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CHARACTERS

CASPER, eighteen. An Internet-famous pop star whose pubescent good 
looks are preparing to fade.

WILKES NOLAN, thirty-seven. His manager.

POPPY CARTER, sixteen. An Amazin' Media princess.

SCARLET STREET, twenty-four. A gossip reporter.

DONNIE LINDBERGH, forty-five. The house detective.

MOMMA CASPER, thirty-seven. The single mother of the aging star.



ACT ONE

An opulent penthouse atop the Amazin' 
Entertainment Resort and Casino in Las 
Vegas. At left, behind a bank of glass 
sliding doors, a balcony overlooks 
sunset on the strip. At right, a 
private elevator to the lobby.

The suite is the height of wood-paneled 
70s decadence. A sofa, bar and loads of 
plush ugliness. Doors to two bedrooms, 
a bathroom and a kitchenette. Running 
through the glass doors is a high-
tension zipline.

Casper dances to his newest track. 
Wilkes beams, and Scarlet circles the 
star, snapping pictures of him as he 
poses. She stops, but Casper keeps 
dancing until turns off the stereo. 
Wilkes hands the sweaty young singer a 
towel.

SCARLET
(into her recorder)

Hear that, world? Scarlet Street coming to you live from the 
penthouse of the Amazin' Resort & Casino, that's Las Vegas, 
where Casper the golden wonder has just given me a preview of-
-what was that called?

CASPER
I'm Trouble Like What. And I'll be sharing it with the world 
in seventy seven minutes, live from the stage of the Fatty 
Arbuckle Memorial Arena. You see the zipline? I'm taking a 
zipline.

SCARLET
Tell us, Casper. What's going through that luscious head of 
yours?

CASPER
I think, and I say this humbly, this is the most important 
cultural event in the history of America. A lotta people in 
this business are jerks, are fakes, but my whole career, ever 
since, Hello, I'm Casper, has proven that nice guys can 
succeed. And--

SCARLET
It's been a long four months, hasn't it?

Wilkes covers her microphone.



WILKES
Tread lightly.

SCARLET
Careful, Wilkes. Touch a girl's mic, she's liable to get 
excited.

(to Casper)
--What about the Red Rocks freakout?

Wilkes sits behind Scarlet miming 
answers for Casper.

CASPER
We have no comment.

SCARLET
How would you respond if someone said -- hm. How can I put 
this politely? That like Mussolini, your career's been shot 
through the heart and strung up in the town square?

CASPER
I'd say that's not a very nice thing to tell someone on his 
birthday. 

SCARLET
Where's your mother?

CASPER
St. Paul.

SCARLET
Why isn't she here to manage your comeback?

CASPER
It's not a comeback, and Wilkes is my manager.

SCARLET
But she named you.

CASPER
Most mothers do.

SCARLET
She named you twice. What's your real name?

CASPER
Secret.

SCARLET
Is it true she breast fed you until you were seven?
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CASPER
I never kiss and tell. Scarlet, I know you're just doing your 
job, but there are forty-five thousand screaming fans out 
there waiting for me to slide down that zipline into their 
hearts. There's nothing you could say to rattle me. 

SCARLET
Nothing?

WILKES
Really, Scarlet. A serious question.

She jams a trashcan on Wilkes' head.

SCARLET
Your mother. Your mother, your mother, your mother. Single 
mom, taught you to sing, to dance, struggling against the 
odds -- the odds! -- until this knight in shining trashcan 
found you on YouTube and gave you to the world. Inspiring 
story.

CASPER
Wait'll you see the Lifetime movie.

SCARLET
Is it true she tried to kill your ex-girlfriend for being 
unpopular?

CASPER
(slowly)

Unpopular? Unpopular! Nobody, not in my suite, nobody talks 
like that about Misty Sparkelstaar! 

He flees to his bedroom.

SCARLET
Red Rocks, Casper! The public needs to know! 

Wilkes escapes the trashcan.

WILKES
(exhausted)

Tune in kids, eight o'clock on the Amazin' Entertainment 
Network.

Wilkes turns off her recorder.

SCARLET
You call that an exclusive? Dammit Wilkes, he didn't give me 
anything I couldn't get off the back of a cereal box, and if 
you try to tell me there's no story--

WILKES
--There's no story here.
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SCARLET
Damn you. Read my card.

WILKES
Scarlet Street, Importer.

SCARLET
That means I'm an important reporter. An importer.

WILKES
Balderdash.

SCARLET
Look me in the eyes. Do it. I know you'll like it. They're 
lavender. There's no chance Captain Bruce kills the tour?

WILKES
On the record? Things are peachier than Atlanta, Georgia. Off 
the record? They're even peachier. 

She bangs on Casper's door.

SCARLET
Two words, Casper -- empty seats. 

He opens his door, blows a raspberry in 
her face and shuts the door.

SCARLET
Happy fucking birthday! I'm using your bathroom.

WILKES
Go ahead.

SCARLET
I didn't ask.

She exits to Wilkes' bathroom. Casper 
returns.

CASPER
Empty seats?

Casper makes a phone call.

CASPER
(little girl voice)

Hi. I'm a little girl. And I'm just Casper's biggest fan on 
earf. I asked my mommy for tickets to tonight's show, and she 
said it's all sold out, and is my mommy wrong? Oh really? How 
many are left? Is there enough for my widdle bunny-wunny?

(regular voice)
How many, dammit? Well you're not a little girl either!
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(to Wilkes)
Get Captain Bruce.

WILKES
He won't tell us a thing, and he's right not to. We're not 
supposed to worry about ticket sales.

CASPER
I'm unsettled. My stomach is doing that ate-too-much-cotton-
candy thing, but I didn't eat hardly any. 

WILKES
Don't let her rattle you.

CASPER
If we're a few hundred seats short, we can send out an 
internet-dongle and try to bring in some last minute 
screamers. I mean, I'll sing the same whether it's forty-five 
thousand or forty-four, but -- by the way. Where is my 
fucking birthday present?

WILKES
Language, kid. Purity is your brand.

Wilkes tosses him some keys.

CASPER
Holyholyholyholyholyholy shit! They're keys! See?

WILKES
Thank you?

CASPER
Thank you! No more pretty boy, hair-flipping teenage dream. 
I'm eighteen. I can vote. And buy porno. And I've got a G-D 
Harley.

WILKES
Not a Harley.

CASPER
I asked for a Harley.

WILKES
It's a comparable model. European. A BMU.

CASPER
BMW.

WILKES
BMU. Blondheif, Muller and Unterblut. East German. Used to 
make baby food. And lucky you, Amazin' just bought the firm!
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CASPER
But they do make bikes?

WILKES
Yeah.

CASPER
Like motorcycles?

WILKES
Yeah! Only sort of more of a scooter.

CASPER
What?!

WILKES
It goes forty-five, almost. It's red! It has a basket!

CASPER
Baskets aren't cool.

Casper tries to throw the keys out the 
window, but only makes the patio.

WILKES
Nice arm.

CASPER
How did you get so good at ruining everything?

He exits to his room. Wilkes, deflated, 
picks up the scooter's keys. The 
elevator doors open. Detective 
Lindbergh slinks in.

LINDBERGH
I am the house detective!

WILKES
Ah!

LINDBERGH
Everyone yelps. Never detective, hello. Detective, come in. 
Detective, have a jellybean. And who do you think you are?

WILKES
I think I'm Wilkes. I think I live here.

LINDBERGH
Nice try. This is a hotel. Lots of different people live 
here.

On the balcony, a grappling hook lands, 
followed by a duffel bag. 

Akers  /  6.



WILKES
Why are you here?

LINDBERGH
Information! On the elevator this afternoon I overheard 
something you want to know.

WILKES
Out with it. We have show prep. 

Lindbergh coughs and points at the 
jellybeans.

WILKES
Those are Casper's super-special jellybeans. They're special. 

LINDBERGH
I can tell.

WILKES
Mess with them even a little and his throat will close up for 
a week.

LINDBERGH
You want to hear this. It's about a nautical-seeming, 
elevator-riding someone named Captain Bruce. About something 
called the tickets.

WILKES
Detective. Have a jellybean.

LINDBERGH
Don't mind if I do! 

Scarlet, hooded in a plaid catsuit, 
hoists herself slowly onto the ledge. 

Half ninja, half spy, she scours the 
room. She lays down on the carpet, 
blending in with the pattern.

Wilkes locks his bedroom door.

WILKES
I'm sorry, Scarlet -- this is not for your ears!

LINDBERGH
(mouth full of jellybeans)

Oh, these are special.

WILKES
What did he say?
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Lindbergh steps on Scarlet. She 
squeaks.

LINDBERGH
Your rug has a tumor. 

WILKES
Forget the tumor!

LINDBERGH
Hold on. My brain is buffering. 

Lindbergh flops onto the sofa, resting 
his feet on Scarlet. He dozes off.

WILKES
Was it good news? Wake up!

LINDBERGH
Good news? Yes. For tonight's concert, there are forty 
thousand, nine hundred and twenty-seven tickets. Unsold. Is 
that good?

Wilkes crumples. Scarlet types.

WILKES
No.

LINDBERGH
Hunh. He also said, if tonight doesn't go well, and then he 
trailed off and cackled.

(cackles)
Like that. Your body is shaking. Drink?

Wilkes opens a bottle of apple juice. 
Smells it. Sips.

WILKES
I can fix this. And you know why? Because I am a manager. And 
managers manage not to fuck up all the time. As long as 
Casper doesn't find out.

SCARLET
(softly)

Blog.

CASPER (O.S.)
Shit fuck shit shit ass!

WILKES
Language!

Casper bursts into the living room, 
hair full of lather, iPad in hand.
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Scarlet rolls around the rug, snapping 
pictures.

CASPER
It's that effing, frigging horse-tooting Scarlet Street.

WILKES
Oh God, where did she go?

He exits to his bedroom.

LINDBERGH
I am the house detective!

CASPER
She blogged me. On the Internet blog. Uploaded all over me. 
Like a megabyte.

LINDBERGH
You don't know how the Internet works, do you?

Wilkes returns.

WILKES
She's not here. She was in there, and now she's--

LINDBERGH
--Vanished!

CASPER
(reading slowly)

Exclusive! A private tete a tete-- 

LINDBERGH
--Give me that. For I have done voice acting.

(reading beautifully)
Exclusive! A private tete a tete with Casper's closest 
confidante, direct from boudoir of same. Sources deep within 
Amazin' have revealed that for this fallen idol's faltering 
comeback bid, over forty thousand tickets remain unsold. 
After four months of reclusive freakery, Casper remains less 
beloved than ever.

CASPER
How the hell -- what the fuck -- you idiots! How in hell did 
she find out about this?

LINDBERGH
Gentlemen! The room may be bugged. 

WILKES
Bugged?
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LINDBERGH
Shhh! I have here three stout lengths sailors' rope, a 
bananana and a series of ladies hats, each smaller than the 
last. With these we shall lay a cunning trap. 

Lindbergh eats the banana. Using the 
hats, he searches the room. Casper 
pours a glass of milk.

CASPER
I'm not going out there.

