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CAST 
 
ANGEL  
ANNOUNCER  
BRUNO  
BUGSY SEGAL - GANGSTER 
CARLOS  
CORDELIA 
DEAN MARTIN  
ERIN O'BRIEN - FEMALE, MID-20S, GIRL NEXT DOOR 

TRYING TO MAKE IT IN VEGAS  
EVIE– LORNE’S ASSISTANT; 20 SOMETHING; BRISK AND 

EFFICIENT  
FRANK SINATRA  
GIRL IN CROWD 
JOEY BISHOP  
LORNE - NEEDS NO INTRO - HE'S LORNE!  
LORNETTES – ABOUT 6 FEMALE VOICES, DON’T HAVE TO 

BE GREAT, JUST YOUNG  
MARGO – THE CHOREOGRAPHER; 40 SOMETHING; 



BRUSQUE ATTITUDE, GRAVELLY VOICE  
MARIO  
MIRROR LORNE – LORNE’S VOICE THROUGH SOME SORT 

OF WEIRD FILTER TO MAKE IT OBVIOUS THAT HE’S 
TALKING TO HIMSELF IN THE MIRROR  

MR. DEMARCO – HEAD MOBSTER; WE MET HIM IN THE 
SERIES  

NINA  
PETER LAWFORD  
 
SAMMY DAVIS JR.  
TAMMY  
WOMAN IN CROWD  
 

006_001 SETTING: TRUNK OF CAR  
 
 (SFX: MUFFLED ENGINE NOISES AS CAR IS 

BEING DRIVEN) 

 

LORNE  (MUFFLED MOANING, JUST WAKING UP) Oh, 
Lorne'y… (MOAN) One sea breeze too many, kid.  

 

 (SFX: RUSTLING FROM SHIFTING IN TRUNK) 

 

LORNE  What the...Where am I?  

 

 (SFX: KICKING AGAINST METAL - SIDE OF 



TRUNK) 

 

LORNE  Oh that can't be good.  

 

 (SFX: MORE BANGING AGAINST INTERIOR  

OF TRUNK) 

 

LORNE  Oh! Ow!  

 

 (SFX: CAR HITTING A RATHER LARGE BUMP) 

 

LORNE  And again, I say, Ow! (SHOUTING) Watch out for 
those bumps! (NORMAL LEVEL) Oh, my poor 
horns... (SIGHS) Come to Vegas, they said. You'll 
be a hit, they said. I'll be hit they meant. Oh man. I 
wish I was back in L.A.  

 

 (SFX: ANOTHER BUMP) 

 

LORNE:  Ow! Oh, PTB, hear my plea. Whisk me back to 
sunny L.A. where the worst I have to deal with are a 
bunch of nasty devil lawyers and the occasional 
fickle fate. (PAUSE AS THOUGH HE'S CLOSING 



HIS EYES AND WISHING REALLY HARD) Well, it 
was worth a try.  

 

 (SFX: SQUEALING OF CAR BRAKES AS THE 
CAR STOPS) 

 

LORNE  (UNENTHUSED) Oh, goody. We're stopping. I hope 
it's not in the middle of the desert.  

 

 (SFX: SOUND OF TRUNK OPENING) 

 

LORNE  Oh, my poor back. They so rarely make adequate 
trunks for transporting bodies!  

 

BRUNO  Would you rather we chopped you up? Make you 
more comfortable-like?  

 

CARLOS  Yeah, shut it!  

 

LORNE  (RUSHING TO REASSURE) No, no... I'm good... 
I'm good... just sayin'... Next time, use a luxury 
vehicle, or an SUV.  



 

BRUNO  You can stop sayin'. Mr. DeMarco is inside.  

 

LORNE  Oh boy. A house in the middle of nowhere. This 
always ends well.  

 

 (MUSIC: THEME) 

 

006_002 SETTING: MR. DEMARCO’S HOUSE IN THE DESERT  
 
 (SFX: FOOTSTEPS ON GRAVEL, DESERT 

NIGHT NOISES, DOOR OPENING THEN 
CLOSING, FOOTSTEPS ON HARD SURFACE - 
MARBLE OR TILE, ANOTHER DOOR OPENING)  

 

 (MUSIC: SOMETHING VAGUELY 
GODFATHERESQUE) 

 

DEMARCO: Lorne, buddy... I hope my boys kept you 
comfortable.  

 

LORNE: They kept me. I wouldn't call it comfortable.  

 



DEMARCO:  I told my boys to make sure they took care of you. 
Bruno! Carlos!  

 

BRUNO:  Mr. DeMarco, we did what you asked.  

 

CARLOS:  Yeah, we just didn't want him to make a scene. 
Being so...green, and all.  

 

LORNE: I could say somethin' about it not bein' easy… but...  

 

DEMARCO:  I don't hire you to think for yourself. I hire you to do 
what you've been told.  

 

BRUNO:  Sorry, boss.  

 

CARLOS:  We're sorry, Mr. DeMarco. It'll never happen again.  

 

DEMARCO:  Of course it won't. (COCKING A GUN)  

 

CARLOS : Mr. DeMarco, no!  



 

 (SFX: GUN FIRE, TWO SHOTS. VERY CLEAN.) 

 

CARLOS & 
BRUNO: 

(SCREAM & GASP FOR BREATH – CAN BE 
STAGGERED, DOESN’T HAVE TO BE 
SIMULTANEOUS) 

 

 (SFX: TWO THUDS AS TWO BODIES HIT THE 
FLOOR – CAN INCLUDE SOME STAGGERING 
AND BREAKING CHINA LIKE ONE OF THEM 
TRIED TO STOP FROM FALLING) 

 

LORNE:  You... you...  

 

DEMARCO:  Shot 'em. Yeah... they didn't do what I wanted.  

 

LORNE: But they're... they're dead... 

 

DEMARCO:  In my line of business kid, you have to be careful 
that affairs are settled in an orderly fashion. When 
they’re not handled properly, people get... well hurt. 

 



 (SFX: GUN BEING TOSSED ONTO DESK 
CASUALLY) 

 

LORNE:  (GULPS AUDIBLY)  

 

DEMARCO:  Lorne, you seem very uneasy.  

 

LORNE: Violence brings out my queasy side.  

 

DEMARCO:  Sit down. Would you like a drink? Sea breeze, 
right?  

