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INTRODUCTION:

In 1943, the head of Wrigley Gum, Inc., in an effort to help make sure baseball did not fade away while a number of the players in the Major Leagues went off to fight in World War II, created the All-American Girls Professional Baseball League.  The league basically operated in the Mid-West states such as Illinois, Wisconsin and the such.  The league was, in the greater sense,     unheard of to most of the country, but, in the cities they played in,         attendace sometimes rose to over 1 million a year.  From 1943 to 1954, the A.A.G.P.B.L. gave the country something new and exciting to cheer for.

In 1988, the Baseball Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, NY, opened a permanent exibit called “Women in Baseball” focusing on the A.A.G.P.B.L. and all other female baseball leagues formed since then.  This gave these girls the recognition they rightfully deserved.

In 1991, film director Penny Marshall (“Big”) decided to go one step further.  And, in the summer of the following year, the film “A League of Their Own” opened in theaters, becoming one of the most successful films of the year and prompting a short-lived CBS television series.  The film starred Geena Davis as a dairy worker in Oregon who, along with her sister (played by Lori Petty), go off to join the A.A.G.P.B.L.  It cronicles the lives and times of the Rockford Peaches, the team the sisters are put into.  All in all, IMHO, it is one of the best comedy films since “Good Morning, Vietnam”.

Earlier this year (1994), an article was posted on rec.arts.Harvey  about Betty from “Beauty and the Beast” joining the Los Angeles Dodgers at training camp to try to become the first ever female professional player in the Major Leagues.  (I kinda figured that, perhaps, the Florida Marlins might’ve tried to counter, bringing Dottie into their camp.  After all, if there’s ANYONE who’s a Marlin fan, it would HAVE to be her! :) )  Someone retorted this story by saying (not a direct quote), “Perhaps they could make a movie out of this   concept.  They could call it ‘20,000 Leagues of Their Own’.”

Well, I’ve taken the original film, “A League of Their Own”, replaced the big-name and not-so-big-name actors and actresses with big-name Harvey “actors” and “actresses” and...voi-la, “20,000 Leagues of Their Own”!

CONCEPTS TO BE NOTED:

It was stated in a remark about what kind of crab Sebastian was that all cartoon characters live in Toon Town (from “Who Framed Roger Rabbit?”) and stay there until work calls them to the set.  So, in a sense, all these char-acters have existed ever since Harvey Studios were created;  they just haven’t been seen (Right now, Pocahontas is awaiting the screenplay to her film in her apartment..er, rather, her teepee.).  That could explain how these       characters, even though almost all of them were not seen before 1943, could be around in the era of the A.A.G.P.B.L.

Of course, if you want to go the route of characters being time  travellers like in “Animaniacs”, you can say that’s true as well.

Now, I know “’toons” do not age or die, but...well,...just go along with it for this one, okay?

Also, I realize that the relationships between characters will be a tad jumbled;  the only true ‘relations’ are Dottie and Kit, and most husband/ wife pairings (save Evelyn).  Once again, just play along.  It’s only fiction anyhow.

I’ve done my doggest to try to fit real-life (or is it REEL-life) to Harvey-life.  Hence the original locations for when the girls are found, the names of the teams and cities, and so forth.

CAST ROSTER

Listed as follows:

CHARACTER IN ACTUAL MOVIE, followed by brief description

Actor in this movie (film starred in)....................Actor in original film

Coach JIMMY DUGAN, alcoholic former big league player, initially feels girls shouldn’t play baseball.

Jimmy (Beauty and the Beast).........................................Tom Hanks

Catcher DOTTIE HANSEN, married dariy worker, fine softball player
Dottie (The Little Mermaid)..........................................Geena Davis

Pitcher KIT KELLER, Dottie’s younger sister, also fine player, wants to make name for herself, instead of being in Dottie’s shadow.

Kit (The Little Mermaid)...........................................Lori Petty

Outfielder MAE MORTEVIDO, dancer, starlet, “shmoozer”, player
Mae Rabbit (Who Framed Roger Rabbit?)...............................Madonna

3rd Basewoman DORIS MURPHY, Mae’s friend, a bit stout, quite vocal!

Doris (Cinderella) [closest to a New York accent]...........Rosie O’Donnell

Outfielder/Pitcher BETTY “SPAGETTI” HORN, housewife, bright, loving wife.