WILKES
I thought you didn't care how big the crowd is.

CASPER
As long as it's big. Fuck it--

WILKES
--Casper!

CASPER
I quit. 

WILKES
And do what? As of today, you're too old for kiddie porn.

CASPER
I spent four months practicing for this thing, they don't 
show up? Fuck it.

WILKES
Amazin' princes don't quit, they go on the Old Timer's tour.

CASPER
Oh.

WILKES
Four hundred shows a year. From Branson to Branson and back 
again.

Casper paces. Scarlet army-crawls a 
foot in front of him.

LINDBERGH
Compadres, I have proof -- definitive proof that someone is 
listening. The walls have ears, and so does the sofa. 

He makes a mess of the sofa.

CASPER
There's gotta be a way I can just disappear.
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LINDBERGH
My God. Empty. A pick-ax, please. It's time to look inside 
the floor.

WILKES
Detective, you've done enough.

LINDBERGH
What I would give to hear my father say that. 

WILKES
Nobody's listening. Captain Bruce leaked this to light a fire 
under us. It's Amazin's standard fear-based management 
practice. 

CASPER
Beat it, freak.

LINDBERGH
No. I tell you, there's someone here. A lady...in plaid.

Scarlet retreats. Lindbergh follows 
her. He backs her into a corner.

LINDBERGH
I smell the lies. 

WILKES
There's exactly one way out, and you know it.

CASPER
Don't even say it. My brain and I will come up with something 
better.

Lindbergh breathes on Scarlet's face. 
She scrambles under his legs.

LINDBERGH
There! 

He pursues Scarlet, knocking Casper 
down. 

SCARLET
Look at that!

They look at that. She jumps on the 
sofa and hides under the cushions. 
Casper sits on the sofa.

CASPER
Listen loser. The only intruder here is you. 
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WILKES
If there were someone else, we'd notice.

CASPER
We're not stupids.

Scarlet crawls out from under Casper, 
upending him.

CASPER
Wilkes. This couch sucks.

WILKES
Aren't you needed somewhere else?

LINDBERGH
Well, the Contessa of Fungspielsplatz arrived by train not 
two hours ago. She is said to be carrying the famed black 
diamond of Guadaloupe. 

WILKES
So check on the black diamond.

LINDBERGH
Very well. I suppose the room seems secure.

He trips over Scarlet on his way to the 
exit.

WILKES
We gotta do it.

CASPER
No.

WILKES
Operation Omega.

CASPER
I will never share the stage with Poppy Carter. She's blech. 
Like, blech! They caught her literally taking candy from a 
baby. We talked about this for hours, and I said no, not 
ever. Not unless things got super, ultra, unfixably bad.

WILKES
Yeah. She's in the hotel. She can split the bill and share 
the tour.

CASPER
Fu--

WILKES
Language!
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CASPER
Fiddlestick Poppy Carter. 

WILKES
It's time to forget about Misty.

CASPER
It would take a ten-foot pile of angels to make me forget 
Misty Sparkelstaar.

WILKES
This is for your own good. You know I care about you, kiddo.

CASPER
Don't be gay. What happened to my jellybeans?! 

Casper throws the jellybeans into the 
air. Wilkes exits to the bedroom. 
Casper gives the shut door the finger.

CASPER
Fucking shitty fuck asshole. No cigs, no booze, no loud 
music, no food before a show, no TV after midnight, no go 
karts ever, no fun at all! And for what? So he can fuck up my 
fucking tour the first fucking chance he gets.

Casper retrieves matches and a hidden 
pack of Marlboro Lights. He pours vodka 
into his milk, crosses to the balcony 
and lights a cigarette.

Scarlet wriggles out of her plaid 
jumpsuit. Beneath it she wears off-
white. She stands, blending in with the 
off-white curtains, and snaps pictures 
of the star. She pockets his discarded 
match. Puts her phone next to his 
mouth.

CASPER
Fuck my stupid ass-fans.

He tosses his cigarette and picks up a 
pad of paper. Crumples up three sheets 
and throws them away. Chews on the 
pencil. Hops up and down. Writes.

CASPER
Casper's awesome plan, by Casper. Waitaminute! Wilkes!

Wilkes enters. 

CASPER
I have an idea. No. I have the idea.
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WILKES
What?

CASPER
Shhh.

He writes out his plan. Scarlet tries 
to see, but Casper and Wilkes keep 
inadvertantly blocking her.

WILKES
That's impossible.

CASPER
It's super-possible.

WILKES
But how could we--

Casper writes something.

WILKES
What about--

Casper writes more.

WILKES
Then how do we get around--

CASPER
That's the brilliant part.

WILKES
Kid. I'm too old, spotted and tired for brilliance. Poppy's 
coming. Put on your game face.

CASPER
I miss Miss Misty.

WILKES
And I miss New Coke, but it's never coming back. Poppy's a 
firecracker. A silky-smooth beauty. A -- if my blood pressure 
weren't through the roof I'd -- so go rinse your hair and do 
whatever it takes to make this girl dance.

Casper exits. For the next few minutes, 
Scarlet tries to get the pad of paper, 
but Poppy and Casper keep moving  it, 
getting in her way, or behaving so 
scandalously that she can't help but 
watch.

Poppy enters from the elevator.
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WILKES
Poppy! As pristine as ever.

CASPER (O.S.)
I can smell her from here!

POPPY
This better be worthwhile, Nolan. I was halfway through a 
cheese pizza when you called. 

WILKES
Eustace lets you eat cheese?

POPPY
Eustace lets me do whatever I want.

Casper enters.

WILKES
I'll just leave you two alone.

Wilkes exits to his bedroom and peers 
through the cracked door.

POPPY
What a dump.

CASPER
You mean, what a penthouse.

POPPY
I'm in the Papal Suite. It's got a foosball table.

CASPER
You're shitting me. Foosball is like the champion of fun.

POPPY
Guess Amazin' took away the unlimited credit card.

CASPER
Some artists don't need babying.

Scarlet snips a lock of Casper's hair.

POPPY
Yeah? Well how bout I'm an Amazin' Princess, Grade-A 
certified, and that means I don't have to take constructive 
criticism from over-the-hill creepazoids like you.

CASPER
You're not a princess any more.

POPPY
I'll get my crown back.
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CASPER
Quiet...glitterboobs.

POPPY
You gotta be nice to me. My manager, Mister Eustace J. Tide, 
he told me so. Scarlet Street says you're in the shit. Or 
didn't you hear?

CASPER
You can sing back-up on anything you want in the second set--

POPPY
Back-up! Uh-uh. We open with one of mine. Backseat Bitches. 
You can help out with the harmonies.

CASPER
That song doesn't have lyrics. It's just moaning and 
squeaking.

POPPY
So you wanna squeak...or moan? Or should Eustace tell Amazin' 
that you're being difficult?

CASPER
Let's see it.

She dances a little bit, slowly coming 
closer. He backs away. She shimmies on 
top of him.

CASPER
Get off.

POPPY
Oh, unclench your asshole. See? It's easy. And then I've got 
something big for the first set finale. We'll have one of 
yours, I don't care which one, segue into Shimmertime, which 
ends like this.

Moaning, she does a madcap dance. She 
gets close.

POPPY
And then the big announcement.

CASPER
What announcement?

POPPY
Let's touch.

CASPER
Wilkes!
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Wilkes enters.

WILKES
Poppy? Could you stand here?

POPPY
Why?

He stands her in the corner.

WILKES
Right here, and stare at the -- yes! You're a natural.

POPPY
I was bred that way.

WILKES
You play nice, dammit.

CASPER
I think she wants to do it with me.

WILKES
So do it! There are a lot of men out there who'd sever their 
weiners if it'd mean her looking at it.

CASPER
You know...Misty and I...we used to do it. Sex was like our 
special thing.

WILKES
So humor her, sexy-style.

(to Poppy)
Great job!

Wilkes applauds for Poppy. She does a 
twirl-curtsy. Wilkes exits to his room.

POPPY
Now where were we? 

CASPER
Oh Poppy...why don't we stop talking and hold hands?

POPPY
My my. But aren't you just a wrinkly old pervert?

With horror, he takes her hand.

CASPER
It feels like a dead fish.

POPPY
I use really weird lotion.

Akers  /  17.



CASPER
Your eyeballs, Poppy.

POPPY
Yes?

CASPER
They're just super...ball-like.

POPPY
Yeah?

CASPER
And your skin is so smooth. Like new asphalt.

POPPY
Each week I go through like a quart of foundation. Come on. 
Gimme a dip.

He forces himself to dance with her. 
She kisses him.

POPPY
And isn't my lips nice and cool?

CASPER
Like a clod of dirt.

POPPY
So Nolan keeps you on a short leash?

CASPER
I get whatever cereal I want. Besides Corn Pops. They're just 
sugar.

(off look)
Yeah, he's a jerk.

POPPY
Yeah?

CASPER
Treats me like a pre-tween. "Purity is your brand!" It's 
pretty fucking lame. I mean, I'm totally eighteen.

POPPY
He the one made you ditch Misty Sparkelstaar?

CASPER
You know about that?

POPPY
Scarlet Street's column said Nolan axed Misty for making you 
look like a goody-shoes-person. 

Akers  /  18.



That's why he's bringing me on, innit? Give you back the edge 
you lost with your little flipout at Red Rocks.

CASPER
It wasn't a flipout. I was under strain.

POPPY
You exposed yourself and pissed on the stage.

CASPER
I didn't expose myself. I just peed.

POPPY
That's right! You pissed your pants! I musta watched that 
video three hundred and forty-seven times.

CASPER
I wanted Misty back. Peeing didn't help.

POPPY
Nolan couldn't get her for you?

CASPER
It wasn't his say so.

POPPY
The label?

CASPER
It was my mom. She kicked Misty off the tour. We were going 
forty-five.

POPPY
Eh, who cares? Serves the glee club idiot right.

CASPER
Misty was an angel, and if it weren't for this damned 
contract -- fuck! I'd stomp a hatful of puppies to get out of 
my deal.

POPPY
Wouldn't work. Amazin' contracts are tighter than I am. So 
you excited about our new arrangement?

CASPER
Oh yeah. Having you on tour's gonna be a blast.

POPPY
Not just that, stupid. The big announcement tonight -- our 
betrothal! Operation Omega! Telling the world you're my new 
man.

CASPER
Oh. Oh God. I feel like my skin's trying to escape.
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POPPY
We're gonna be together forever and ever...at least until 
Amazin' decides to Branson you. Didn't you always want a GF 
looked like me?

CASPER
You're not my GF. I don't have a GF. I'm a sexy single.

POPPY
Come on. Baby wants something to suck.

She shoves her tongue down his throat. 
Casper leaps backwards seven or eight 
feet.

CASPER
(to Poppy)

Keep your hands to yourself, you yucky shitpile!

POPPY
Oh, you got no sense of humor at all. See you in Iowa!

CASPER
Branson's in Missouri.

POPPY
Fuck that matter to me?

She exits. 

CASPER
Wilkes!

Wilkes enters.

WILKES
Where did she go?!

CASPER
So you think you can boss me around?