 

LORNE: Uh.. right...  

 

 (SFX: DRINK BEING MIXED) 

 

DEMARCO:  Lorne, do you know why you're here right now?  

 

LORNE:  To be made an offer I can't refuse?  

 



DEMARCO:  Popular culture really makes my job so much 
easier. Lorne, I have an offer for you and you would 
be very wise to accept it.  

 

LORNE:  Or else I wake up with a horse's head in my bed? 
(NERVOUS LAUGHTER)  

 

DEMARCO:  Or else I kill you, and start all over again.  

 

LORNE:  So... what's ... what's the offer?  

 

DEMARCO:  Getting right down to business. I like that, Lorne. I 
like that a lot, you’re a straight arrow.  

 

LORNE: I've been told it's one of my better qualities. That 
and...you know, fear.  

 

DEMARCO:  Fear... a powerful motivator. And one that helps 
most people survive.  

 

LORNE: Here's hoping.  

 



DEMARCO:  (CHUCKLES) But you're not most people, are you, 
Lorne?  

 

LORNE: What gave it away? My sparkling personality?  

 

DEMARCO:  Cute. No... other than the horns and the green skin, 
I hear you have this... talent.  

 

LORNE: (CAUTIOUS) Talent?  

 

DEMARCO:  Yes, Lorne. A Talent.  

 

LORNE:  You're talking about my impeccable Aretha Franklin 
renditions, right? (NERVOUS LAUGHTER)  

 

DEMARCO:  No, I'm talking about your ability to read people. 
The beautiful singing is an added bonus.  

 

LORNE: Oh... you mean the ... reading... (DRAW READING 
OUT)  

 



DEMARCO:  I want you to use your talent to help me. Help me 
build my business. Would you do that for me?  

 

LORNE: Do I have a choice?  

 

DEMARCO:  We all have choices. So few people realize that 
every choice limits their future. Bruno and  Carlos, 
for example.  

 

LORNE: How very....cake or death of you. (MORE 
NERVOUS LAUGHTER) What exactly do I have to 
do?  

 

DEMARCO:  It's simple really, Lorne. You just get people to sing 
and then you... read them. Then you tell me who's 
got a brilliant future ahead of them and I'll just take 
it from there.  

 

LORNE: (PLAYING DUMB) And how do I get these people 
to sing for me?  

 

DEMARCO:  (THOUGHTFUL) Come on now Lorne. You’re a 
capable entertainer, but not a talented liar. You 
know how to get people to sing And if you don’t, 
well, let’s talk about the positive. You'll have 3 



shows a day now instead of one, except for Sunday 
when you'll have an extra matinee.  

 

LORNE: A show...? I don't have a show...I’m a lounge 
singer.  

 

DEMARCO:  I’m in the unique position to offer you the 
Tropicana’s main stage. The current entertainer... 
well, he’s retiring early. 

 

LORNE: (AFRAID) Oh...heh, ain't show biz grand?  

 

DEMARCO:  (PLEASED) That's entertainment! (HUMS A FEW 
BARS OF "THAT'S ENTERTAINMENT")  

 

LORNE: (TAKEN ABACK BY WHAT HE'S JUST PICKED 
UP FROM DEMARCO) Wait, you want their... no! 
You can't do that!  

 

DEMARCO:  (STOPS HUMMING ABRUPTLY) I can and I will. I'll 
get some of the boys to take you back to the 
casino. You’ll have the same dressing room. We’ve 
just upgraded it a little bit, so no need to leave. 
Ever again. (PAUSE) Oh, and I guess I don't have 



to explain what will happen if you try to leave, right?  

 

LORNE: Bruno and Carlos. Got it.  

 

DEMARCO:  Good, good. (PICKS UP A PHONE) Mario, Mr. 
Lorne's ready to return to the casino. Make sure 
he's comfortable. And send some one here to take 
out the… (EVIL AND MANIACAL) garbage.  

 

006_003 SETTING: Backstage at the Tropicana  
 

 
(MUSIC: FAST PACED DISCO TYPE MUSIC)  

 

DEMARCO: We’re gonna need 7 girls Evie. 
 

EVIE: 

Hi Mr. DeMarco Sir, we have five sets of girls ready 
to audition to be your (GIGGLES) Lornettes. 

 

LORNE: (INCREDULOUSLY) Lorenettes? 
 

DEMARCO: 

(FAKE SHOW BIZ SMILE) You like it? Just wait 
until you see the trinkets we’re making for the gift 
shop. T-shirts, purses, snow globes... 
 

LORNE: There’s no snow in Vegas... 
 



DEMARCO: 

(KIND OF MENACING) Lorne, baby, if I want snow 
in Vegas... there’s snow in Vegas. If it gets the 
tourists to drop another coin in the slot - we’ll have 
snow in Vegas. (BRIGHTER) Who you got for us 
first Evie. 
 

EVIE: 

The first 10 girls ready for you on the main stage. 
You need anything Mr. DeMarco? 

 

DEMARCO: 
I’m good Evie, but get Lorne here a drink - he looks 
a little green. 
 

 

(MUSIC: TRANSITION TO DRIVING REHEARSAL 
PIANO ALA “A CHOROS LINE” BUT NOT THAT 
SHOW-TUNEY)  

 

EVIE: 

Here’s a sea breeze Mr. Lorne, (LOWERS VOICE) 
Oh, and, um, Mr. DeMarco was very specific about 
costuming so, um, they're all...  
 

LORNE: 

(SURPRISED, BUT LOWERED VOICE SINCE 
DEMARCO IS THERE) Green??? Oh, this is Hell 
right? A really well dressed, Sea breezed Hell.  

 

EVIE: 

(LOWER VOICE, KIND OF A SHRUG) No, it's 
Vegas. 
 
(SFX: FOOTSTEPS WALKING TOWARDS THE 
TAPDANCERS)  
 



(SLIGHTLY LOUDER OVER THE MUSIC) Margo? 
We're ready for set number one.  
 

DEMARCO: 

(LEANING OVER TO LORNE) You’re gonna love 
this routine. Margo is the best choreographer in the 
biz. 
 

MARGO: 

All right ladies! The combination is a simple step-
ball-change, step-ball-change, kick, kick, turn, turn, 
turn, turn, pose! Got it? Good. First group…  

 

 
(SFX: FEET TAP DANCING) 

 

LORNE: 
Are these the Lornettes or the Rockettes?  