Belle (Beauty and the Beast).......................................Tracy Reiner

Outfielder/Catcher ALICE GASPERS, superstitious type.

Alice (Alice in Wonderland).......................................Renee Coleman

Outfileder EVELYN GARDNER, mother, VERY emotional.

Evelyn (Aladdin)..................................................Betty Schram

2nd basewoman, MARLA HOOCH, good player, BAD looking, innocent and shy

Marla (The Sword in the Stone)....................................Megan Cavanaugh

1st basewoman HELLEN HALLEY, always there with kind words, wanted or not.

Wendy Darling (Peter Pan).................................Anne-Elizabeth Ramsey

Shortstop/Pitcher ELLEN SUE, former beauty queen
Ellen sue (Sleeping Beauty)........................................Freddie Simpson

Outfielder SHIRLEY BAKER, illiterate (minor character)

Shirley (101 Dalmations) [Roger’s wife]................(didn’t write down credit)

Chaperone MISS CUTHBERT, strict, easy target.

CRUELLA DeVILLE (101 Dalmations)..............................Paulina Railsford

CAPPY, a scout, big-mouthed, insulting, could-care-less attitude

Jafar & Iago (Aladdin) [Iago’s the insulting part]...................Jon Lovitz

WALTER HARVEY, candy-bar king, owner of Chicago Cubs, founder of A.A.G.P.B.L.

Walt Harvey....................................Gary Marshall (Yes, Penny’s bro)

IRA LOWENSTEIN, creator of A.A.G.P.B.L concept, young “whiz-kid”
Ian Lowenstein (don’t know Michael’s dad’s real name)...............David Strathair

STILLWELL “ANGEL” GARDNER, Evelyn’s michevious little son.

(Child) Mowgli (The Jungle Book).................................Justin Sheller

(Adult) Aladdin (Aladdin)...........................................Mark Holton

BOB HANSEN, Dottie’s wife, army man
Eric (The Little Mermaid)..........................................Bill Pullman

MINOR   CHARACTERS

RACINE COACH...................................................Sultan (Aladdin)

SYMPATHETIC UMPIRE..........................................Gepetto (Pinocchio)

NELSON (Marla’s future husband)..................Ector (The Sword in the Stone)

DAVID HOOCH (Marla’s coach/father)..............Merlin (The Sword in the Stone)

WESTERN UNION MAN..................................LeFou (Beauty and the Beast)

MR. MURPHY (Doris’ father)..............................Stepmother (Cinderella)

BOY IN CAR................................Wart (Arthur)(The Sword in the Stone) BOYS ASKING FOR AUTOGRAPH..................................Huey, Duey and Louie (Dottie’s daughter)................................Eilowny (The Black Calduron) (Dottie’s grandsons)............Jeffrey and Red (The Little Mermaid: The Series)

ANAHEIM ANNOUNCER...........................Christopher Robin (Winnie the Pooh)

RACINE ANNOUNCER...............................................Genie (Aladdin)

SCALPER........................................Merchant from start of (Aladdin)

VENDOR..........................................Achmed (merchant from)(Aladdin)

NEWSREEL ANNOUNCER............................Emilio Estevez (The Mighty Ducks)

COMMENTARY WOMAN................Amber Flabashim (sort of an Amberle evil clone)

TYCOON ON FERRY..................................................Scrooge McDuck

DOCTOR.........................................................Ludvig Von Drake

CHARM SCHOOL ATTENDANTS............................................Minnie Mouse

........................Big Mama (The Fox and the Hound)

BUS DRIVER.............................................Tigger (Winnie the Pooh)

ACT I

SCENE: 1988, cottage in Denmark

(Fade in to outside view of two-story cottage.  Jump cut to backyard where two boys play basketball.  The taller one, a blond-haired freckled-faced boy, is overwhelming the younger, smaller, russett-haired boy.            

Jump cut to upstairs bedroom.  Dottie is packing clothes into a suitcase on her bed.  The years have been kind to her;  her long russett hair is now shoulder-length and in a red-silver mix.  Her face shows virtually no wrinkles and yet her cheekbones are showing her age slightly.  She stands and walks erect.  Her hands are also starting to turn boney.  She looks in the mirror and sighs about the trip she is about to take.  On her dresser are picture frames, with a most prominent one in the middle:  A picture of Dottie and her husband, Eric, taken many years ago.  Just then, her daughter Eilowny, who owns the cottage, walks to the doorway and tosses an old catcher’s mitt into Dottie’s suitcase.  Dottie is stunned, but smiling in reminisance.)