WILKES
Get her on the phone now, Casper, or--

CASPER
Just sign me up for a new GF, just like that? Unh unh. 
Nobody's the boss of Casper's ding-dong but Casper.

WILKES
(scary quiet)

You've ruined us both, and if you don't stop smiling about it 
I'll crush your ding-dong like a fistful of jello.
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SCARLET
(softly)

Blog!

Casper's iPad dings. 

CASPER
Uh, Wilkes? 

(offering iPad)
I think our reportorial friend might still be listening.

WILKES
Peril. Disaster. Doom! Clusmy slow dancing...vulgar fast 
dancing...booze and cigarettes...awkward kissing and, oh 
Lord! "I'd stomp a hatful of puppies," Casper slurred. Tell 
me now. Is any of this true? Tell me! In the eyes!

CASPER
No.

WILKES
You stupid fucking brat.

CASPER
It's over, right?

WILKES
Yeah. We're done.

CASPER
Well I'd rather be nobody than be arm candy for Miss 
Slimeball USA. This company can't make me kiss her or anybody 
else.

Casper holds up his plan. Wilkes nods.

CASPER
I'm two phone calls from freedom.

(into room phone)
Room service? This is the penthouse. Could you send up a 
mannequin? About five seven, white, perfect hair? And a 
couple of hot dogs, sliced up with ketchup? 

WILKES
No food before a show.

CASPER
Eighty-six the dogs. Thanks. Now this is the fun part.

WILKES
You really think--

CASPER
Just watch.
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Casper picks up Scarlet's card. He 
dials. Her phone blares. Now they can 
see her.

CASPER
Get her!

WILKES
Get her phone!

They set upon Scarlet. She puts up a 
good fight, but Wilkes gets her phone.

WILKES
Quit wriggling, or it goes off the balcony.

SCARLET
The first amendment says gimme my phone.

Casper locks her in a full-nelson.

SCARLET
Unhand me, misfit.

CASPER
The rope.

From Lindbergh's satchel, Wilkes takes 
the sailor's rope. They bind her hands 
and feet.

SCARLET
You cannot silence the working press.

WILKES
You're a trespasser.

CASPER
A life-ruinator.

WILKES
And you fib.

SCARLET
My work is often accurate!

WILKES
Let's hurt her -- right in the face!

CASPER
We'll let you go if you write what we tell you.
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SCARLET
Do your worst. You're nothing but a ten cent imitation of a 
star. I am a reporter! Rape me, batter me, chop me into 
pieces and eat me like a hot dog, and all you're doing is 
keeping me above the fold. Don't you see? You've played right 
into my hands!

Casper pinches her.

SCARLET
Ow!

CASPER
How you like that?!

He tickles her. Wilkes looks through 
her phone.

CASPER
Sewer skank. 

SCARLET
Stop it! Stop, stop, stop.

CASPER
Never!

Wilkes stops the tickle-fest.

WILKES
Are those bonds tight?

CASPER
Do I look like a boy scout?

WILKES
Kind of.

They drag her into Casper's room.

SCARLET (O.S.)
I'll blog your eyes out. I'll ruin you Casper, I promise!

CASPER
You already have.

They shut and lock the door.

WILKES
Lord. I hate what I've done to you.
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CASPER
And I hate what I've become! I was a monster just now -- I 
would have tickled her feet off. Amazin' has poisoned me. I 
want an antidote. Thus, my very clever plan.

WILKES
Yeah?

CASPER
I'm gonna kill myself.

WILKES
But where are we going to get a crosscut saw?

Lindbergh enters from elevator.

LINDBERGH
The black diamond -- vanished!

CASPER
Shut up!

WILKES
We're not conspiring. Leave.

SCARLET (O.S.)
Help! Help!

LINDBERGH
Help who? Help who?

WILKES
It's the television.

He exits to Casper's room.

SCARLET (O.S.)
It's not the TV!

LINDBERGH
The programs they have these days. I come to inspect the 
safe.

CASPER
What? Why?

Lindbergh inspects the safe.

SCARLET (O.S.)
Wilkes Nolan, I'll bite your dick off!

WILKES (O.S.)
Ow!
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CASPER
We found our eavesdropper. You can go.

LINDBERGH
Of course I cannot. We have not yet got the case's 
particulars in hand. Particulate particulars...like the safe! 
It appears untouched.

CASPER
So what?

LINDBERGH
Untouched? Even though not twenty minutes ago the Contessa 
reported hers dynamited?

CASPER
Forget the Contessa!

LINDBERGH
Perhaps she meant the safe in the bedroom.

CASPER
(barring way)

There's no safe in there. That's not even a room! It's a four 
hundred foot drop straight to the sidewalk!

LINDBERGH
My!

Wilkes returns, face scratched up.

WILKES
I walloped that television.

(into room phone)
Front desk? Could you come retrieve the house detective?

Lindbergh rips the phone cord from the 
wall.

LINDBERGH
We need no outside help. What's this?

He reads from Casper's plan.

CASPER
Groceries!

WILKES
(overlapping)

Erotica!

LINDBERGH
My good God. No. No this won't do at all.
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WILKES
Shit.

LINDBERGH
And you really thought you could get away with it?

CASPER
I thought it was worth a try!

LINDBERGH
You're insane. You'll never find a crosscut saw at this hour. 
All the reputable hardware stores have been closed since six. 
Come downstairs. I know a deeply corrupt gardener who will 
give you the loan of his sharpest shears.

WILKES
But...you realize what this is for?

LINDBERGH
There's no time for realizations. The Contessa needs me.

WILKES
(to Casper)

Stay out of the minibar.

Carrying the safe, Lindbergh exits to 
the elevator, followed by Wilkes. 
Casper pours a drink.

SCARLET (O.S.)
A rat! There's a rat! Come help!

Casper opens his bedroom door. 

CASPER
Shut up! It's thinking time. Where's the rat?

SCARLET
So you and Wilkes have a plan? Tell Scarlet. She's a talented 
listener.

She loses her balance and falls on top 
of him.

CASPER
Get off! Off! I can't breathe!

He rolls her off.

CASPER
What do you eat?

SCARLET
Mostly lo mein.
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CASPER
Disgusting.

SCARLET
What's your plan?! I have to know!

CASPER
Go back to your room!

Hopping, she chases him around the 
sofa. He bangs his shin.

CASPER
Owwie!

He falls down crying.

SCARLET
Oh lord.

CASPER
This is your fault. This is all your fault!

SCARLET
Shhh. Shhh. Shhh. Just tell Scarlet everything about it. 

CASPER
Tummy-tickle. Tummy-tickle!

SCARLET
You'll have to untie me first.

CASPER
I don't know...

SCARLET
My fingers are typewriter strong.

He unties her and leans on her 
shoulder. She tickles his tummy.

CASPER
Ooh! Oh, that's right.

SCARLET
Now tell me what you and Wilkie scribbled out on that pad of 
yours. 

CASPER
You'll tell! You tell everything.

SCARLET
You have trust issues, don't you?
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CASPER
Huh?

SCARLET
It's no surprise, the way your label treats you. The way 
Wilkes manipulates you. 

CASPER
Wilkes is my friend.

SCARLET
He's a sissy! A nitwit. A teetotaling lush.

CASPER
Don't make up words. It makes me feel queasy. 

SCARLET
Casper. I've covered this beat since you started shaving. 
It's natural that we should chat. And I promise, anything you 
tell me will be held in strictest...just tell me! I have to 
know!

CASPER
Get off me.

He tries to stand up. She presses him 
down by the neck and keeps tickling his 
tummy. He relaxes.

SCARLET
You have problems with women, too.

CASPER
I get all the babes.

SCARLET
You hate me. Hate Poppy. You'd cut your mother's throat if 
you were allowed to play with knives. You know what your 
problem is? You've never had a real woman. You think your 
demo is ten year-old girls, but you're wrong. I'm your 
audience. Me and all the good looking women who are too 
haughty to admit what your eyes do to us. Learn to write love 
songs for women like me, and you could be bigger than Tom 
Jones. I'll show you what grown-up love feels like.

CASPER
But you're like a hundred.

SCARLET
I'm a woman.

CASPER
A wo-man?
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She kisses him.

CASPER
That's how women kiss?!

SCARLET
And there's more.

She leads him into the bedroom. After a 
few moments...

CASPER (O.S.)
No fair!

She enters from his bedroom.

CASPER (O.S.)
These ropes are too tight!

SCARLET
My mom was a sailor. 

She snaps pictures of him with her 
iPhone. Casper sobs.

SCARLET
Blog!

She shuts the door. His howls stay 
audible.

SCARLET
Reporters win again! Where'd you put my grappling hook?

CASPER (O.S.)
Wish I'd shoved it up your ass!

She finds the hook, secures it to the 
railing, lowers herself over the edge, 
and watches as Wilkes enters, carrying 
a large pair of garden shears. He plugs 
the phone cord back into the wall.

CASPER (O.S.)
Wilkes! Wilkes!

WILKES
Oh, what now?

Wilkes opens Casper's door. Scarlet 
clambers back onto the balcony and 
scurries into Wilkes' room. Casper 
crawls in, hog tied.
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WILKES
This wasn't part of your plan.

CASPER
She tricked me! Come on. Let me out.

WILKES
Promise not to do anything stupid?

CASPER
I promise to do something spectacular.

WILKES
Hold still.

He snips the ropes.

CASPER
Gimme those. Good. She's gone.

WILKES
Do you think they're sharp enough?

CASPER
Let's find out.

Casper clips the grappling hook line, 
then saws at the zipline cable. 

CASPER
Should I put on my bad boy pants?

WILKES
No. We talked about those.

CASPER
But--

WILKES
--no. Never again.

CASPER
This is such a badass plan. 

WILKES
It looked better on paper.

CASPER
You know, I saw a thing on Reddit said Elvis sold twenty 
million records the day after he died? I go out this window, 
they'll build me a monument! With forty plasma screens and a 
laser show. Casper stays famous, and I get a whole new life.
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WILKES
You really okay pretending to be--

CASPER
I'm dead already. And it's your fault. You crapass.

WILKES
Casper--

CASPER
--I'll curse if I want! After this, no more Casper. No more 
purity. I'll be an ordinary, heavily corrupt American high 
school student, with nobody to boss me around.

WILKES
If we go to jail, who's gonna water my plants? Eh? I don't 
have friends, Casper, and my neighbors think I'm an 
unregistered sex offender. I don't know why.

CASPER
What do you miss about being a kid? What do you see when 
we're leaving town in the tour bus and you think, shit, I 
wish I was there? Be honest.

WILKES
Sleeping in class.

CASPER
I miss bowling alleys.

WILKES
So what?

CASPER
I miss going dollar bowling on Thursdays after school, not 
worrying what the tabloids would say if I bowled under two-
ten.

WILKES
You are a godlike bowler.

CASPER
I released a double album called Prom Night Boogie, and I 
never went to prom. I asked a senior when I was a freshman. 
She said no. 

WILKES
Ever get drunk in a basement?

CASPER
No.

WILKES
Hunh. Ever take the SAT?
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CASPER
Hell no.