 

DEMARCO: 
(POLITE LAUGH) You’re right big guy, you’re right. 
Evie? 
 

EVIE: (CALLING A BIT) Margo, can we have less kicking?  
 

MARGO: 

(WORKING UP INTO AN ARTISTIC FIT) Less 
kicking? LESS Kicking? Who is the choreographer 
here? It's me! Me! We agreed. I write the dances. I 
have full artistic freedom! Me! Not the ... 
(DERISIVELY) singer.  

 

DEMARCO: Margo, dollface, you are amazing. You know I love 
you. 



 

MARGO: 

(SLIGHTLY FREAKED) Oh, Mr. DeMarco, I didn’t 
see you there. This.. This isn't the final combination 
anyway. This is just for the auditions. I know you’re 
very busy Mr. DeMarco, I could just choose the 
dancers.. they’ll be perfect I promise. 
 

DEMARCO: 

(CHEERFUL, REASSURING, BUT EVIL) I’m sure 
they will be Margo. Mr. Lorne here is very important 
to us. So please see to his whims, or I’ll find 
another use for your talents. 

 

LORNE: 

(ALMOST CHEERFUL, A BIT WORRIED FOR 
MARGO, SIDEBAR TO DEMARCO)  It’s okay Mr. 
DeMarco... Choreographers. Very sensitive bunch. 
Not a worry. (normal tone) Let's see the girls, 
Margo. 

 

MARGO: 
(ALMOST RELIEVED)  (CLAPPING HANDS) All 
right, group one! From the top. And 5-6-7-8!  
 

 

(MUSIC: SAME AS LAST CUE ONLY LOUDER)  

(SFX: SHOES DANCING ON A STAGE - VERY 
DISTINCT – LIKE STOMPING IN TAP SHOES) 

 

LORNE: (TO SELF) Erin? Can't be.  
 

 (PAUSE) 
 



LORNE: (NORMAL VOICE) Evie? Evie dear? 
 

EVIE: Yes Mr. Lorne? 
 

LORNE: 

Girl number, uhm, 6, the red-head. What's her 
name?  

 

 
(SFX: FLIPPING PAGES) 

 

EVIE: That’s Erin O’Brian. 
 

LORNE: 

(SLIGHTLY OBVIOUSLY OVER-SELLING IT) 
She's not very good... lets give her the bad news 
'kay my little fruit-cup? 
 

DEMARCO: 
(SUSPICIOUS) She seems fantastic Lorne, are you 
sure? 
 

LORNE: 

(NERVOUS CHUCKLE) Of course... I mean. It's my 
show. Right? Creative license. That Sharon girl [has 
got to go]... 
 

EVIE: (INTERRUPTING, ALMOST BORED) Erin. 
 

LORNE: 
(CORRECTING HIMSELF) Erin girl.. has got to 
go... 
 

DEMARCO: 
(FAKE SHOWBUSINESS-Y) Of course.. of course 
Lorne, whatever you want. It's "your" show after all. 
 

LORNE: (RELIEVED) Thanks boss. I’ll be in my room. 



 

 (SFX: LORNE’S FOOTSTEPS WALK AWAY) 
 

DEMARCO: Evie?  
 

EVIE: Yes Mr. Demarco? 
 

DEMARCO: 
Tell Ms. O’Brian she has the job. I have a feeling I 
need to see more of her... 
 

EVIE: 
(QUIETLY) Yes Mr. Demarco. 
 
 

 
 
006_004 SETTING: LORNE’S DRESSING ROOM 

 

(MUSIC: MELLOW DEAN MARTIN-ISH)  

(SFX: KNOCKING; MUSIC FADES OUT) 

 

LORNE: 

(CALLING OUT) Please be a Sea Breeze and 
something… well… something.  

 

 (SFX: DOOR OPENING) 
 

ERIN: 
(EXCITED) Lorne! You didn't tell me you were 
starting a big show. 
 

LORNE: 
 

Not a Sea Breeze, but you’ll do. (LAUGHS) Sorry 
you didn't get the job cutie. There'll be a basket full 



of jobs for you soon. 

 

ERIN: 
(GIGGLE) Didn't get the job? You're silly. Of course I 
got the job. 
 

LORNE: (SWALLOW) You-you did? 
 

ERIN: 
Yes, Mr. DeMarco said you specifically asked for me 
and that I must be all sorts of special. 
 

LORNE: 

(TRYING TO THINK FAST) Erin. Doll. You don't 
want this job. Maybe you should turn it down... 
(NERVOUS LAUGH)  
 

ERIN: 

Turn it down? (PAUSE) (LAUGH) Oh I get it, you're 
pulling my leg. That's very sweet. You're the first 
really nice guy I've met here. 
 

LORNE: (MUMBLING) Not quite a nice guy. 
 

ERIN: 
(GOING ON, STARRY EYED) It’s just … it’s been 
my dream. To be … well… famous.  
 

LORNE: Everyone wants their 15 minutes chickadee... 
 

ERIN: 
(CHUCKLES) I’d settle for 15 seconds.  

 

LORNE: 
So, I can't change your mind about the show? 
There's a lot of green makeup and... horns. 
 

ERIN: Well you know what they say about red-heads and 



green. Besides, you wear the makeup out all the 
time, least I can do is dress up for the shows. 
 

LORNE: (NERVOUS LAUGH) How about a sea breeze? 
 

ERIN: (SMILING) Sure. 
 

LORNE: 

(TRYING TO CHANGE THE SUBJECT) With your 
moves, you’ll get more than that. Where did you 
learn to dance like that, anyway?  
 

ERIN: 

(SLIGHTLY EMBARRASSED) When I was a little 
girl, I watched Dirty Dancing and A Chorus Line over 
and over again. I memorized the moves and 
performed all the routines for my friends. 
(NERVOUS, EMBARRASSED LAUGHTER)  I 
haven’t told anyone that... 

 

 (SFX: ICE CLINKING AND POURING) 
 

LORNE: 

Sounds like me singing Liza to myself in the 
bathroom.  

 

ERIN:  (GIGGLING) You didn’t!  
 

LORNE: 

I did. Where I came from there was no singing. 
Hell… where I came from was a lot like Hell.  

 

ERIN: That's so sad. 
 