EILOWNY:You might need that.

DOTTIE:
Where did you find it?

EILOWNY:It was in one of those hope chests that came over. (Dottie puts on the

glove and pounds her fist into it.  Eilowny looks at the glove.) 

Needs oil.

DOTTIE:
(smiling) Don’t we all? (stops and thinks, then, resoundfully) I’m not

going.

EILOWNY:Mom, I already have two children;  I don’t need a third.

DOTTIE:
(sits down on bed)  Why is it so important that I go?

EILOWNY:Well, for one thing, it’ll get you out of this room.  Besides, these

are your old friends. (gathers suitcases, including one on bed)

DOTTIE:
(sighs) They probably won’t even remember me.

EILOWNY:(heading out bedroom door) Forget you?!?  The “Queen of Diamonds”?

DOTTIE:
Eilowny, I just don’t think this is a good idea. (follows Eilowny out

the door.  Jump cut to stairs and foyer)

EILOWNY:Oh, c’mon, Mom!  I mean, you’re going to get to see Aunt Kit.    

You two hardly speak a word to each other.

DOTTIE:
We still won’t.  She won’t be there.  She’ll be travelling around

with that husband of hers...

EILOWNY:Tim.  He’s has a name: Tim.  And he’s always been nice to you.

DOTTIE:
He makes me nervous. (Eilowny is about to exit the house with the

suitcases.  Dottie sits down a on dining room chair.)  There’s some...  other reasons why I can’t go.

EILOWNY:Mom...

DOTTIE:
Honey, I..I’m not comfortable about this.  I’m not really part of it.

It was never that important to me.  It was just something I did.

EILOWNY:(walking over to Dottie) Mom, when are you going to realize how special

it was?  How much it all meant?

DOTTIE:
(trying to make Eilowny understand) I...

EILOWNY:(puts hands on Dottie’s shoulders, in understanding tone) Yeah, I..I

know how you feel...(Dottie smiles)...but you’re going. (gently pushes a surprised Dottie along with her.)

(Jump cut to outside.  Eilowny and Dottie are carrying the bags to the carriage while the two boys, Eilowny’s sons, Jeffrey and Red, keep playing basketball.) 

DOTTIE:
Carriage to plane to bus...I’m tired already!

EILOWNY:You’ll sleep on the plane.  Now keep going.  We’re late.

JEFFREY:
(stops playing to watch them leave)  Hey, Grandma’s out of the room!

Is there a fire?

DOTTIE:
(to Jeffrey) Wiseguy!

EILOWNY:(to boys)  Now, Pocahontas next door is watching  you and I don’t

want to hear any bad reports.

JEFFREY:
Okay.  Goodbye, Grandma.

RED:
Goodbye.

DOTTIE:
Jeffry, come here. (Jeffrey approaches)  Now, remember, no matter what your brother does, he’s littler than you are, so give him a chance to shoot.  Promise?

JEFFREY:
Yeah.

DOTTIE:
Okay.  (Jeffrey goes back)  Red, come here. (Bobbie approaches.  Dottie

says, smiling,) Kill ‘em!

BOBBIE:
Okay! (runs back.)

(Dottie gets in the carriage.  Bobbie has the ball and makes a perfect hook shot into the basket.  The carriage pulls out of the driveway and down to the cobblestone streets.)

MONTAGE:

(Plane flying to California, followed by public bus roaming around downtown Los Angeles.)

Song: Now and forever you are apart of it and the memories cross like the KNOW, did we find the ecstasy did we share the daylight, when you walking into my life, Now and Forever I remember all the promises still unbroken, and think about all the world between us that never needed to be spoken; we had a moment, just one moment that we ask beyond the dream beyond the lifetime ; we are the like ones , some people never get to do, all we got to do, Now and Forever …I will always think of you…

Did we come together, did we leave together, Did we cry together , did we play together, did we love together and together we lead all the world….I miss the dreams, I miss the lifetime  I miss the day we had ………

SCENE:  OUTSIDE A COLLEGE BASEBALL STADIUM, ANAHEIM, CALIFORNIA

(A banner over the main entrance says “ALL AMERICAN GIRLS PROFESSIONAL BASEBALL LEAGUE REUNION GAME”.  The public bus stops in front of the entrance where a table is set up for registration.  Dottie is the first one out of the bus.  This stadium was, at one time, the home field for her team.  She starts to get nostalgic as she signs up, gets her A.T.G.P.B.L sweatshirt and enters the stadium.  Jump cut to inside the stadium, on the field.  Many elder ladies are in the middle of a baseball game, blue sweatshirts vs. white sweatshirts.  One lady, who looks like an older version of Belle, hits a pitch into the out-field, bringing another woman around to score from second.  Dottie looks at the game and smiles as the scene dissolves into the flashback which controls most of the film...)