WILKES
Ever touch a real tit? Ever get a blowjob outside of a king-
size suite? You're not too old, you know. I was nineteen when 
I started my senior year.

CASPER
You could come with me. Do some parenting. Raise me right.

WILKES
Haircut and a dye job and you're any member of the AV club.

CASPER
And you don't think I'm too famous?

WILKES
You haven't been for a while. You're right. This is an 
awesome plan. It'll be like a road trip that never ends. 

CASPER
Jerky for breakfast lunch and dinner.

WILKES
And no more suits. No more, Wilkes Nolan you'd better get 
that kid on the cover of the Economist or we're going to rape 
your mother in her nursing home. Could I be a garbageman? A 
county clerk? The proprieter of a comic book store and malt 
shop?

CASPER
You can be all that and more.

WILKES
Oh heavens to Betsy yes!

He chugs a bottle of apple juice. 
Casper keeps sawing. Poppy enters from 
the elevator. 

CASPER
She sees my underpants!

Casper flees to his bedroom.

POPPY
Nolan. I thought you had Scarlet Street under control.

WILKES
She is no longer a concern.
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POPPY
Then explain, "Bondage Pervert Casper Scares Off Poppy Carter 
-- sham romance crashes before lift-off." You are a sloppy 
manager, Wilkes Nolan. Say. What are you doing with them 
shears?

WILKES
Gardening.

POPPY
Unlikely. The desert gardener seldom has need for pruning 
shears. In a dry climate such as this, you're never gonna see 
the kind of foliage which would demand application of such a 
stout pair. Sides. This room is devoid of shrubs.

WILKES
It's not your room, is it? Get out! Out out out!

POPPY
Am I going on with Casper, or aren't I?

WILKES
Who cares?!

POPPY
Amazin' cares. You promised me two sets and a new boyfriend. 
This is breach of promise. Corporate can't do worse to him 
than send him to Branson, but you they'll run through the 
meat grinder and serve to aspiring princes and princessess at 
the Amazin' Cafeteria. Call 'em Sloppy Nolans. Ha!

WILKES
I'm dealing with it. Now get!

She exits to the elevator. Casper 
returns, more or less clothed, and 
starts sawing again.

CASPER
Fraud is hard.

The elevator door opens. Poppy enters.

POPPY
I knew it! You're meddling with the zipline!

CASPER
It's too thick.

POPPY
No such thing. Not in ziplines. You're trying to kill 
yourself, ain't ya?
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WILKES
Please don't tell.

POPPY
Nah, I won't talk to nobody cept maybe the Las Vegas 
Metropolitan Police. Not that killing yourself is a bad idea. 
There's no ticket crisis--

WILKES
--there is no ticket crisis!--

POPPY
--if there's no Casper. And the show will have to go on. 
That's what you'd have wanted. A professional even in death. 
But who cared enough about him to headline? Only Poppy Carter 
is strong enough to set grief aside and take the stage. Misty 
Sparkelstaar wouldn't have done that. She'd just bubble away 
in a pool of lilac-scented tears.

CASPER
It's a prank. A hoax kinda thing.

POPPY
Wilkes Nolan, you're smarter than I give you credit for.

CASPER
It was my idea!

POPPY
And what an idea. It would give you a secret. Secrets are 
wonderful to have. You know...I have a secret.

CASPER
Shut your face.

POPPY
Who carries the note on that zipline?

WILKES
What?

POPPY
Who signed for it? My daddy's in liability law.

WILKES
I did.

POPPY
So when he plummets.

CASPER
A mannequin. I've requested a mannequin.
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POPPY
When the mannequin plummets, you're responsible. Anyway, a 
mannequin?

CASPER
What?

POPPY
Haven't you seen the CSI? Those Vegas cops are clever. They'd 
know a mannequin from a pop-star any day.

CASPER
Shut up! You're just jealous of my awesome plan.

WILKES
I knew it was too beautiful to be real. As though we could 
plan anything. Casper, I'm beginning to think we're foolish 
men.

POPPY
What if I could help?

CASPER
Get out. Wilkes, make her get out. And make her stay out!

WILKES
No. Hold on. Poppy -- you got a better idea?

POPPY
I want the tour after he's, ahem, deadzo.

CASPER
Fiddlestick her!

Casper exits to his bedroom.

WILKES
The tour's all yours. It's a good one, too. Sixteen dates at 
the Orlando Thunderdome.

POPPY
Fake a break in. Make it the hotel's problem.

WILKES
So burglars--

POPPY
--or a crazed fan--

WILKES
--break in through the elevator, gun Casper down, and what? 
Steal his body?
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POPPY
And leave a note saying all the nasty things they're gonna do 
to it!

WILKES
It's rather...sensational, don't you think?

POPPY
Just the word I'd use. 

WILKES
You've thought about this before?

POPPY
Every night before I sing myself to sleep. I know what you're 
thinking. That look says, but can we trust the little mynx?

WILKES
Can we?

POPPY
For sixteen dates at the Thunderdome? I'd take a jackhammer 
to the President's rectum. 

WILKES
Ew.

They shake hands.

POPPY
You wait here. I'm gonna go fetch some matériel.

She presses for the elevator. An 
awkward pause.

POPPY
So...

WILKES
How do you keep your hair so shiny, Miss Carter?

POPPY
Egg whites. Every morning.

She exits into the elevator. Wilkes 
opens Casper's door.

WILKES
Her plan is sound, kid. 

CASPER (O.S.)
Shut up!
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WILKES
Oh God. Stop crying.

He exits into Casper's bedroom. Scarlet 
enters from Wilkes' room. She sees her 
cut grappling hook line and dashes for 
the elevator.

SCARLET
No. No.

She fishes her phone out of the trash.

SCARLET
I am the best at being a journalist. 

She puzzles over the garden shears, 
then hides behind the curtains. Wilkes 
and Casper enter, Casper in his bad boy 
outfit.

CASPER
These are highly dangerous pants!

WILKES
I don't care how much you like them, they are unsuitable. 
They are the world's worst pants.

CASPER
You're the world's worst pants.

WILKES
We're about to do something important for your career. You 
may as well dress like an adult. 

CASPER
I'll dress how I want! And I'll kill myself how I want!

WILKES
And where is that mannequin you asked room service for?

CASPER
Shut up, that's where!

Poppy enters from the elevator, 
wielding a bat. She smashes something 
with a feral cry.

CASPER
What are you doing?! 

POPPY
It's a Manson fam gag.
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WILKES
You go missing, presumed dead.

POPPY
And Poppy Carter steps in at arenas across the country. 
Instant sell out. An awesome plan.

CASPER
This isn't your room to trash.

POPPY
So?

CASPER
You're making a mess! We'll never get the deposit back, the 
suits will be furious, and Wilkes -- do you remember what 
they told you they'd do if we soiled the rug?

WILKES
Amazin' can find somebody else to castrate.

POPPY
We both spend a lot of time in hotel rooms, right?

CASPER
Yeah?

She tosses him the bat.

POPPY
Don't you get sick of 'em?

WILKES
Give it a go.

Casper takes a swing at the table.

CASPER
Ah! Oh. Ohhhhhh. 

POPPY
Music!

Madcap summer pop blares.

CASPER
Wilkes! Knock something over! Again! Again! 

They trash the room joyously. Casper 
spray-paints something childishly 
obscene on the wall.

POPPY
And now the note. This part was my brainwave.
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WILKES
The hotel stationary!

POPPY
Whose handwriting is the ugliest?

Casper writes.

WILKES
Address it to me.

POPPY
Dear Wilkes, we have your pretty preppy pony.

CASPER
If you want him back...

POPPY
It doesn't matter, 'cause he's dead!

WILKES
You'll never find the body. We chopped it up into teeny bits 
and sold it to Taco Bell. 

POPPY
And we'd like Poppy Carter to take over his tour now, thank 
you very much. Or further stars will die!

WILKES
And that's that.

CASPER
I'm finished. Wilkes! We're free!

POPPY
No. The coup de grace.

She hands Casper a revolver.

CASPER
But I don't actually need to...

POPPY
For the sake of ceremony. 

WILKES
High schoolers do play with guns.

POPPY
Not too close! That's what killed Brandon Lee. Careful... 
careful...squeeeeeeeeeze the trigger.
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Just before the shot, Wilkes pushes the 
gun away from Casper's head. The report 
is deafening.

POPPY
You spoiled it!

CASPER
My ears! I said my ears!

WILKES
That was no fucking blank.

Scarlet tips face forward out from 
behind the curtains, blood slowly 
spreading across her stomach.

POPPY
Hey! We got the bitch!

CASPER
What?! Oh! Oh. 

The phone rings.

POPPY
Yeah? Casper -- it's the front desk. Your mother's 
downstairs.

Blackout.

End of Act One.
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ACT TWO

Lights up on the same scene. Poppy 
drinking; Scarlet in shock; Wilkes 
frantically cleaning the bloodstain.

Casper emits either a very large or 
very small scream.

WILKES
Club soda and salt. Club soda and salt.

CASPER
Get her the fuck away from here.

WILKES
How?

POPPY
Smother her. Chop up the body and feed it to your roadies.

SCARLET
(quiet)

Don't do that.

CASPER
Not her. Mom.

WILKES
She's a dragon lady. A backhoe in two inch heels. A 
Presbyterian.

CASPER
She'll tummy-tickle me until I go on stage.

WILKES
I'm going to soak my head in a bucket of ice water until all 
this goes away.

SCARLET
Little help?

Wilkes tosses her a roll of paper 
towels.

POPPY
(to Wilkes)

Your boy is going to pieces. Downstairs, now, and keep Momma 
Casper far away. I'll fix here.

WILKES
Fine. Fine, because I got a certificate in management from 
the Grandmaster Flash School of Music Business to corral 
stage mothers. Scrub the floor!
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Wilkes exits to elevator.

SCARLET
Excuse me? I need some doctors.

CASPER
Don't be selfish. Some of us have real problems.

SCARLET
My stomach. My beautiful, perfect stomach. It looks like 
Jello.

POPPY
Are you dying right now?

SCARLET
Not like right this second.

POPPY
Then shut up and wait your turn. 

SCARLET
It's been lovely speaking to both of you. I'll be in touch 
with your press people if I have any follow-ups. 

Scarlet tries to walk to the elevator. 
Falls.

CASPER
Gross. Poppy -- we gotta help her?

SCARLET
Really, I'm fine. I spent my teen years embedded in Baghdad 
for my high school paper, so this is peanuts. It barely 
stings. 

(screams)
Oh yeah, there it goes.

POPPY
Oh, for God's sake -- you want some painkillers?

SCARLET
Yes!

CASPER
(simultaneous)

Yes!

Poppy takes a huge pill bottle from her 
purse.

SCARLET
Gimme!
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POPPY
Sure you don't want me to get that slug out for you?

She digs her hand into Scarlet's wound. 
Scarlet howls.

CASPER
Poppy!

POPPY
It's like I'm the only girl in Vegas with a sense of fun. 

She feeds Scarlet a handful of 
painkillers. Scarlet coughs violently.

