dancing and your..."
Bela Zangler.  (Looks around the theater)  Bela Zangler.
(Laughs wickedly, then shouts with joy)  Bela Zangler!!
(Using Zangler's accent and striking a pose with a cane) 
"Vell, vell, vell.  Girls!  It is time ve pay visit to Deadrock, Nevada, ya?!"



EUGENE.  Hallo.
PATRICIA.  Good evening.
EUGENE.  Is this Deadrock, Nevada?
POLLY.  Where's everybody else?
PATRICIA.  Everyone else?
POLLY.  From the train!
PATRICIA.  I didn't see anyone else on the train, did you, dear?
EUGENE.  Oh, now wait.  There was that rather older gentleman.

We left the poor chap somewhere in the desert.
PATRICIA.  Frankly, I'm not sure he'll make it.

EUGENE and PATRICIA laugh at this.

POLLY.  You mean there's just two of you?
EUGENE.  I'm afraid so.  Is that a problem?

Stunned silence.  EVERYONE just looks at each other.

POLLY.  (Bravely) ... No. No, that's okay.  I guess you want to buy your tickets now.
EUGENE.  Tickets?
POLLY.  To see the show!
PATRICIA.  Oh, dear.
EUGENE.  I'm afraid we're not here to see a stage show.
POLLY.  You're not?
EUGENE.  Oh, no no no.

You see, we're writing a sort of guide book to the American West.
PATRICIA.  We hope to do a series of them.
EUGENE.  (Extending his hand)  The name is Fodor.  I'm Eugene.  This is Patricia.
PATRICIA.  (Consulting her notes)  Now let's see.  We're here to review...

"Lank Hawkins Saloon Bar, Hotel, and Restaurant."
POLLY.  Well, you're standin' right in front of it!
PATRICIA.  Oh, lucky us!
EUGENE.  Are we still in time for dinner, Mr. Hawkins?

Polly Side #3
BEGIN 



Polly Side #4
BEGIN BOBBY. Polly!

POLLY.  I'm havin' a drink
BOBBY.  I've got to talk to you. (Heads POLLY away from the bar) This is important 
POLLY.  What's up?
BOBBY.  Polly ... (Takes a breath--and almost kneels) I've really thought about this,

and, well, it could be my last chance and...Polly, I want you to marry me. POLLY.  
Bobby--
BOBBY.  Look, I-I-I realize the show didn't work---
POLLY.  It's not that--
BOBBY.  But I'll get a job, out here, and raise the money--I
POLLY.  You can't do that.
BOBBY.  Of course I can!  Are you kidding me?

I'll-I'll-I'll be a cowpoke.  I'll learn to poke cows.
POLLY.  Bobby.  The fact is, I'm in love with Bela.
BOBBY.  Polly--
POLLY.  Out there on the street just now, it was like a celebration of what our show

would have been like thanks to him.
BOBBY.  Polly--
POLLY.  I just can't help it! Whenever I'm with him, I feel somethin' strange,

sorta ... down in my basement. (Pause) I'm sorry, Bobby.
POLLY gives BOBBY a quick kiss on the check, then heads for the door.

BOBBY.  ...Polly!
POLLY turns.  Pause.

BOBBY.  ... I've got to tell you something.
POLLY.  What?
BOBBY.  ...You're not going to believe this.
POLLY.  What?!?
BOBBY.  I'm Bela Zangler.
POLLY. ...Huh?
BOBBY.  I'm Zangler.  Me. I'm him. (The explanation pours out of him)  You see, 

when you got so mad at me, that first day, I-I-I realized there was only 
one way I could help, so I called up Tess, and-and-and she brough
the clothes and the beard and ... that's who you fell in love with.



POLLY.  Bobby, this is pathetic.
BOBBY.  But it's true!
POLLY.  How can ya stand there and just lie like this--?
BOBBY.  Look, I'll do the accent, okay? "Vell, vell, vell, it is so nice to see you today---"
POLLY.  (Overlapping) You are makin' such a fool of yourself--
BOBBY.  "Ve have rehearsal now, ya?"
POLLY.  (Overlapping) This is so sad--
BOBBY.  "First ve practice a little tap-dancing--"
POLLY.  Bobby, stop it!  I just hate this--I
BOBBY.  Polly, you've got believe me!  I'm Zangler!

At this moment, ZANGLER staggers in from the street,
parched and barely able to stand up.

BOBBY.  I'll show you the clothes and-and the beard and makeup!
They're upstairs!  I'll prove it to you!

POLLY.  Hi, Bela.
BOBBY.  (Glancing over his shoulder.)  Hi, Bela.  (Back to POLLY)

Polly, I wouldn't lie to you! I'd never ...



POLLY CUT #1

BEGIN
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POLLY CUT #2
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