LORNE: 

Not too sad. I got out as soon as I could and it made 
me the de…er… man I am today. One sea breeze.... 

 

ERIN: 

(SMILING) Thank you. I tried to get out earlier… but 
… well… I couldn’t leave my family. They thought I 
couldn’t survive on my own. (PAUSE) I didn’t think 
so either.  
 
(TAKES A DRINK) Mmm. This is really good. 
 

LORNE: 

I used to run a bar, learned how to make sea 
breezes from the best bartender in Los Angeles. Hell 
of a guy and he gave me my first Neil Diamond 
album. So... here’s a toast... to getting out of hell.... 
and Neil Diamond. 
 

ERIN: Cheers!  
 

 (SFX: GLASSES CLINKING) 
 

LORNE: So you finally got out? 
 

ERIN: 

When I turned 18, they kicked me out. It wasn’t like I 
was a model kid. I was always running away, 
sneaking out to clubs to dance… They got tired of 
me. I was never really popular, you know? (SHAKY 
LAUGHTER) Not even with my own family.  

 

LORNE: Yeah, I know what you mean... 
 

ERIN: (SOFT, JUST A HINT OF SEXY) Sounds like we 



have a lot in common... 
 

LORNE: 

I sing, you dance. We both love Sea Breezes, and 
we both had families we didn’t ...fit with. Yes, sugar, 
we have a lot in common.  

 

ERIN: 
(WISTFUL) Hard to find that in this world. (TAKES 
ANOTHER DRINK) It's getting late... I should go. 
 

LORNE: 

(SLIGHTLY FRETFUL, BUT SERIOUS) Go? Alone? 
Come on peach pit, you can stay here... it’s awfully 
late... 
 

ERIN: (CONFUSED, BUT SWEET) It’s 6:30... 
 

LORNE: 

(NERVOUS CHUCKLE) like my mother used to say  
nothing good happens after 6:30.... why don’t you 
stay the night where I can keep an eye on 
(SUDDENLY REALIZING HE CAN’T TELL HER 
HE’S WORRIED ABOUT DEMARCO)... on your 
performance. 
 

ERIN: 
(GIGGLES) Like tutoring? That’d be great... but, I 
don’t have my things... 
 

LORNE: 

Oh, we’ll get something at the gift shop... Vegas is 
meant for sleepovers. I’ll take you out even! I know 
just the place. 
 
 

ERIN: 
(SMILES) You’re such a sweetheart Lorne, but... 
(THOUGHTFUL) I don’t want to inconvenience you.. 
you know.. if you don’t want to... 



 

LORNE: 

(SUDDENLY WARM, ALMOST TENDER) You’re 
not going to inconvenience me apple blossom. I 
just... I’m tired of being where love is a small word... 
 

ERIN: (SOFTLY, UNDERSTANDINGLY) Me too. 
 

 
(MUSIC: FADE IN SOMETHING SOFT AND 
INSTRUMENTAL, KIND OF ROMANTIC)  

 

006_005  SETTING: The Tropicana Quarter 

 (SFX: QUIET SALSA MUSIC, SOME WALKING 
SOUNDS) 

LORNE: Well here you go sweetcheeks. Habana… Vegas-
style! 

 

ERIN: (GIGGLE) Oh Lorne, how’d you know I always 
wanted to travel? 

 

LORNE: Well darling, a lady like you only deserves the 
best, or in the case of two folks who don’t have the 
chance to leave the hotel, the near facsimile of the 
best. Now, shall we stroll, shop, or eat? 

(PAUSE, A MORE SERIOUS TONE) There’s 
nothing to stop you from travel, you know. Mama 
always said, “go forth, try the world.” Vegas can be 
nice, but it’s all just superficial. 



 

ERIN: I kinda like it. Everything is better than the real 
thing. The streets are cleaner, the colors brighter, 
everything is just bigger than life. Where else 
would I meet a guy as different and charming as 
you? 

 

 (SFX: SALSA MUSIC FADES IN) 

ERIN: Oooh lets dance! 

 

LORNE: Dance? Well, what the lady wants… 

 

ERIN: I love to Salsa. There’s just something about letting 
loose and just dancing. The way you (WITH A 
LITTLE PLAYFUL GROWL) move, the way you 
mesh with your partner. (SOUND A BIT OUT OF 
BREATH, ONLY A BIT) I always feel like I can 
just… oh I don’t know… be myself when I’m in 
motion. (PAUSE) Wow, not too bad keeping up 
sailor… 

 

LORNE: (A BIT OUT OF BREATH) I’ve done my time on 
the odd cruise ship, and salsa is a staple for any 
entertainer worth his salt. Oop,heah! 

 



ERIN: (LAUGHS, DELIGHTED) Whoa! Love the spins. 

 

LORNE: Its better up close. (SAID THROUGH A SIGH) 
Erin. 

 

ERIN: (BREATHY) That’s nice too. (IN A RUSH OF 
BREATH) Oh Lorne. 

 

LORNE: (KISSING SOUNDS) 

ERIN: (KISSING SOUNDS) 

LORNE: (BREATHY, EXCITED, DESPERATE) Let’s just 
go, forget the show, forget the hotel, let’s just hop 
on a cruise, we can travel the world while 
entertaining the old bitties with song and dance. 

 

ERIN: What a pretty idea, Lorne. But why should we 
leave when things are going so well? We can keep 
doing the show and save up a little... go to LA? 

 

LORNE: You’re just full of stardust aren’t you twinkle toes? 
(SAD) I hate to break it to you honey, but this... it’s 
all fake. Entertainment scene looks fun and 
glamorous, but scratch the surface and all you see 
is the deep darkness closing in. Pretty people 
hiding their pain in a haze of glitter, glitz and false 



facades. They take someone as good as you and 
use her all up... and I couldn’t stand to see that. 

 

ERIN: (TEASING) Lorne, don’t be so Lifetime movie of 
the week. You are a star! People would kill to be in 
your shoes. I’m just thrilled to be a part of it at all. I 
don’t need anything more than what we have, right 
here, now. 

 

 (SFX: HEAVY BOOTS APPROACH) 

 

MARIO: (CLEARS THROAT) Mr. Lorne, it’s time to return. 

 

LORNE: (FRUSTRATED) What… now? But I… (PAUSE) 

 

MARIO: 

 

(THREATENING SOUND) Mr. DeMarco wants to 
make sure you’re rested before rehearsals 
tomorrow. 