POPPY
Now I can't get you a real doctor, because you'll rat on us, 
because you're a filthy ink-stained rat. But! The man who 
gave me those pills? He's what you'd call a Tijuana surgeon. 
I'll call him up, he'll come over, get that pesky .22 right 
out.

SCARLET
That's an attractive offer.

POPPY
And you'll wait in the tub.

SCARLET
I'll die in that bathtub.

POPPY
Nobody's ever died.

Poppy drags Scarlet into Casper's 
bedroom. Returns.

CASPER
That was pretty slick.

POPPY
I deal with a lot of back-up dancer attempted suicide.

CASPER
So call your surgeon.

POPPY
What surgeon? She'll be done within the hour.

CASPER
Huh.

POPPY
Drink?
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CASPER
I don't feel great about this.

POPPY
Who cares? Reporters is swine. No better than the paparazzos. 

CASPER
That doesn't mean we should let them bleed to death in 
bathtubs.

POPPY
If Trash Reporter of the Year Miss Scarlet Street found you 
choking on a crab cake, you think she'd heimlich you or whip 
out her camera phone? That crusty crustacean wants to die, 
it's up to her. But you, sick over a few pints of blood and 
begging to go back to twelfth grade? High school girls would 
gobble you up like popcorn shrimp.

CASPER
You talk a lot about shellfish. And you tried to shoot me!

POPPY
Specifically, I tried to trick you into shooting yourself.

CASPER
That hurts my feelings.

POPPY
Figured I was doing you a favor. Your fans would be much 
better off, you had a bullet in your brain.

CASPER
You gonna keep trying?

POPPY
Maybe.

She attempts to bludgeon him. He 
deflects the blow.

CASPER
You can have the concert! The whole tour's yours! Just stop 
trying to do mean stuff to my head. What is with you?

POPPY
I care about you, Casper. I really, really care. We're on the 
what, fiftieth floor?

CASPER
Fifty-third.
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POPPY
I'm on fifty-seven, but no big deal. 

(examining zipline)
This is pretty frayed. Gimme that pad.

She works out some figures.

POPPY
From five hundred and thirty feet we'd get...a clean hundred 
miles an hour. Heh. She thinks she looks like Jello now.

CASPER
She?

Poppy hands Casper a paring knife from 
the bar.

CASPER
Unh-unh.

POPPY
Everybody knows, you can't make an omelet without murdering a 
reporter. Get in there,

(mimes throat-cutting)
And dress her up in some of your clothes--

CASPER
--Stop right there! No way she fits into my clothes. I have 
wonderfully slim hips.

POPPY
Whatever. By the time she hits the ground, she's a smoothie. 

CASPER
You know a lot about murder.

POPPY
I'm a triple threat. Here. One two three. One two three.

She does a throat-cutting waltz. 

CASPER
But couldn't we just--

He does a frantic, stabby jig.

POPPY
Idiot. Get it under the windpipe, and like you're opening fan 
mail. Yeah. You got it. In you go. 

(beat)
You want out, somebody dies tonight. I thought it was you, 
maybe it's her.
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She shoves him into the bedroom. High 
pitched yelps from the other side of 
the door. He returns. 

CASPER
I wanna play Halo. Do you play Halo?

POPPY
Casper!

CASPER
I'm afraid.

(beat)
You know, often I'm more relaxed after a series of blowjobs.

POPPY
See? Now that's an idea.

They make out.

CASPER
Ah! Ah! Stop!

POPPY
What? You put in the BJ request.

CASPER
Don't touch!

POPPY
I find a good blowjob requires touching of the dick-area.

CASPER
Let me get a waiver.

POPPY
What? Oh. This one of Wilkes' regulations?

CASPER
Ever since Misty left. Keeps me out of trouble. Wait, you 
accept oral without a waiver?

POPPY
What can I say? I'm a bad, bad girl.

She kisses him again.

POPPY
And then...

CASPER
Yeah. Okay.

She tugs off his pants.
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CASPER
Wait! Can you feel that?

POPPY
It's harder than the GED. 

CASPER
You don't understand. That means--

POPPY
--I know what it means.

CASPER
Momma's coming. It knows. 

POPPY
That's what it does for Mommy?

CASPER
You have to hide.

POPPY
Not in the murder curtains. 

CASPER
In the bedroom. She can't go in the bedroom. And maybe while 
you're in there--

POPPY
--Scarlet's yours. I'll deal with the old lady.

CASPER
You couldn't. She'd. Could you? No. Get in here.

He tugs her into the waste basket. 

CASPER
I can still see you.

POPPY
(holding plaid jumpsuit)

What's this?

CASPER
Put it on. 

POPPY
I'm not scared of anybody's momma. 

CASPER
Then you haven't met mine.

She puts on Scarlet's jumpsuit and lays 
down on the rug, invisible.
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CASPER
Where did you go? Poppy? God damn it, where did you--

She yanks him down. Kisses him. 

The elevator opens. Momma Casper shoves 
Wilkes into the room.

MOMMA CASPER
I wanna see my baby.

CASPER
What are you doing here? What is she doing here?

WILKES
I don't know. I blacked out.

MOMMA CASPER
Sweetie. Stop fucking that rug and give your momma a hug.

CASPER
No.

MOMMA CASPER
Oh dear. Not the bad boy pants.

She grabs him in a bear hug. Casper 
keeps his hips away from her. 

Wilkes searches for Scarlet.

CASPER
Put me down.

MOMMA CASPER
I missed you, baby. Now let's get to work. 

She licks her thumb and scrubs blood 
off Casper's cheek. Poppy paws at 
Casper.

CASPER
Quit it. Mom, quit it.

MOMMA CASPER
You have to be backstage in thirty, and somebody doesn't look 
like he's even started his preshow routine. Wilkes -- get me 
a comb.

Wilkes opens the door to Casper's 
bedroom.

WILKES
Oh great Christian Jesus!
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MOMMA CASPER
Oh, I'll get it myself. 

WILKES
You can't go in there.

MOMMA CASPER
I have to get his kit.

CASPER
The restraining order says two states away at any given time. 
Go back to St. Paul!

MOMMA CASPER
But honey, I've been here the whole time.

CASPER
What?

MOMMA CASPER
After that nonsense at Red Rocks, Captain Bruce offered to 
put me up, and it's no penthouse but it's comfy. In case the 
Wilkescapade hit a speedbump. Now.

She opens the door to Casper's room. 
Casper pulls his head into his shirt 
and tantrums.

CASPER
No! You can't, you can't do this to me. I'm famous, super 
famous and you're just some midwestern bitch mom. 

WILKES
Oh God. 

CASPER
Quiet! Everybody quiet. Leave Casper alone. Casper wants a 
drink. Casper wants a cigarette. Casper wants a goddamned 
motorcycle.

MOMMA CASPER
Sweetheart.

CASPER
I'm gonna pull all my hair out, and then we'll just see! Agh! 
Ow! Ow!

MOMMA CASPER
Baby. My fingers missed your tummy!

CASPER
Never! Never ever ever ever ever.
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He melts into a sad little puddle. When 
she tries to touch him he screams.

MOMMA CASPER
What do you do when he gets like this?

WILKES
He doesn't with me.

MOMMA CASPER
Why are you upset?

CASPER
Shut up.

MOMMA CASPER
Is it because nobody wanted to come to your birthday concert? 
And you think that's because you're too old? 

CASPER
I am too old! And my songs are lame and my hair is stupid and  
nothing I do is ever cool or anything.

MOMMA CASPER
Casper, no matter how old you get, you'll always be my baby. 
You've simply been mismanaged. But I know the cure. Look out 
that window. Go ahead. Look.

CASPER
Minivans. Thousands of minivans.

WILKES
It's like a sea of pastel sweatshirt.

CASPER
They're here for me?

MOMMA CASPER
Do you remember my friend Gladys?

CASPER
Spinach teeth.

MOMMA CASPER
A healthy eater. She's got a little church group here, and 
when they heard about your ticket trouble they snatched them 
right up.

CASPER
Forty thousand of them?

Akers  /  50.



MOMMA CASPER
Copper Valley Presbyterian is a tight-knit congregation. Now, 
we're not going to be able to do any of those racy songs off 
your new album, but I think you still know a little number 
called This Little Light of Mine.

CASPER
Maybe. But what about the next empty house, and the one after 
that?

MOMMA CASPER
People everywhere love Christian pop. Now are you going to 
get in that shower, or are you going to make me strip you 
down to your birthday suit?

Casper looks at Wilkes. Wilkes shakes 
his head and mimes being shot in the 
stomach.

CASPER
No mom. I am too old to put on a show for you and your church 
friends. I'm quitting and going bowling. Poppy Carter will 
take the show.

MOMMA CASPER
That hobo-licker? Poppy Carter couldn't outsing a tractor.

Casper stops Poppy before she can do 
serious damage to Momma Casper's skull.

MOMMA CASPER
I need a few minutes alone with my son.

WILKES
(terrified)

No.

MOMMA CASPER
Sweetie. Cover your ears. I hope you can smell shit, Wilkes, 
because it's piled up around your neck.

WILKES
You're not supposed to be here. I'm calling Captain Bruce.

Momma Casper rips the phone cord out of 
the wall.

MOMMA CASPER
You answer to me! Go above my head, and yours comes off.

WILKES
He doesn't want to sing.
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MOMMA CASPER
Where were you before you found Casper?

WILKES
I'd just finished school, got my certificate. I was running a 
daycare. 

MOMMA CASPER
Good at it?

WILKES
I don't want to discuss it.

MOMMA CASPER
Do as I say or you're going back to daycare -- not as 
teacher, but student. As per your contract, Amazin' has full 
lobotomy rights upon termination, and I can't imagine a 
funner afternoon than personally administering your severance 
package. 

WILKES
But if he doesn't want to go on -- he's your son.

MOMMA CASPER
And my son sings. 

She plugs the cord back into the wall.

MOMMA CASPER
Front desk? The penthouse needs the house detective. 

She uncovers Casper's ears and opens 
his bedroom door.

CASPER
Oh! No!

MOMMA CASPER
It's time to get you rinsed.

CASPER
Not in there.

MOMMA CASPER
You made a mess, didn't you?

CASPER
A big, bad mess.

MOMMA CASPER
You know, when he was little he always cleaned his own room?

WILKES
Really?
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MOMMA CASPER
He would get so embarrassed if I went in there and saw 
underpants stained with his little poopy-woopy.

CASPER
That room is full of poopy-woopy.

WILKES
You can use my room.

MOMMA CASPER
Fine. I was never bothered by the stench of failure.

Momma Casper and Casper exit to Wilkes' 
bedroom. Wilkes picks up the room 
phone. 

WILKES
To dial 911, do I have to dial nine?

Poppy yanks the cord from the wall.

POPPY
No cops!

WILKES
Where did you come from?

Poppy takes off her hood.

POPPY
Well, my momma had a womb like an iron lung.

WILKES
This is completely out of hand. I'm calling the police.

POPPY
I'm not famous enough for jail.

WILKES
It's time for the truth.

POPPY
The truth is for fags.

WILKES
Well what's your plan?

