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ONLY KIDDING!
' by Jim Geoghan
Nightclub basement in Brooklyn - Present - Tom (20°s) - Jerry (205

JERRY: ([After a few beats, enters from the bathroom wiping his hards
on a paper towel.) Whese's Sal?

TOM: He just left. How do you feel?
JERRY: Terrific! /1 swear, 1| never felt better in my whole lifsf
Where's the contract? You didn’t give it back to Sal, did you?

TOM: No, it's right here. %
JERRY: (Takes pen and readies to sign.) Good, good...1 didn't sign-':f':l
it yet. L

TOM: Jerry...
JERRY: (Looking at contract.) You didn't sign it either.

TOM: 1 know. I thought we should talk about it first.
JERRY: What's to talk about? We're going to do the Buddy King+

Show. Oh, man! We're gonna be rich, you know that? Rich!
Tommy, ['m gonna buy you your own set of Korean twins. :
TOM: Jerry...

JERRY: Uh uh uh uh...
TON: Jerry!

JERRY: Yeah?

TOM: 1 think signing a management contract with Sal could be the
worst mistake of our entire lives.

JERRY: 1 think it's the best thing that ever happened to us.

TOM: ‘Well, at least we don't disagree by much.

JERRY: Tom, Sal's got us our shot. All we have to do is sign.

gt

I insist.
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% fuck up the best chance of my life.
- me, Kelly. You don’t know ths way my gut

. King Show. "Another young comedian, and anof
~und a bright and funny young comedian...

'~ million people!

. TOM: Jerry...

- JERRY: Shut up! Pve waited for that night all of my life it seems.

2 Because sitting out there in Ame

ERRY:

- TOM: And you get paid in chips, man. Casino chips.

window, and 1 know you, Jerry.
bluckjack tables.

' that aren’t even paid for yet! Watching
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etting involved with Sal.
Aw, Sal's a pussyeat.’ So what if he’s a liitle mobbed up?

oM: A "little mobbed up!" te named his first born daughter Jimmy

‘& e Weasell It’s not worth it, Jarry. You should see his contract. It's
for seven years. Seven years, Jerry.

JERRY: Seven's my lucky nuaber.
TONi: Sal wants thirty percent before un agent takes his ten. He wants

o pui us Im lounges...lounges! Opening for guys who sing "Feelings"

§ and play the accordion.

& JERRY: The Buddy King Show, Tommy.
TOM: Lounges don't pay

_ home after taxes'll be less thar, three hundred each. Then you've got

o pay living expenses...

)
more than a thousand a week. Our take-

ERRY: [ don’t want to hear this!
Sure, you cun

cash them in, but it's a long vialk through the casino to the cashier's
You'd never make it past the

IERRY: Oh, you know me real good, don’t you? So good you can
Well, you don't know shiz about

aches to get on the Buddy
ther young comedian,
" but never us! Me! Tweuly

rica’in some perfectly pathetic domestic
situation...sitting in their vgly, drunken fat...is every mother fuckin’
sonofabitch who ever shit on me! They're all out there! Married to
each other, drowning in hopelessness.. Watching me! On televisions
me!!! The ones who tormented

The bitches who giggled behind my

and teased and humiliated me.
The fuckheads

back! Their bovfriends who stole my lunch money!

TOM: All we have to do is not sign...keep doing good shows, get j ‘who-called me Jew boy! You know what's going on with them now?!

better and better as an act. We'll get on the Buddy King Show withoui A

Goldstein on the Buddy King

—_—

Their lives add up to zip! There’s Jerry
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Show... Their lives add up to less than zip. It's Jerry Goldstein, - & ., think you are?!! You arc no onell!

TOM: Boy, will they be sorry. - % 77oM lunges at Jerry and pins him against the wall, JERRY loses none
JERRY: Dama right. Wonder what they'll all do. of his rage-)

TOM: They'll probably kill themselves. 3 ToM: Stop it!!!

JERRY: I could dig that. I want to do that show, Tom. -  JERRY: Get out!!!

STOM: T know. And we will someday. 4 ToM: Stop!!!

JERRY: [ want to do it...row! 8 JERRY Ain i shiflll

TOM: The price is too high. 3 TOM: Stepl!l -

JERRY: Don't stand in my way. § [ERRY: Hate your fuckin’ guts!!!
TOM: ['m right beside you. You just can't see me. 4 (TOM Slaps Jerry hard across the face. it stops JERRY cold.) )