 

LORNE: (SCARED) Erin, doll, we should probably… 

 

ERIN: Go… I- (WISTFUL) I had a great time Lorne. 



 

 

006_006 SETTING: LORNE’S FIRST SHOW 

 (SFX: BACKSTAGE NOISES – GENERAL 
RUNNING AROUND, SOUNDS OF A THEATER 
CROWD FILING IN TO SEE A SHOW, 
INDISTINCT CHATTER) 
 

EVIE:  Places people, places. We're on in five.  
 

ERIN:  Are my horns on straight?  
 

LORNE:  (SAD BUT AFFECTIONATE)  Dollface, you look 
fabulous.  
 

EVIE:  (FRAZZLED AND BUSY)) Lornette number 2. 
Hey, you!. Places. 
 

ERIN:  Oops! Gotta go!  

 
LORNE: (BRAVE AND FREAKED) Hey, cutiepie, what say 

we just skedaddle?  
 

ERIN: Lorne! We’re about to go on! What has gotten into 
you?  
 

LORNE: (DEFLATED) Just, nerves, I guess.  



 
ERIN: Oh silly! You’ll be amazing! Break a leg! 

 
LORNE:  (SADLY) You too, sweetness.  

 
EVIE:  That means you, too, Casanova. Let's go. We’ve 

got a show to do.  

 
LORNE:  Yes, Ma’am!  

 
ANNOUNCE
R:  

Ladies and Gentlemen! Welcome to the 
Tropicana. We're proud to introduce for the first 
time ever on our stage, the amazing, the fabulous, 
the green, Lorne! And his Lornettes!  

 
 (SFX: POLITE APPLAUSE; AFTER ALL THE 

AUDIENCE DOESN’T KNOW LORNE … YET.) 
 

LORNE:  Thank you and welcome! I want to start off with a 
number that is near and dear to all of our hearts. 
It's one of my standards and I hope you'll sing 
along with me. One, two, three.  

 
 (MUSIC: COMES IN ON THE SECOND LINE OF 

THE SONG)  
 

LORNE:  (SINGING) First I was afraid  I was 
petrified  Kept thinking I could never live  without 
you by my side  But I spent so many 



nights  thinking how you did me wrong  I grew 
strong  I learned how to carry on  
 

LORNE:  (SPEAKING) Hit it, girls!  
 

LORNETTES 
& LORNE:  

and so you're back  from outer space  I just 
walked in to find you here with that sad look upon 
your face 
 

LORNE:  (SPEAKING) Sing it, girl!  
 

GIRL IN 
CROWD:  

(SHAKY) I should have changed my stupid lock  I 
should have made you leave your key  If I had 
known for just one second  you'd be back to 
bother me  
 

 (MUSIC: FADE OUT) 

 
006_007 SETTING: UNDER THE SEA  

 (MUSIC: THE GAMBLER)  

 

 (SFX: STANDARD UNDER THE SEA SOUNDS – 
USE WHATEVER HAS BEEN USED IN PREVIOUS 
EPISODES)  

 



FRANK  Angel Eyes, what have you done to yourself? Who’d 
you piss off?  

 

ANGEL  Frank? You’re here? But you’re…  

 

FRANK  Dead? Yeah… I know. Gotta say, not a bad gig. 
Granted it’s nothing like living in New York, New 
York, but then… well… you know.  

 

ANGEL:  No… this can’t… can’t be happening… Wait.. is 
Dean here too? If I think about something else I 
can…  

 

DEAN:  What? Think us away? Nah, man. It doesn’t happen 
like that. You of all people know that. We’re here for 
a little while. You know… just to keep you company.  

 

SAMMY:  Yeah, baby. Just here to visit and have a nice jaw. 
About old times. Vegas times, baby.  

 

ANGEL:  Sammy? What’s this aboutVegas? But … nothing 
really happened in Vegas…  

 



JOEY:  It don’t matter, Ange {pronounced ANJ}. We’re just 
here to keep you company.  

 

DEAN:  Joey, isn't that what I just said? Go get Angel a drink, 
man.  

 

JOEY:  Aw, man, do I gotta Dean? It's not like he'll be able to 
really drink it.  

 

FRANK:  Scram, willya Joey?  

 

SAMMY:  We need drinks if we're talking Vegas times.  

 
JOEY:  But...  

 

ANGEL:  I think I might want that drink...  

 
JOEY:  (HUGE DRAMATIC SIGH) 'Kay. Be right back. Don't 

talk about anything import... (AND HE BLINKS OUT 
MID-WORD)  

 

 (SFX: BLINKING OUT SOUND) 



 

PETER:  (SLIGHTLY FLUSTERED) My, wasn't that sudden.  

 

ANGEL:  What happened? Where'd he go? 

  

FRANK:  Hey Angel Eyes, there is someone else that wants to 
talk to you.  

 

ANGEL:  Frank, look. I'm not ready to talk to you guys and I 
am definitely not ready to talk to anyone else.  

 

FRANK:  What? You gotta date you're late for?  

 

BUGSY:  Ange, buddy, how's that backhand? Still chokin' on 
the cross?  

 

ANGEL:  (PAUSE) Bugsy...?  

 
BUGSY:  No, the Easter Bunny. Man, Ange, you was always 

a little slow, you know what I mean?  
 

ANGEL:  Frank...(PAUSE) ...Frank? Dean...? Where did 



they...  
 

BUGSY:  They had things they needed to do. Like you and I. 
We have things we need to do. You know?  

 
ANGEL:  What I needed was that drink... or a hogie. We 

used to have great hogies Bugs. 

 
BUGSY:  Forget the drink, Ange. We gotta talk serious. You 

got some problems, buddy. Some real problems. 
And I'm not talkin' stuck in a box at the bottom of 
the ocean problems.  

 
ANGEL:  (KIND OF HYSTERICAL) You’ve gotta be kiddin’ 

me. Bigger problems than that? I’d say that was 
pretty big. But then I’m the one stuck in the box.  

 
BUGSY:  Remember Sedway?  

 
ANGEL:  Sedway…? Sorta… I think… Why?  

 
BUGSY:  Ange, I think he was the one that did me. At my 

own house, that dirty rat bastard.  
 