ACT II

SCENE 1:  1943, NEWSREEL FOOTAGE.

(A newsreel shows with Emilio Estevez announcing.  Scenes of Mickey signing up for the army, Donald for the navy and Beast for the Marines are seen.)

ANNOUNCER:In the world of sports:  off the baseball field and off to the    

battlefield, some of the greatest stars of Major American League Baseball pitch in for the war effort.  Mickey Mouse trades Racine gold for army green.  Donald Duck become a literal first-round “draft pick” for the navy.  How’d you like to see THIS creature (Beast) coming at you?!?  Look out, Mr. Hitler;  they’re not coming back “’till it’s over over there”!

(HEADLINE:  HARVEY TO FIX BASEBALL NIX FIX.  Scenes of Walt Harvey and a man who resembles a slightly younger Michael Lowenstein shaking hands with other men.  A 3-year-old boy is on the other man’s lap)

Meanwhile, Racine Ratpack owner Walt Harvey, the cartoon tycoon, met with other team owners as rumours presist that baseball may be shut down for the duration of the war.  Harvey’s promotional whiz-kid, Lowenstein(seen here with his young son, Michael) has been put in charge of finding a way to keep baseball going.  Good luck Mr. Lowenstein;  you’ll need it!

SCENE 2: 100 MILES WEST OF THE COAST OF DENMARK....SEVERAL FATHOMS BELOW

(Scene opens to surface of water with first part of scene-line showing.  The last part shows on-screen as the camera pans down below the surface.  There, at the bottom, a softball game is taking place between mermaids from Atlantica and Olympica.  The game is similar to fast-pitch softball, except that the ball is a huge pearl, the bags are sponges floating a few feet above the surface, the outfield wall is tightly-woven seaweed and the gloves are also oversized sponges.  Sebastian is umpiring behind home plate as the Olympian pitcher strikes a batter out.  Kit, golden cap on her head, starts swinging her light-rock bat in the on-deck circle.  The crowd of fish and mer-folk are    very excited.  Then, a voice is heard behind a school of fish:) VOICE 1:(Very deep and serious) Kindly part the way, please.

(The voice is at first ignored, until another voice is heard:)

VOICE 2:(Shrill and loud) HEY, MOVE IT OR LOSE IT, WORM-BREATHS!  (The fish part to reveal Hans Christian Anderson’s ‘metal fish’.  And, looking out of the observation window are Jafar and Iago.  Cut back to Kit as Dottie swims over.)

DOTTIE:
Kit, she’s getting everyone on high ones.  Stay away from that pitch,

okay?

KIT:
I can get it!

DOTTIE:
No, you can’t.

KIT:
(confident) Yes, I can. (starts to swim to home plate)

DOTTIE:
(grabbing Kit’s bat)  This bat’s too heavy for you.  You’ll never

hit anything with that.

KIT: 
(snatching the bat back)  I will!

DOTTIE:
Kit, there’s a big hole in right center. (Kit starts to turn to

look)  Don’t look out there.  If she comes high, you can pull it to that hole.

KIT:
I know.  Who’s the older sister here, anyway?

DOTTIE:Hey, only by a month.  It’s not Daddy’s fault I was spawned a little

late.      

SEBASTIAN:  Batter up!

DOTTIE: 
(As Kit swims away)  No high ones.

KIT:
(looking back) I like the high ones!

DOTTIE:
Mule!

KIT:
Nag!!

(The Olympian picther throws two perfect high balls at Kit.  At each one, she swings and misses.  Dottie reminds Kit about letting the high ones go.  The third pitch is right down the middle, and Kit doesn’t even move.)