JERRY: I want you to sign this, and [ waat you to sign it right now. TOM: What are you, crazy? Who sat up with you in Atlanta Whﬁ:“
TOM: Who are you? Have we mei? You look a lot like my partner I you thought you were going to die? Who? You so coked up you can t
JERRY: Sign this. "% emember? You remember a hundred and five fever? Who stayed up

i- TOM: No way. % vou for two days and nights? Was it Buddy King? Was it Sal?
JERRY: Your last chance. Sign it or else. ~ 4 Who .got his jaw broke in Pittsburgh? You thought it'd be funny to call
TOM: Is being pathetic an Olympic sport yet? If it is, you should try & some guy a "dumb fuckin’ Pollack!” Turns out he was! Who got his

out for the team. - § jaw broke?!! Who was i1 A few minutes ago you were ready to burn
JERRY: You signing? 4 Sal forever! Work the city, find a new agent. Burn the OM. one! !‘IUW
TOM: Read my lips—no fucking way! +3 you want to burn me? Just like that? Is it that easy? Isit? Is it?!
JERRY: Get out. 4 Are you in there? Are you in there somewhere? -
TOM: What? $ gmmmﬁﬂp;}&_—pwm_fsm_ After severat-reatshe 1215780
JERRY: 1 said get out. afJgrry;'-'JERRrgﬂMs_IuﬂlﬁzWﬁ'fﬁ"ﬁw_ﬂbfr"’hﬂﬁb%"
TOM: Get out of where? IS oles a ﬁﬂ_ﬂiﬂm’ﬂﬂwﬂf—uﬁwmﬁm-@_
meb&ff’mﬂngmm&ﬁﬁmm 3 napkin-on—the, froor,picks—it-up-and-prepares 10 make notes oft the
articles toward the doos—Tom s hat, coat,-hri Asing at g rapkin. i
i _deer) e P EE?{RY); Okay. No problem here. I'm going to do the Buddy King

.; WJERR;Y: Eptoit ol s MY dressing room! Getoutofmy-dressing & Show on my own. That's what Il do. I'm going to take all the bits
l : [ thought up...do "em on my OWQ. Make a list here. Write l]'kl:n;'l. uowr:
oo it just like you do. "Tom’s a wiiter...the brains of the team... Hah!

JERRY: We're through. I'm sick and tired of this shit! You're 1 You don’t write. You type! Make a list...all our bits. Work solo and

J holding me back! We're through! Get out of here! 1 dothe bits 1 thought up. I'm takin’ my bits, Kelly. And I'm W
-:. TOM: ‘What are you doing? new ones. Brand new bits...make a list...yeah.
i JERRY: Qut!!! Get outta herelll Get...out!l! TOM: You didn't forget.
A TOM: Stop!!! \ JERRY: What? ,
1 JERRY: ~Puti ea-thimg like this-te-me?!!! Who the fuck  § TOM: On stage tonight. You didn't forget the new material?
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by James McLure
A VA hospital - 1970's - Silvio (20's-30"s) - Woodruff (30°s)

JERRY: I'll write funnier stuff than that. :
TOM: You were scared. Isaw it in your eyes, Jerry. It was time to ¥
launch into the new material on stage. You took a beat, "iﬂmmt.rad ¢
around, then jumped into the old material. The safe stuff. The smﬂ' 1
J we’ve done a million times. And I said to myself, "Holy shit! He's R
| scared...” It was all over your face, man, You had the sama - §
i - expression you have right now. 45
;f[ JERRY: I'm going to-send you a color TV. Kelly. A great big one,
ﬁ[ You can waich me kill on the Buddy King Show. Alone. Without you, §
i TOM: Yeah, sure. You do that.
il JERRY: I will.
1 TOM: Looks like you've got everything you need. Your paper, your
& | pencil, yourself... (Indicates bottle.) Your inspiration. Oops, almost
i forgot. Your reason. Gotta have a reason, Jer. (Finds the cassette. §
recorder and brings it to the table where he sets it down in front of 5%
; Jerry.) Can't do comedy without a good, solid, realistic reason. Here,
B (TOM presses the play button on the recorder. We hear the same wild
audience APPLAUSE and WHISTLES we heard before. JERRY listens

Silvio - An ltalian American. Street-wise, tough, but not crusl
Woodruff Gately - A young southerner, childlike

Gately and Silvio are fellow VA hospital residents. Silvio 15 a
slick ladies’ man who has lost his manhood in an explosion in
Vietnam. His irrespressible nature helps to keep his spirits high,
however, and here he takes it upon himself to tutor Gately, a
slow literal fellow, in the ways of romance.

~ SILVIO: Did you ever ask yourself the secret of incredible sexual
~ power over women?

GATELY: No.

SILVIO: Why the nurses can't resist me?

GATELY: The nurses hate you, Silvio.

SILVIO: Ah. That's what they would have you believe.

GATELY: They got me belicvin’ it.

~ STLVIO: You wanna hear a great line for picking girls up?
GATLEY: Sure.

SILVIO: Now this works best for Catholic girls.

GATELY: OK.

SILVIO: You tell 'em you're a priest.

GATELY: A priest.

SILVIO: OK. Look, we’ll set the scene. This is what they call settin’
the scene. Now you're sitting there. At the table. What can this table
be? .

GATELY: A table.

SILVIO: OK. We'll make it a table. We're in a night club.
GATELY: Can it be a single’s joini?

SILVIO: Gaiely, you been to a single joint?

GATELY: No.

SILVIO: OK, I tell you what. In settin’ the scene we'll make this a
single’s joint.

I sadly exits. - The LIGHT slowly fades to black.)

"% GATELY: (Awed.) Where'd you learn all this?