ANGEL:  Okay…  
 

BUGSY:  He needs to get his, Ange.  
 



ANGEL:  Bugsy, he's dead. Just like you. Just like me. 
Well… not just like me, but… dead. And Bugs… 
Bugsy?  
 

CORDELIA:  (DREAMLIKE, SOUNDS KIND OF DISTANT) 
Angel, haven't you slept long enough?  
 

ANGEL:  ...who is that? I can't see you.  

 
CORDELIA: (A LITTLE LOUDER, A LITTLE LESS 

DREAMLIKE) Angel, you don't have to see me to 
know who I am.  
 

ANGEL:  Cordy?  
 

CORDELIA:  (SHOUTING) WAKE UP!  

 
 

006_008 SETTING: LORNE’S SHOW  

 

 (MUSIC: “I WILL SURVIVE” TOWARDS THE 
MIDDLE OF THE SONG, LORNE IS WORKING 
THE CROWD) 
  

LORNE:  Hey, sugar, what’s your name?  
 

NINA:  Nina…  
 



LORNE:  Nina, ready to belt this with me?  
 

NINA:  Oh, I don’t know…  
 

LORNE:  Hit it!  
 

NINA:  (SADLY OFF KEY AND STAMMERING) Go on 
now go walk out the door  just turn around 
now  'cause you're not welcome 
anymore  weren't you the one who tried to hurt 
me with goodbye  you think I'd crumble  you 
think I'd lay down and die  
 

WOMAN IN 
CROWD:  

(SINGING) Oh no, not I  I will survive  as long 
as I know how to love  I know I will stay 
alive  I've got all my life to live  I've got all my 
love to give  and I'll survive  I will survive  
 

LORNE:  (SINGING) I will surviiiivvvee - yeah!  
 

 (SFX: APPLAUSE; OBVIOUS THAT THE 
CROWD IS HAVING FUN ) 
(SFX: FADE CROWD OUT TO GENERAL 
MINGLING) 

CROWD: Yeah! Woohoo! (Whistles, other signs of enjoying 
the show - adlib) 
 

LORNE: Another night, another show, another crowd 
demanding things… Well I’d rather answer to the 



crowd than to –Nina! Sweetheart, you were 
fantastic! Kudos to you and your talent, you really 
should show off that voice somewhere, I hear they 
are having auditions at the Excalibur Hotel, go 
there now! No time like the present! 
 

NINA: Well thank you Mr. Lorne, you flatter me. I just 
wanted to get your autograph. I had such a great 
time. You know it was my sister's idea to come to 
Vegas... she says I stress out too much, but I 
thought it was a dumb idea.... but you were really 
great. 
 

LORNE: Oh cupcake, this town is a world of its own. 
Complete with snow globes and all other sorts of 
terrors. But thank you, you are too kind. 
 

NINA: It just seems like everything in Vegas is bright 
lights and glitter... something fake and pretentious 
about the whole thing. But you... it sounds silly I 
know, but you seem real. 
 

LORNE: (EMBARRASSED) It's the horns honey, makes 
everything seem more legit... 
 

NINA: Don't brush it off, really, singing for you was... 
(searching for the right word) inspiring? I'm an art 
student and just really.. Really tired of art at the 
moment. When you go to school to study art you 
get a lot of folks saying what a dumb idea it is... 
how you need a real career... talk like that makes 
a girl think she doesn't got a purpose... she's not 



destined for greatness... 
 

LORNE: Don't sweat it, it's what I do, giving entertainment 
and joy to the masses... now, really, check out the 
Excalibur Hotel... tell them Lorne sent you and 
they'll give you a sea breeze on the house. Just 
don't stay here too long, k? You have important 
things to do. 
 

 

006_009 SETTING: LORNE’S DRESSING ROOM  

 

 (SFX: SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING, DISTANT 
APPLAUSE, DOOR CLOSING, SILENCE) 
  

LORNE:  Okay, Lorne. Maybe you're wrong. Nina...maybe 
she's not an important part of Angel's destiny. 
And maybe she's not in trouble. I 
mean...you've...or, I've been wrong before. Well, 
ok, I haven't been wrong...but… I'll just call Angel 
and the gang. I'll call them and just warn them 
there might be a little trouble.  

 
 (SFX: DIALING OF A TOUCH TONE PHONE, 

PHONE RINGING ON THE OTHER END) 
 

LORNE: (FRUSTRATED) Hey, gang, we have a situation 
here in Vegas. I wish you guys would learn to pick 
up the phone! I found a girl and she sang and it 
wasn't pretty....I mean, the singing was bad, but 



her future was even more grim...and well...  

 

CORDELIA:   (VOICE ON ANSWERING MACHINE) Hi, you've 
reached Angel Investigations. We can't come to 
the phone right now, but if you leave your name 
and number, we'll get back to you as soon as 
possible. Thanks! And wait for the beep. 

 
 (SFX: VOICEMAIL BEEP) 

(SFX: KNOCK ON THE DOOR) 
 

LORNE:  (RUSHED) (NERVOUS LAUGH) Hi guys.. just 
wanted to tell you I’m doing GREAT in Vegas... 
Give FLUFFY my love.  

 
 
 

(SFX: HANGING UP THE PHONE) 
 

LORNE:  
 

Come in!  

 (SFX: DOOR OPENING) 
 

ERIN:  (HUMMING CHORUS FROM “I WILL SURVIVE”)  
 

LORNE:  (GENUINELY GLAD TO SEE HER) There’s my 
little ray of… (SUDDENLY CONCERNED) 
Sunshine? Oh…. Oh… that’s not… oh dear…  

 
ERIN:  What's wrong? You look like you've seen a ghost. 

And for a guy that's green... that's sayin' 



somethin'...  

 
LORNE:  (FLUSTERED) I ... that is... um...  

 
ERIN:  Lorne, seriously, You're scaring me. Here, take 

your sea breeze... (PAUSE) Or, I’ll hold it, just… 

 
LORNE:  I ... um... you need to stay... no... no... go! That's 

it. LA, the cruise, go away! Far away! Don't come 
back!  

 
ERIN:  Go? Lorne, I know that this is new and strange 

and weird, but I'm not going anywhere, we talked 
about this. Well, not until I hit it big. (STARTS 
SINGING) I will survive! Oh as long as...  

 
LORNE:  (HORRIFIED) Stop! No more singing!  