(Kit, mad, throws her bat into the sand in the on-deck circle.  Dottie then steps up to the plate.  She looks out at the two girls on second and third.  The pitcher throws a high one, which Dottie lays off.  The next pitch is down the middle, and Dottie hits it into the ‘hole’ in the outfield.  The tying and winning runs score.  The crowd cheers ‘Ar-i-el!’ while Kit looks down.)

MERMAN IN STANDS:Hey, Kit, why are you swinging at those high ones for?

Good thing Dottie bailed you out!

ANOTHER MERMAN:
Ah, leave her alone.  Hey, Kit, I’ll give you a ride home.  (Later, Dottie and Kit are swimming home.  Not too far behind is the metal fish.)

DOTTIE:  Ow!  Stop kicking the seashells!  You’re hitting me!

KIT:
I’m sorry.  I’m just so mad!

DOTTIE:
You’re supposed to get mad if we lose.

KIT:
That last pitch was right down the middle.  If I had’ve hit that, I
would been the hero.  But you made me so nervous...

DOTTIE:
Hey, I just said to lay off the high ones.  After all, Eric taught me

about baseball while we were in America.  It’s not my fault I’m more experienced that you.

KIT:
“Good thing Dottie bailed you out, Kit.”  “Kit, perhaps you should

take batting lessons from Dottie!”  “Kit, why can’t you be beautiful like your sister Dottie...”

DOTTIE:
Now, what guy said that?!?

KIT:
None of them, but that’s what they were thinking!  Why’d you have to

come back, Dottie.  I mean, I missed you, but...

DOTTIE:
It was lonely in that castle, Kit.  I...I needed to see Daddy, you

and my other sisters again.

(Kit starts to swim a little faster.  Dottie keeps pace.)

KIT:
Why are you swimming so fast?

DOTTIE:
Because you are.  Why are you?

KIT:
Can’t you even alllow me to swim faster than you?

DOTTIE:
Sure.

(But the faster Kit goes, the faster Dottie goes.  Soon, they’re swimming as fast as they can towards Atlantica.  The metal fish keeps pace behind them.  Triton’s voice can be heard, vaguely, in the background.)

TRITON: Don’t run you scare the kicthens!

SCENE 3: CASTLE’S “BACKYARD”

(Dottie and Kit are milking sea cows [those are manatees, in case you didn’t know].  Then, in an old-fashioned diving suit with a clear helmet, Jafar swims towards them.  Iago, in a smaller version of the suit, is trying to adapt to underwater ‘flying’.)

JAFAR:
(To mermaids) Hello, there?

(Kit looks up and stares in wonder)

IAGO:
HEY!

DOTTIE:
(Looking up) Hey, yourself.

IAGO:
(looking at the milking process) Sheesh, don’t that hurt them?

DOTTIE:
(Finishing up)  They don’t seem to mind.

IAGO:
It would bruise the heck outta me!

DOTTIE:
(A little confused) Who are you guys?  How’d you get down here?

JAFAR:
My humble apologies for my cohort here.  I am Jafar, a temporary

baseball scout...hopefully VERY temporary.  This is Iago.

IAGO:
(Landing on Jafar’s shoulder) The pleasure’s yours, I’m sure.

JAFAR:
We’ve watched you playing today.  Not bad.  Not bad at all.  Ever hear

of Walt Harvey?  You know, the candy bars?

KIT:
Yeah.  When we were little, we used to play out the Seven Dwarfs.

DOTTIE:
(smiling) Yeah, and, since I was the youngest, you girls always made 

me play Dopey. (The girls giggled)

IAGO: 
That’s the guy!  Er, that is, the guy who made them.

JAFAR:
(continuing)  He is starting a girls’ baseball league in America.

Do you wish to join?

(Kit is in shock.  Dottie is confused again, almost in disbelief.)

DOTTIE:
What??

IAGO:
Nice retort.  Can we try it again maybe?

JAFAR:
Tryouts are being held in Racine next week.  It’s professional.

KIT:
(starting to help Dottie to release the sea cows) A professional
girls’ league?

JAFAR:
Yes.  They pay 75 dollars a week.

IAGO:
Or, in your language, 75 ‘clams’.

KIT:
(to Dottie)  C’mon The average servant only makes 30 clams a week.

IAGO:
Well, then, this would be more, wouldn’t it?

DOTTIE:
Kit, we don’t need the money;  we’re princesses.

KIT:
Well,...we could give to charities then.