Poppy does her murder-waltz -- complete 
with dropping Scarlet out the window.

POPPY
Splat. That woman's gotta die, and Casper's gonna do it.
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WILKES
What about Momma?

POPPY
I'll handle the old lady.

WILKES
You think you can take her?

POPPY
I've been looking forward to it. In addition to being a Dad-
baiter and a teen-arouser, I am a mom-handler extraordinaire, 
a vintage homewrecker, and my conditioning has never been 
better. Get her on the balcony.

Poppy pulls the hood back on.

WILKES
Oh no! On the balcony -- a photographer!

Momma Casper sprints out of Wilkes' 
bedroom to the balcony. 

MOMMA CASPER
Where? Where, dammit?!

With a running start, Poppy charges at 
her, just missing when Momma Casper 
steps aside. 

WILKES
Oh. False alarm.

MOMMA CASPER
You're a dim bulb, Wilkes. Where is that damned detective? 
There are certain loose women I'd like kept away from this 
suite.

Momma Casper plugs the phone cord back 
into the wall. Poppy crawls to the bar. 
Takes matches and tries to set Momma 
Casper on fire.

WILKES
Trust me, he won't help.

Poppy hefts a bottle from the bar. 
Squares up behind Momma. Takes a few 
practice swings. Is about to hit her 
when Detective Lindbergh enters, 
writhing. Poppy drops to the carpet.

LINDBERGH
Señora!
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MOMMA CASPER
(to Casper)

Sweetie! Sit tight and I'll be right back!

CASPER (O.S.)
But I'm bored!

She locks the door to Wilkes' bedroom.

MOMMA CASPER
Are you having a spasm?

LINDBERGH
A spasm, señora, of pure love.

MOMMA CASPER
Wilkes. One minute. 

WILKES
I'll check on Casper.

MOMMA CASPER
No you won't. 

(at Casper's bedroom)
Wait in there.

WILKES
Blood--

MOMMA CASPER
--Detective?

She snaps, and Lindbergh muscles Wilkes 
into Casper's bedroom. Momma Casper 
locks Casper's bedroom door.

MOMMA CASPER
You got something for me?

LINDBERGH
A bevy of unusualness.

MOMMA CASPER
Be quick.

He unbuckles his belt.

MOMMA CASPER
Stop that. You spoke to Captain Bruce?

LINDBERGH
He yelled at me. Lots of people have been yelling at me 
today.
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MOMMA CASPER
And he doesn't know I'm here? Because if he knew I was 
here...Nazi dentists were more forgiving.

LINDBERGH
He thinks you're in St. Paul. The cardboard cutout you put in 
your bedroom window seems to have fooled his spies.

Scarlet enters from Casper's bedroom, 
seen only by Poppy, who forces her back 
into the bedroom with the baseball bat. 

MOMMA CASPER
Goddamned fool. What have you got on Wilkes?

LINDBERGH
Which one is he?

MOMMA CASPER
The tall one!

LINDBERGH
He seems like a kind man.

MOMMA CASPER
What did I tell you last week?

Lindbergh flips through his detective-
pad.

LINDBERGH
He's a thief. A weirdo. Stole my son and I'll get him back if 
I have to -- and then you said some very nasty things. Oh my 
God. You kiss your baby with that mouth?

MOMMA CASPER
Not in four months. You have the recordings?

Lindbergh retrieves an audio recorder 
from under the coffee table.

Momma Casper presses play.

CASPER (FROM SPEAKER)
It's that effing, frigging horse-tooting Scarlet Street.

LINDBERGH
This is my part!

LINDBERGH (FROM SPEAKER)
I am the house detective!

CASPER (FROM SPEAKER)
She blogged me. On the Internet blog--
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MOMMA CASPER
A voice like an angel. I can use this. Detective, you have 
surprised me.

LINDBERGH
I'm horny. 

MOMMA CASPER
Where I come from, detectives are taught not to talk like 
that.

LINDBERGH
In Las Vegas, we are taught to dance.

He attempts to tango around Momma 
Casper. He trips over Poppy.

LINDBERGH
Your rug-lump has moved.

MOMMA CASPER
Please. Stop jabbering.

LINDBERGH
It's smaller, too. 

MOMMA CASPER
If I show you my breast will you leave?

LINDBERGH
It smells like a pop-star.

MOMMA CASPER
No.

She yanks off Poppy's hood, and 
recoils.

MOMMA CASPER
You. How did you get in here?

POPPY
Give us a kiss, Momma!

MOMMA CASPER
Restrain that thing.

LINDBERGH
Do I know this glittery superstar?

MOMMA CASPER
Get it out of here. Kill it. Throw it out the window. 
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POPPY
This seems to happen every week.

LINDBERGH
Ooh. She's wriggling.

MOMMA CASPER
Like a cockroach.

POPPY
A skinny sylph of a cockroach what got its feelers all over 
your boy.

LINDBERGH
Come on, dear. Out the window. Out the window and I'll give 
you a chocolate.

MOMMA CASPER
(controlling revulsion)

Wait. Put her down. Do you like chocolate, sweetheart?

POPPY
I'm so hungry I could scarf a chocolate rabbit, bones and 
all.

MOMMA CASPER
Here. A candy. Enjoy it.

Poppy slurps down the candy.

MOMMA CASPER
Now that we're such good friends again, maybe you could tell 
me what's been going on in the suite?

LINDBERGH
An interrogation? I'll make drinks.

MOMMA CASPER
Yes. What's really bothering Casper? Because I know it isn't 
this business about the tickets. 

POPPY
I wouldn't know.

Momma Casper slides over the whole bag 
of candy.

POPPY
Well, Casper and I have been doing it a lot.

MOMMA CASPER
Really?
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POPPY
Oh sure. Doing it all the different ways. Especially the 
dirty way? Yeah. Mostly that way. 

LINDBERGH
Who wants a cherry? Everybody, that's who!

MOMMA CASPER
Very interesting.

POPPY
And if he's acting strange, it's probably because he's not 
used to all of that. All that sex, I mean. 

MOMMA CASPER
What else?

POPPY
Oh, I touch him, and listen to him, and tickle his widdle tum-
tum when he's feeling low.

MOMMA CASPER
He lets you tickle his tum-tum?

POPPY
We roaches have wiggly fingers.

MOMMA CASPER
What else is happening in the suite?!

POPPY
Nothing you'll ever understand. Because tonight, an eighteen 
year-old has outgrown his mommy.

MOMMA CASPER
Does this hotel have a detention level?

LINDBERGH
Not since the last prison riot.

MOMMA CASPER
Then take her downstairs and handcuff her to something big, 
heavy and thick as her skull.

Lindbergh handcuffs Poppy.

POPPY
Ooh. Feels like home.

MOMMA CASPER
You'll never see that hair again.

POPPY
Neither will you. Not really.
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LINDBERGH
Ah. The sweet nonsense of womanly riddletime.

He exits with Poppy.

MOMMA CASPER
Casper! Here!

Casper enters from Wilkes' bedroom, all 
gussied up for his show. 

MOMMA CASPER
Momma just needs fifteen minutes alone with Wilkes' editing 
software, and then we'll go down to the arena. Here. I got 
you some comics.

CASPER
Fuck yeah! Archie!

Momma Casper exits to Wilkes' bedroom. 
Casper reads the comic, cracking up.

WILKES  (O.S.)
Kid?

CASPER
Wilkes?

WILKES (O.S.)
Let me out of here!

Casper unlocks his bedroom door and 
Wilkes enters, bloodier.

WILKES
That girl's chest looks like Khe Sanh. She said Poppy's 
getting a doctor?

CASPER
Yeah.

WILKES
Good.

CASPER
There's no doctor.

WILKES
Hell.

CASPER
Mom thinks that just because she got me some awesome comics, 
I'm gonna climb all over her boobs and be a baby again. But 
joke's on her, 'cause, wait. Where's Poppy?
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He drops to the floor and scans the 
carpet.

CASPER
Shit.

WILKES
Don't worry about her. 

CASPER
I need her.

WILKES
I'm calling the cops.

CASPER
No! As soon as I make that thing in there go away, we get on 
the scooter and drive. We'll go to Flora-Bama.

WILKES
Flora-Bama?

CASPER
It's not Florida, it's not Alabama, it's Flora-Bama.

WILKES
(overlapping)

It's Flora-Bama. Yeah, listen, we could run all the way to 
Floridafrica and not get away. Prison keeps us away from your 
mother.

CASPER
She could still come and visit, and I'm not letting her show 
up and ruin my rep in front of the awesome tough guys in the 
yard. I'll get us away from her forever, or at least until 
she dies and turns poltergeist. Find Poppy, and give me 
twenty minutes to make this right.

WILKES
Okay. Don't murder anybody while I'm gone.

Wilkes reaches for a gin bottle, but 
restrains himself. Laughs hysterically. 
The elevator door opens. Wilkes exits; 
Detective Lindbergh enters, unnoticed 
by Casper, and rips the phone cord out 
of the wall.

CASPER
And a one...and a two...and a stab stab stab!

(singing)
Murrrrrder! Kill her. Murderer her. Cut her little throat and 
you'll beeeeee freeeee.
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LINDBERGH
There is nothing funny...about murder!

CASPER
There are no murders!

LINDBERGH
Of course not.

CASPER
What? How about a drink? I'm allowed to drink, you know.

Casper pours drinks. Lindbergh takes a 
checkers board from his coat and sets 
it up on the coffee table.

LINDBERGH
Murder!

CASPER
What?!

LINDBERGH
It's just funny that you mentioned murder.

CASPER
I didn't -- you did! There is no such thing as murder.

LINDBERGH
Oh? Nevermind. Checkers! A man's game. Catnip for the mind, 
shock therapy for the emotions. Sit down. Play. Am I a 
student of the game? No. I am its slave.

Casper makes a move.

LINDBERGH
A Luzhinsky opening. Cunning. Very cunning indeed.

They play.

LINDBERGH
Haha!

CASPER
Ha.

LINDBERGH
Checkers! It's time we had a talk, now that I'm going to be 
your new papa. For our topic, I propose your mother, and the 
elegant lickability of her thighs. 

CASPER
Ahhh! 
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LINDBERGH
Fine. You pick a topic.

CASPER
Have you ever faked a death, Detective?

LINDBERGH
I am no fraud, boy. In death I hold nothing sacred but the 
truth.

CASPER
Would you know how?

LINDBERGH
This is a hypothetical conversation? Good. Those are my 
favorite kind. Consider the game, son. Sixty-four squares of 
throbbing excitement. Endless possibilities, but only a few 
sure routes to kingship. There are a million ways to fake a 
death, but only a few are worthwhile.

CASPER
If you dropped a body out that window, would there be any way 
to tell who it was? Or would it end up the consistency of, I 
don't know...Jello?

LINDBERGH
Jello? Don't be silly. At this height you'd end up with more 
of a chunky vegetable stew. If a boy your age were to fake 
his death, he'd need a comparably sized male body. 

CASPER
Male? Like, a dude?