 
ERIN:  (OFFENDED) Well that's fine, isn't it? I'm not 

THAT bad... am I?  

 
LORNE:  No, no...it's just. (SIGHS) I need that sea breeze.  

 
ERIN:  (ANGRY) Here! Fine! Take it.  

 
 (SFX: SPLASH OF LIQUID HITTING A BODY, 

DOOR OPENING AND SLAMMING SHUT – 
MAYBE SOUNDS OF SOMEONE STAMPING IN 



HIGH HEELS) 
  

LORNE:  Ah, just perfect. I try to save two women...and I 
get a drink thrown in my face. I'm really not cut 
out for this hero stuff.  
 

 

006_010 SETTING: DEMARCO’S OFFICE   

 (SFX: DOOR OPENING AND CLOSING) 
 

LORNE:  Mr. DeMarco, you called for me?  

 
DEMARCO:  Lorne! Yes. Please have a seat. Mario, get Mr. 

Lorne a Sea Breeze. 

 
LORNE:  Uh... yeah... sure... You know, it's been a long 

night. Three shows and all. I really need some 
sleep.  

 
DEMARCO:  Of course. I understand. But first, we need to 

finish today's business, ok?  
 

LORNE:  Okay…  
 

DEMARCO:  Good, good. Mario! The other vodka. The good 
stuff! So, Mario here tells me that you got 13 
people to sing for you tonight.  

 



LORNE:  (NERVOUSLY) That many…?  
 

DEMARCO:  Yeah... that many... so tell me... any winners?  

 
LORNE:  No, not really. Lots of soccer moms and an 

interior designer. (WHISPERS) A bad one. 
(REGULAR VOLUME) And...a kindergarten 
teacher. So, nothing good tonight. Always 
tomorrow. And now if you'll excuse me.  
 

DEMARCO:  What's your hurry? Sit down, Lorne.  
 

LORNE:  Okay…  
 

DEMARCO:  You know, that's funny you should say that.  
 

LORNE:  (LAUGHING NERVOUSLY) Funny?  

 
DEMARCO:  

   

Mario says that there was one girl you got kinda 
nervous around when she sang for you. What 
was the number, Mario? I Will Survive?  

 

MARIO: Yeah, boss. 
 

LORNE:  Ah, yeah, well...women, they make me nervous. 
I have… mother issues. (NERVOUS 
LAUGHTER)  
 



DEMARCO:  Let me show you a picture from the show.  

 
 (SFX: PAPER BEING MOVED) 

 
DEMARCO: So, why did this girl make you so nervous? 

This… what was her name, Mario? 

 
MARIO: Nina, Boss. 

 
LORNE:  Nina? Um, I wasn't nervous about her. Just 

nervous in general. You know...there's no 
business like –  
 

DEMARCO:  Yeah, like show business. But, remember what 
my business is, Lorne? My business means that 
if you don't tell me this girl’s future - you don't 
have a show anymore. (HARSH) You don't have 
nothing. No Nina, no Lornettes, no snow globes, 
no sea breezes. Nothing.  
 

LORNE:  But… (NERVOUS) I really...don't know 
(SWALLOWS) what you're talking about, Mr. 
DeMarco. I was impressed by her… Singing 
talent. I thought she could perform somewhere. 
 

DEMARCO:  (CALMER) You know what, Lorne - I'm a 
reasonable man. I'll give you until this time 
tomorrow. Then you tell me what I want to know. 
And if you don't, (VERY SERIOUS) I’ll pink slip 
one of the girls from the act. Capisce?  



 
LORNE:  I don’t…  

 
MARIO:  (MENACINGLY) Capisce?  

 
DEMARCO:  Mario, escort Mr. Lorne to his room. And Lorne, 

I'll talk to (EMPHASIS ON YOU) you tomorrow 
night.  
 

 

006_011 SETTING: LORNE’S DRESSING ROOM 

 (SFX: ICE DROPPING INTO A GLASS) 
 

 (MUSIC: SOMETHING BLUES-Y) 
 

LORNE:  Oh, Lorne, old buddy, you sure are in the soup 
now. Come on... think. How can you get around 
this?  

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

Face it. You can't get around this. Give the man 
what he wants. If you don't... well... splitsville 
doesn't even begin to describe it.  
 

LORNE:  How can you say that? Angel needs Nina. She's 
part of his...destiny!  

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

And if you don't tell DeMarco, he'll kill Erin.  

 



LORNE:  (TORMENTED) Erin...  

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

And he'll kill you, too.  

 
LORNE:  (TORMENTED) Me....  

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

And what's Angel's destiny compared to two 
lives? Erin’s an innocent. Nina isn’t going to play 
THAT great a part. 

 

LORNE:  No, I can’t. Nina is sending out the huge hero 
vibes... the PTBs --   

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

Fine. Be Gangster Target Practice. Condemn 
the love of your life to death.  
 

LORNE:  That's not fair!  
 

MIRROR 
LORNE:  

Angel can take care of himself. But Erin? What 
is she going to do? Sing him to death?  
 

LORNE:  (WISTFULLY) Actually, she's not that bad.  
 

MIRROR 
LORNE:  

See, you know. She could have a future. A real 
one.  

 
LORNE:  I think I love Erin…  



 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

Then let DeMarco know what he wants to know. 
It’s high time you did something for yourself. 
 

LORNE:  But the PTB…  
 

MIRROR 
LORNE:  

What about them? Powers that Be USELESS. 
What are they going to do with you if you’re 
dead? Nothing.  
 

LORNE:  But Angel... he's going to need Nina... 
somehow...  

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

And you need Erin.  
 

LORNE:  I do but...I just. I...  

 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

You what? You want to be miserable, or worse - 
dead?  
 

LORNE:  I just can't do this. (SNAPPING OUT OF HIS 
FOG) I won't tell DeMarco Nina’s destiny. I’ll…I’ll 
figure something out.  
 

MIRROR 
LORNE:  

Makes no never mind to me, buddy. It's your 
funeral. Just remember, it's Erin's, too.  
 

LORNE:  No, I'll save her. We'll find a way. There is 
always a way.  



 
MIRROR 
LORNE:  

Yes, but that way is a one way ticket. Are you 
sure you’re willing to risk it? Is Angel worth it? 
 

LORNE:  If he isn’t, who else is?  
 