IAGO:
How about the “Save-the-Parrots-from-Having-to-Swim Foundation”?

JAFAR:
(as the mermaids swim back to him) M’ladies, the country and the

world of baseball needs you.  We’ve chosen you not just because of your supreme playing...

IAGO:
But, let’s face it, you’re pretty hot-to-trot!  I’ve always admired


girls in bikinis!

DOTTIE:
(almost insulted)  Is that so?  Well, listen.  I am happily married

and my husband is fighting in the war and...

JAFAR:
Relax, princess.  It is strictly “look-but-don’t-touch”.

DOTTIE:
(to Kit) Why don’t you talk with him?  I’m tired of flapping my

fins.

KIT: 
(excited) Well, I can go!  I can leave right now!  Are there some

papers I have to sign or something?

IAGO:
We don’t want you,  we want her (pointing to Dottie);  one who can


actually HIT the ball! You can come back to the cow.

DOTTIE:
Why not Kit?  She’s a pitcher.  The only reason she didn’t pitch  

today is because she pitched the day before.

JAFAR:
Thank you for this insight into your sister’s life.  But you we saw

and you we like.  So, what do you say, princess?

DOTTIE:
No thanks.

IAGO: No thanks!

KIT:
(almost pleading) Dottie...

IAGO:
Look, sister, you can stay down here and get wrinkles from the water


down here if you want; it’s no skin off of our beaks!

DOTTIE:
You know something?  You are not a very nice parrot!

IAGO:
(sarcastically [how else?]) Ooooh, that hurt!  See ya ‘round,    


mermaids!!  Or milkmaids, or whatever. 

(Jafar swims away.  Kit, after a scornful look at Dottie, tries to stop them from leaving.)

KIT:
(desperately) Oh, please, Mr. Jafar sir, I’ll prove that I’m good.

Dottie, get your mitt.  I’ll throw you some pitches and...

JAFAR:
(interrupting) M’lady, listen:  I am sure that you are good, but...

how can I say this...

IAGO:
We know the goods when we see ‘em, and she’s got the goods.

JAFAR:
(looking at Iago coldly)  I wasn’t going to put it that way, (back

to Kit) but he is right. (grabs Kit’s upper arm in consolation)

I am sorry, but I...(starts feeling the upper arm muscles)...hmmmm...

IAGO:
Easy, Jafar.  We don’t want a harrassment suit on our heads.  (at


sea cows ‘mooing’ in background)  OH, SHUT UP!!

JAFAR:
You are a pitcher, you say?

(Kit nods.  Jafar looks back at Dottie, who is waiting for her sister and wondering what they are talking about.)

JAFAR:
(to Kit)  I’ll tell you what:  if she comes, you can come too.  

(Kit is elated)

IAGO:
Good idea, Jafar.  If she stinks, it’ll only cost us travel fare.

JAFAR:
There is a ferry leaving out of Copenhagen harbor with a submarine

escort at 10 o’clock tomorrow morning.  Be there.  (swats away schools of fish around him)  Get these animals away from me!

IAGO:
Jeez, ain’t you people heard of a leash?!?

(Kit is left ‘standing’, watching Jafar and Iago re-enter their metal fish.

Dottie is still wondering about the conversation.)

SCENE 4:  TRITON’S DAUGHTERS’ ‘MAKE-UP ROOM’

(The five other daughters are talking amongst themselves about various topics.

Dottie is using the ‘dinglehopper’ on her hair while looking in the mirror.

Kit is behind her.)

KIT:
Why not, Dottie?  I mean it’s not like you’re forbidden to go back up

there while Eric is away.  Besides, this is a chance of a lifetime!

DOTTIE:
Kit, listen.  I’m married.  I’m happy with my life.  Let’s not

confuse things.

KIT:
Okay. (swims between Dottie and the mirror)  But can’t you just have

this first?  So that you can say that you’ve done something else with your life?

AQUATA:
(in background)  Keep it down over there.  We’re trying to gossip

here.

KIT:
Please, Dottie.  Ever since you first left, I...I’ve wanted to join the

surface world, too.  I can’t stay here anymore.  I need to get out of the sea and on to new adventures, like you.

DOTTIE:
Kit, Daddy might not approve of two of his daughters amongst the

humans...

KIT:
Well, then, you convince him.  You’ve done it before.  Please.