LINDBERGH
I'd set a fire. Dress the corpse in your clothes, throw an 
identifying ring or two on the hand, and get clear before the 
whole place comes down. Then hide out at Binion's, on the 
strip. Open twenty-four hours, and my God the donuts. King 
me.

Casper puts his hand on his head and 
moves it across to Lindberg's. They're 
the same height.

CASPER
Wouldn't they check the teeth or something?

LINDBERGH
Vegas isn't really at the forefront of modern dental 
analysis.

(showing off teeth)
See?
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CASPER
Ew! This is why I need Poppy. She's good with these kinds of 
talks.

LINDBERGH
Poppy? I remember her. I left her handcuffed to the meat 
trough at the Rainforest Cafe. She was smiling the smile of 
the damned.

CASPER
Then Wilkes. Wilkes will--

LINDBERGH
--Wilkes can't help you. Whatever you need done, boy, do it 
yourself. And do it now. Meantime, did you say something 
about murder?

Casper leaps across the checkers board 
and stabs Lindbergh in the shoulder.

LINDBERGH
My. What exquisite pain! 

They grapple for the knife. Casper gets 
it; Lindbergh grasps the garden shears.  
They fight.

LINDBERGH
I suppose you're too young to know what hypothetical means. 

CASPER
Die die die die die!

LINDBERGH
That is a paring knife.

Momma Casper enters from Wilkes' 
bedroom, carrying an empty wine bottle. 
She opens a new one while they tussle.

LINDBERGH
Never try to kill a man with a paring knife.

CASPER
Mom!

Momma Casper kicks Lindbergh off of 
Casper.

CASPER
He's a bully. He attacked my knife with his shoulder!
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LINDBERGH
Señora! You must learn to control your... beautiful eyes. I 
can't wait any longer. I must have you now.

He attempts to kiss her.

MOMMA CASPER
You wanna lay one on me?

LINDBERGH
More than otters want fish!

She whispers in his ear. He takes notes 
on his detective pad.

LINDBERGH
Yes. Yes. Okay. But where am I to get a penguin this time of 
night? It matters not. To the ends of the earth, I'll go, or 
maybe just the zoo. I'll do it! I'll do it! For passion!

He exits to the elevator.

MOMMA CASPER
What a truly ugly man. Where is Wilkes?

CASPER
Downstairs. 

MOMMA CASPER
I hope you said a proper goodbye. As soon as you go on stage 
tonight, I'm handing him over to someone more competent than 
that harebrained detective.

CASPER
What? Why?

MOMMA CASPER
Why not? He's a ludicrous manager, he's a dry drunk, and he's 
been molesting you for years.

CASPER
No! What? Ew.

MOMMA CASPER
Where did he touch you, Casper?

CASPER
We high five sometimes.

MOMMA CASPER
With your penises.

CASPER
God! Mom! Wilkes cares about me.
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MOMMA CASPER
If he did, you'd be in the Papal Suite.

Casper gurgles with rage.

MOMMA CASPER
Sweetheart. Use your words.

CASPER
Everything was going fine until you made Misty go away. And 
then things were rotten, and then rottener, and then Wilkes 
and I had everything figured out and you came back and 
rottened it up again. I was this close to having a real 
childhood, but first I had to do one very grown-up thing, but 
I can't be a grown-up at all and it's all your fault!

He crawls into her lap.

MOMMA CASPER
Does somebody want tummy-tickle?

CASPER
Oh momma. I missed you.

MOMMA CASPER
That's right. That's right. You just forget all about being 
grown-up. Grown-ups don't sell records any more. None of this 
is your fault because you're my baby.

CASPER
Yeah?

MOMMA CASPER
It's Wilkes. Poppy too--

CASPER
--but I like Poppy. She's sexy.

MOMMA CASPER
Only you are sexy! Forget about her. Wilkes is the problem. 
In any crisis, blame the man with the most blood on his 
clothes.

(beat)
Where did all that blood come from, anyway?

CASPER
Momma...if I asked you to do something for me, something 
kinda bad, like clean a bathtub, would you do it or would you 
make me do it myself? 

MOMMA CASPER
Baby. You know the answer to that. 
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CASPER
Because I really need to clean this tub but I can't and I'm 
starting to think that maybe I think cleaning tubs is 
altogether a mean thing to do.

MOMMA CASPER
You know what? You're eighteen now, and you're very handsome 
and very talented. You don't need my help.

CASPER
Really?

MOMMA CASPER
Uh-huh.

CASPER
You're right. I am a big boy! I'm gonna gut that bathtub!

He stands and grabs the knife.

CASPER
But maybe just a little more tummy-tickle first.

MOMMA CASPER
Everything's okay now. Everything's gonna be fine.

Scarlet enters, bloodsoaked and weak, 
from Casper's bedroom. Clutching a 
towel to her chest, she makes her way -- 
crawling or staggering -- to the phone.

SCARLET
Can I borrow your phone, miss?

Casper screams uncontrollably.

MOMMA CASPER
Scarlet Street. I should have known you were behind this.

SCARLET
Your bathtub is full of blood. I'm sorry. I'll be going.

MOMMA CASPER
Casper?

She slaps him.

MOMMA CASPER
Eyes on me!

CASPER
Wilkes shot her.
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SCARLET
Liar!

CASPER
Poppy shot her!

SCARLET
You shot me!

MOMMA CASPER
Where is the gun?

CASPER
I don't know.

MOMMA CASPER
How did this happen?

CASPER
I don't know.

SCARLET
I have to get back to the office.

Momma Casper steps on Scarlet's hand.

MOMMA CASPER
God has struck you down for slandering my baby. Sweetheart, 
find the pistol so we can finish her off. Where was the last 
place you had it?

CASPER
In my hand.

MOMMA CASPER
(on hands and knees)

And where did you put it then? Really, next we'll be looking 
for your shoes.

SCARLET
Dateline, Vegas. Homicide Charge Topples Casper. Lavish 
carpet ruined by blood. Hotel staff shocked by beauty of dead 
journalist.

CASPER
It's not under the sofa, Mom. How could it be under the sofa?

SCARLET
But you can't write your own obituary.

CASPER
She's getting away!
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Momma Casper blocks her path. Scarlet 
bites Momma Casper's ankles. Momma 
Casper kicks Scarlet in the face.

MOMMA CASPER
We're going back to the bathtub.

SCARLET
No. Please God no.

MOMMA CASPER
The knife.

Casper picks up the paring knife.

SCARLET
I'll print anything you want. I'll blame Wilkes, or Poppy or 
Godzilla. Just please don't stab me to death with that sad 
little knife.

MOMMA CASPER
You're a long loose end.

SCARLET
The girl had a bottle of pills in her purse.

Casper tosses Scarlet the bottle.

MOMMA CASPER
Okay.

SCARLET
Give 'em a minute to kick in.

MOMMA CASPER
We have a show to put on. See that ugly blue vein? Right 
there, in the neck? One poke, and your problems go away.

CASPER
I'm scared.

MOMMA CASPER
Just pre-show nerves, sweetheart.

CASPER
Maybe we should call an ambulance.

MOMMA CASPER
Oh, gimme that knife.

Outside the marquee blazes on: CASPER 
IN CONCERT. 
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MOMMA CASPER
Oh baby, it's beautiful.

CASPER
They're really all here for me?

MOMMA CASPER
That's right, darling.

Scarlet crawls into Wilkes' room and 
shuts the door.

MOMMA CASPER
God damn you slattern, unlock that door!

CASPER
We need a body. I don't care whose. Splattered on the 
pavement or burned to a crisp in this room. Come fall, I'm 
the starting place kicker for the East St. Louis Terriers. 

MOMMA CASPER
So you've been trying to get out. Fame can't be escaped -- 
it's like a heavyset sheep, sitting on your tummy to keep you 
put. If you're going to fight, fight to stay on top. 

CASPER
But I miss bowling.

MOMMA CASPER
Fuck bowling. You want Vegas or Branson?

She holds up the tape recorder.

MOMMA CASPER
All you have to do is sing. I do the rest. 

Wilkes enters, dragging Poppy by the 
handcuffs. Momma Casper yelps and jumps 
on the couch.

MOMMA CASPER
Get that thing out of here!

WILKES
Casper! Poppy learned something incredible. 

CASPER
What?

POPPY
Your mom's insane.
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WILKES
Yeah! She's not even working for Amazin' and...oh. Where is, 
uh, where is your special birthday present?

MOMMA CASPER
It crawled into your bedroom and locked the door.

SCARLET (O.S.)
And I called the police!

CASPER
I'm a little kid. Your responsibility! And you didn't take 
care of me.

MOMMA CASPER
Grounds for dismissal. I'll put in a call to the hotel 
lobotomist.

Momma Casper exits to Casper's bedroom.

WILKES
What's she told you? Eh? What about bowling? What about 
feeling real tits?

CASPER
It's not possible.

WILKES
Anything's possible when you dream.

CASPER
What?

Momma Casper returns, holding a 
bloodied makeup kit. She covers Casper 
in makeup and a little bit of blood.

CASPER
Mom. Quit it. Ow! 

MOMMA CASPER
Shh. We only have a few minutes to get you looking beautiful.

WILKES
They're going to take my frontal lobe, kid.

CASPER
Fair punishment for what you did to that girl in there. For 
what you did to me. With our penises! 

WILKES
What?
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CASPER
You're a murderer. You're no fun. And you're fired.

Wilkes opens a gin bottle from the bar. 
Takes a long pull. Clutches his 
stomach. He exits to Casper's bedroom. 
Returns immediately.

WILKES
So much blood!

Wilkes vomits off the railing. Keeps 
drinking, vomiting.

CASPER
I thought you were chained to the meat trough.

POPPY
Funny thing about the meat trough is, it's actually a salad 
trough made of ground beef. I gnawed my way out and and I got 
that milkshake too.

WILKES
You know who deserves a fucking milkshake? Wilkes does.

CASPER
Poppy. It's been awesome working with you but you're off the 
tour and you're going to jail. 

POPPY
That's not right. You're the one who shot her.

CASPER
Your gun.

POPPY
You shot her.

CASPER
Your bullets.

POPPY
You shot her!

CASPER
You tricked me!

They grab each other in a frenzy fueled 
by a mixture of lust and rage.

MOMMA CASPER
(separating them)

Children. A little daylight.
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A pause before Poppy leaps on Casper.

POPPY
Come on. Kiss me.

CASPER
No!

POPPY
Or I'll fucking kill you! 

POPPY
You can't put me away. You love me.

MOMMA CASPER
Children, please. Language!

CASPER
My heart belongs to Misty.

POPPY
You still don't--

Momma Casper takes Wilkes' gin bottle 
and brains Poppy.

MOMMA CASPER
How odd. On television these usually break.

CASPER
Momma. Should her eyes be doing that?

MOMMA CASPER
Of course. She's probably just after more attention. Wilkes, 
see if you can't staunch this blood. We're out of paper 
towels. Now. It's almost showtime, sweetie.

WILKES
It's not too late for me. Maybe it is. No! No it's not!

Lindbergh enters from elevator,  
carrying a stuffed penguin, a dozen 
balloons, a yellow trombone and a 
stereo blaring a sappy romantic tune.