 

006_012 SETTING: DEMARCO’S OFFICE  

 

 (SFX: DOOR OPENING) 
 

 (MUSIC: MACK THE KNIFE INSTRUMENTAL) 
 

LORNE:  Mr. DeMarco?  
 

DEMARCO:  Lorne! You're here early. Good to see you. How 
did your shows go?  

 
LORNE:  Good, good…  

 
DEMARCO:  And now you're gonna make good on our deal, 

right?  

 
LORNE:  Yeah… about that…  

 
DEMARCO:  You're not going to welch on me now, are you, 

Lorne? I've been a patient man.  



 
LORNE:  Oh, you have, Mr. DeMarco. Very patient... 

Thing is... I can't tell you something I don't really 
know.  
 

DEMARCO:  Lorne, let me ask you a serious question.  

 
LORNE:  (PAUSE) Yes…  

 
DEMARCO:  (ANGRY) Do you take me for a fool? Do you 

think I'm a stupid man? Do you think I made it 
this far in this business without knowing how to 
read a man? Because demon or no, a man is a 
man. And you, my friend, are lying to me. Mario, 
is there anything I hate worse than a liar?  
 

MARIO:  No, Mr. DeMarco.  
 

DEMARCO:  Lorne, you’re gonna regret this decision. 
 

LORNE:  (A HINT OF DESPERATION) Mr. DeMarco, I'm 
not lying, sir. I really don't know.  

 
DEMARCO:  Mario, please escort Mr. Lorne to his room. He 

has another long day ahead of him.  
 

LORNE:  (MORE DESPERATE) You have to believe me. 
 

DEMARCO:  Good night.  



 
 (SFX: DOOR OPENING AND CLOSING) 

 
 

006_013 SETTING: LORNE’S DRESSING ROOM & DRESSING 
ROOM C   

 (MUSIC: SOMETHING JAZZY IN THE 
BACKGROUND) 
 

LORNE:  Breathe. It's going to be okay. Except for the fact 
that I seem to be talking to myself more often 
than usual lately. Where is Erin with my sea 
breeze? Doesn’t that lovely girl know I need a 
sea breeze before I get on stage?  

 
 (SFX: DOOR OPENING) 

 
EVIE:  Do you need something, Mr. Lorne?  

 
LORNE:  I'm looking for my sea breeze.  

 
EVIE:  Oh, here it is. Tammy has it.  

 
LORNE:  Oh... thanks, Tammy. Why didn't Erin bring it?  

 
EVIE:  Oh, didn't you hear? She got pink slipped today.  

 



LORNE:  Pink slipped? I didn't authorize that...where is 
she now?  

 
EVIE:  She was in Dressing Room C changing out of 

her costume.  

 
LORNE:  Thanks, Evie.  

 
 (SFX: RUNNING, DOOR OPENING) 

 
LORNE:  Erin, I heard about... (PAUSE AND THEN 

TERRIFIED) Erin!  

 
ERIN:  (CRYING) Lorne! 

 
DEMARCO: Just in time Lorne. Have a seat. 

 

LORNE: (NEAR TEARS HIMSELF) No, let her go! 

 

DEMARCO: Remember what I said about choices Lorne? 
Your choices have severely limited Erin’s future. 
Mario here and his 9mm -- 

 

ERIN: (AFRAID, CRYING) Lorne? What’s going on? 

 

LORNE:  She’s not part of this Mr. DeMarco, please. Let 



her go I’ll tell you everything. I’ll keep performing. 
Just please, let her go. 

 
DEMARCO:  Good to hear you changed your mind Lorne. I’m 

very happy to hear that. 

 
LORNE: (HOPEFUL) So you’ll let her go? 

 
DEMARCO:  Of course not. 

 
 (SFX: GUN BEING COCKED) 

 
 LORNE: NO! 

 
ERIN: (AT THE SAME TIME AS LORNE AND 

FRANTIC, STILL CRYING) Lorne?! 

 
LORNE:  (FAST) Look at me baby, it’s going to be okay. 

Just look at me. 
 

 (SFX: GUN SHOT) 

(SFX: BODY FALL) 
 

LORNE:  (CRYING) 
 

DEMARCO:  Real shame. She was very beautiful. 
 



LORNE:  (CRYING) You... you.... BASTARD! 
 

DEMARCO:  Mario, bring Lorne a tissue and another sea 
breeze. And make sure to report this unfortunate 
suicide to the police. Get Mr. Lorne to his 
dressing room. He has a show to do. You know 
what they say. The show must go on.  

 
 

006_014 SETTING: LORNE’S DRESSING ROOM  

 

 (SFX: TIRED WALKING, DOOR OPENING AND 
CLOSING) 
 

 (MUSIC: THE GAMBLER INSTRUMENTAL) 
 

LORNE:  I need to listen to another song. This Kenny Rogers is 
killing me.  

 
 (SFX: CHANGING CDS) 

 
 (MUSIC: SOMETHING SAD AND MOROSE LIKE 

STRANGERS IN THE NIGHT) 
 

LORNE:  That’s more like it. (MUSIC PLAYS FOR A FEW 
MORE SECONDS AND CONTINUES UNDER THE 
MONOLOGUE) Melancholy… blue… like me… 
(PAUSE) I need another drink…  



 
 (SFX: ICE CUBES DROPPING INTO A GLASS) 

  
LORNE:  Damnit, ice cube. Why do they always roll under 

things?  

 
 (SFX: LORNE SHUFFLING UNDER SURFACE - 

MAYBE BED) 
 

LORNE:  What’s this? (PAUSE) (DISTRAUGHT, GASPING 
FOR WORDS) It’s hers… one of her… (CRYING) 
chips … from that first night… when we came back 
here… How did this.. (CRYING) Oh, Erin... I'm so... 
sorry. I couldn't... (CRYING) Sweetie, how did I let this 
happen. How did this happen...you are....you were 
so...  
 

 (MUSIC: ENDS) 
 

LORNE:  I don't know what I'm going to do without you...Erin.  

 
 (MUSIC: “I WILL SURVIVE” STARTS) 

 
LORNE:  (SHAKING AND STUMBLING AROUND THE 

WORDS) First I was afraid 

  I was (DISTRAUGHT) petrified.  

 
 (MUSIC: FADE OUT) 



 
   

THE END 