LINDBERGH
Señora! I bring what you asked -- Oh Lord that is an awful 
lot of blood.

MOMMA CASPER
Nevermind that. That girl there, the dead one?

LINDBERGH
I can't stand the dead ones.

Akers  /  73.



MOMMA CASPER
She's not the only one.

WILKES
Momma Casper killed her. Yes yes yes she did.

CASPER
No. I bet you did. Because everybody knows you're the creep.

WILKES
Am not!

CASPER
Are too!

WILKES
Am not!

CASPER
Are too!

LINDBERGH
Who should I believe?!

MOMMA CASPER
Listen! From your recording, detective. I only got through 
the first few minutes, but it was most illuminating.

LINDBERGH
Oh! I'm helping.

A crudely edited recording of Wilkes 
and Casper plays.

WILKES (FROM SPEAKER)
I'm Wilkes. I care about you, kiddo.

CASPER (FROM SPEAKER)
Don't be gay. Get off. You is for fags.

WILKES (FROM SPEAKER)
Sexy-style. Do it!

WILKES
Rats.

CASPER (FROM SPEAKER)
Don't fuck up my asshole, Wilkes.

WILKES (FROM SPEAKER)
I'm old, spotted and tired.

CASPER (FROM SPEAKER)
It feels like a dead fish. What do you eat?
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WILKES (FROM SPEAKER)
Wieners.

CASPER
I don't remember that conversation.

MOMMA CASPER
You probably blocked it out.

CASPER
(in awe)

Wait. I get it. Mom! You're so evil. 

MOMMA CASPER
There's a woman in there, he shot her too. You'll find his 
fingerprints all over both weapons. A gun and a gin bottle.

WILKES
Casper.

MOMMA CASPER
Leave him alone.

WILKES
Please.

CASPER
I just wanted a Harley.

Momma Casper strokes Lindbergh, who 
shudders and takes out his handcuffs. 
He can't get them on Wilkes' wrists. 
Momma Casper does it for him.

LINDBERGH
Señora. You are a marvel.

CASPER
Take him away.

LINDBERGH
And when I return?

MOMMA CASPER
After the show, every inch of me will be yours.

CASPER
Ew.

WILKES
Ew! Casper. Buddy.

CASPER
I have no buddies!
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WILKES
Look at Poppy's face.

MOMMA CASPER
Take this man away!

She kicks Wilkes and Lindbergh's shins.

CASPER
(inspecting Poppy)

It's pretty good, I guess.

MOMMA CASPER
Cover your ears! Lalalalalalalala!

WILKES
Poppy Carter is Misty Sparkelstaar.

CASPER
No.

LINDBERGH
(overlapping)

Heavens to Murgatroyd.

MOMMA CASPER
(overlapping)

It's a lie.

CASPER
(overlapping)

No!

MOMMA CASPER
Sweetums. Lay your head down in Momma's--

CASPER
--Cunt! You killed her. I loved her, and you killed her.

MOMMA CASPER
You don't deserve love. Now go fix your hair, you rancid 
little shrimp.

Casper bites his mother.

MOMMA CASPER
Titlicker! Get him off me! God damn it. 

She swats at him.

CASPER
Arrest my stupid mom. She killed everybody!
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WILKES
Some of everybody.

LINDBERGH
And to think, I wrote her a sonnet sequence.

He un-cuffs Wilkes and chases Momma 
Casper around the room, trying to cuff 
her. They tire.

WILKES
Detective. In that room is a journalist. 

LINDBERGH
Blech.

WILKES
She's lost a lot of blood, but paramedics should be on their 
way. If she's still alive, we may be able to save her. 

MOMMA CASPER
Or you can have me.

WILKES
Would you rather be a lover or a hero? 

LINDBERGH
I'm certified as both. 

WILKES
Have you got a key?

LINDBERGH
Yes. Right here.

He rams the door with his shoulder and 
falls down moaning. Wilkes and 
Lindbergh assault the door.

WILKES
(to Casper)

Help us.

MOMMA CASPER
Don't do it.

WILKES
For Misty.

The three of them knock the door open. 
Wilkes and Lindbergh enter, and return 
with Scarlet, pale and still. 
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They drag her towards the elevator, 
where Momma Casper blocks their 
attempts to shuffle the body around 
her.

WILKES
Step aside, or this woman will die.

SCARLET
(softly)

I don't wanna die.

WILKES
See? 

LINDBERGH
Please señora, allow me to cuff your delicate wrists.

MOMMA CASPER
You've no proof of any of this hogwash.

WILKES
Item! One gin bottle, bearing the violent fingerprints of a -- 
Scarlet? You're going to like this -- Miss Karmelanna 
Fingerroos, aka Momma Casper.

SCARLET
Fingerroos! And Casper's name is...

MOMMA CASPER
No!

WILKES
Gunther Schenkenberg Fingerroos.

SCARLET
Oh. Scoop like that's worth getting shot for.

WILKES
Also, the bottle's covered in blood. See? Blood. And so is 
that lady's head-area.

LINDBERGH
Mm! CSI!

MOMMA CASPER
Inspect that bottle, detective, and you'll find it bloated 
with the fingerprints of the drunk beside you.

WILKES
Not so.

MOMMA CASPER
You've been swilling from it all night.

Akers  /  78.



WILKES
I told you before that I once worked in day care.

MOMMA CASPER
What?

WILKES
I administered Sunny Hugo's Tot Corner for less than three 
months before the entire operation went up in smoke.

LINDBERGH
Ooh! A fire!

WILKES
Yes. Started by faulty wiring, exacerbated by the quart of 
gin I spilled on the electrical box while trying to snuff it 
out. Seventeen children were in the room with me.

MOMMA CASPER
Heart-wrenching melodrama.

WILKES
I carried them out one by one, arranging them on the lawn in 
a sunflower pattern. How they sobbed. And so, before the 
firemen arrived, I returned for their toys, grabbing red hot 
rattle after red hot rattle.

MOMMA CASPER
And?

WILKES
The end result being that I have no fingerprints at all.

Lindbergh inspects Wilkes' hand.

LINDBERGH
Quite so!

Wilkes pulls the pistol from inside the 
trombone.

WILKES
Item! One pistol, recently fired, whose bore should neatly 
match the bullet lodged in our dear journalist's gut. Owner -- 
that prostrate lady there. Gunman -- the star himself.

CASPER
You can't do this! You're my manager.

WILKES
I haven't been your manager for seven minutes.
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SCARLET
You can't just go around murdering people and get away with 
it. Not in Nevada!

Lindbergh produces more handcuffs.

LINDBERGH
You will surely be the most beautiful woman I've ever sent to 
the chair.

MOMMA CASPER
No thanks.

She waves the garden shears.

CASPER
Momma. Don't.

LINDBERGH
Lower your weapon. I'm going to do some cop stuff everywhere.

Momma Casper grabs Casper's wrist and 
charges for the elevator. Scarlet trips 
her, and Wilkes sits on top of Momma 
Casper.

CASPER
Get off my mommy!

SCARLET
Bet you say that a lot.

MOMMA CASPER
Really, Wilkes. Showtime's in ten, and my baby does not miss 
curtain.

WILKES
The shears, Karmelanna. The shears!

CASPER
Mom. It's over.

LINDBERGH
Yep. I'd say everything is just about wrapped up. Story over, 
everyone can go home and--waitaminute!

From beneath the sofa, Lindbergh 
produces a black diamond necklace.

LINDBERGH
The black diamond of Guadaloupe! 

SCARLET
The Contessa will be pleased.
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LINDBERGH
And she is a saucy Contessa indeed.

WILKES
I wanna see!

Wilkes stands, freeing Momma Casper. 

MOMMA CASPER
Follow me, babycakes!

She throws the shears over the zipline, 
grabs hold of their handles and leaps 
out the window.

CASPER
Mommy! No!

LINDBERGH
How inventive.

CASPER
Oh God. No...

The zipline snaps. 

CASPER
That's a long way down.

LINDBERGH
Right onto...

The CASPER IN CONCERT sign explodes in 
a shower of sparks.

LINDBERGH
The generators.

WILKES
Ah, shit.

CASPER
No. Not shit. It's more like...Wahoo! 

WILKES
Oh?

CASPER
I'm free. I'm eighteen. I have a motor scooter and no 
parents. This is the American fucking dream. 

WILKES
Casper--
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CASPER
And I can curse! As fucking much and as cocksucking loudly as 
I want to. Tits! Bloody, bloated swinging cock-tits! 

SCARLET
Give me my phone. My phone!

(dialing)
I've always wanted to say this. Robbie? Stop the presses! Oh, 
of course not. It's not even eight yet. Then hold A1! I've 
got a scoop, some Grade A, twat to the wall reporting. Yeah. 
Gunther Schenkenberg Fingerroos. I'll spell it from the 
ambulance. See you fuckers in Central Booking.

She crawls into the elevator.

CASPER
(poking Poppy)

What the fuck. This doesn't feel as good as it should.

WILKES
Kid. I'm sorry.

CASPER
Don't touch me.

Poppy stands and peers out the window.

POPPY
She's gone?

CASPER
Ah! I thought you were--

POPPY
--I always said I'm a better actor than you. My head is 
killing me, though.

Lindbergh tosses her the painkillers.

CASPER
Misty...

POPPY
I wanted to tell you. But my contract was airtight.

CASPER
If Poppy was Misty, and Misty loves Casper, and I'm still 
Casper...then why did you try to kill me!

POPPY
You said you wanted out. Just an hour before we were gonna be 
together forever. If I can't have you, nobody can.
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CASPER
That's so romantic. I've been pining, you know. When we were 
together we were so famous.

She kisses him.

LINDBERGH
Lovely. Just lovely. And now, kids, if you don't mind, I need 
to have you tried and convicted for underage drinking. And 
attempted murder.

POPPY
Oh. Bummer.

CASPER
But I don't miss curtain.

LINDBERGH
You're misinformed.

CASPER
You want me? Come and get me. On stage. In front of the 
world.

POPPY
It'll make us legends.

CASPER
Like Bonnie and Clyde, but hot and not dead.

Lindbergh backs Poppy and Casper 
towards the balcony's edge.

LINDBERGH
Stop it! You're making a mockery of my position. Come here. 
Come here! That balcony took my heart. It can have you too.

Wilkes grabs Lindbergh in a bear hug.

WILKES
Run kids. Make-up's waiting.

CASPER
I'm gonna be famous forever.

He and Poppy exit.

LINDBERGH
This is a nice hug.

Wilkes lets go. Flops onto the sofa.

WILKES
Drink?
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LINDBERGH
I never drink on duty. No, that can't be right. I mean I 
always drink on duty. Give it here. They seem like nice kids.

WILKES
Yeah?

LINDBERGH
Yeah.

WILKES
Say...

He rummages around under the sofa. 
Finds Casper's Marlboro Lights. They 
share a cigarette and put it out on the 
floor.

WILKES
I'm sorry about the mess.

LINDBERGH
What do I care? That's why we pay housekeeping.

He laughs at his own joke.

LINDBERGH
Oh lord, do I love working in a hotel!

Blackout.

The End.
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