SCENE 5:  JUST OUTSIDE OF COPENHAGEN HARBOR

(The ferry is off to the English Channel.  Jump cut to inside the ferry, where Jafar and Iago are seated opposite a tycoon who has not kept quiet since Jafar sat down.)

SCROOGE:...And in the South African mines, my companies have unearthed enough

gold to buy out Germany, Italy and Japan!  Is that a great idea or what?  (starts laughing.  Jafar and Iago fake laughs)

IAGO:
Y’know, pal, if I had your personality, I’d KILL myself! (Scrooge is


shocked)  Wait here and we’ll se if we can’t find a pistol!  (Jafar


walks to the back of the ferry)  Every time we travel, we have to sit


next to one of those “get-rich-quick” bozos.  He should get his own


info-mercial.

JAFAR:
(looking out back windows)  Well, well, well.  Speaking of “mer-“s...

(Iago looks out with him.  Riding on the back of a small killer whale are Dottie and Kit, BOTH with legs and in travelling attire, screaming for the ferry to stop.)

IAGO:
Well, I’ll say this, Jafar:  they’re inventive!

JAFAR:
And fast.  I didn’t think they’d come.

(The whale, whose name, according to what Dottie is calling him, is Spot, runs along side of the ferry.  Spot leaps up to the main deck [about 10 feet above the surface] a few times, each time Dottie tosses a bag to a porter.  After all the bags are on the boat, the next time Spot jumps, Kit jumps on board.  After a hug goodbye, Dottie hops on the deck as Spot reached the apex of flight once more.  Jafar and Iago arrive to ‘greet’ the soaked and tired girls.)

 IAGO:
Did you promise the sea cows you’d write?

(Later, down in the passenger area, the girls are seated opposite Jafar.)

KIT:
Are we going straight to America?

JAFAR:
Well, no.  We need to connect to a flight in northern England, away

from the shelling.  Plus, we have business there.

IAGO:
We’ve gotta look at another girl.  Hope you’re not jealous.

SCENE 6:  NORTHERN ENGLISH CASTLE

(The rain is pouring down.  Jump-cut to inside an abandoned dining room of sorts.  A makeshift pitcher’s mound has been set up and a young man is pitching.  A lady, whose cap and hair obscure her face from sight, hits a ball through a stained glass window.  Dottie and Kit are watching from chairs along the side of the room while a man with a long white beard and a wizard’s costume on is standing with Jafar and Iago.)

MARLA:
(the batter) Sorry, Merlin.

MERLIN:
That..that’s quite alright, Marla.  I can fix that window in a jiffy.

Just keep your eye on the ball.

(Marla hits a few more pitches past the boys playing ‘infield’ for her.  One pitch she starts to swing at but holds up.)

MERLIN:
Very good, Marla.  (to Jafar)  Eyes of a hawk.  (Jafar mocks a smile)

(Marla hits once more)  Alright, Marla.  Left-handed now.  (The boys moan in disgust.  Marla goes to the left-handed batter’s box.  She still hits them, one going through another window.)

JAFAR:
Are you her father, sir?

MERLIN:
Oh, heavens, no.  You see, Marla was a sorcerer like me, but I beat her


in a wizard’s duel and...well...she saw the light and, eventually,

became my student.  Her powers had been stripped, though, so she decided to try a more...noble trait.

JAFAR:
She’s very good with a bat and glove.

MERLIN:
Yes, isn’t she?  Someone told me that if she were a boy, we’d be in

a good position to join a prime cricket team.  I tell them that if she were a boy, I’d be talking to the Racine Ratpack about a contract instead of being stuck here in this post-medival mess of a country.

JAFAR:
Very well, I’ve seen enough.  Let us have a look at her.

MERLIN:
Okay, boys.  Enough for today.  (The boys leave angry)  Come here, Marla

and talk to Mr. Jafar.  (Marla walks over to Jafar, her head hung low.)

Remove your hat, Marla.

(Marla takes her cap off.  Jafar bends down to see her face as Marla slowly lifts her head.  Jafar, upon seeing the big-eyed, double-chinned face of Marla, nearly recoils in horror.)

IAGO:
GOOD LORD!!!!

JAFAR:
(trying to be gentle)  We’ll...let you know.  (walks away)

MARLA:
(crying into Merlin’s shoulder)  I’m sorry, Merlin.  I...(sob)

MERLIN:
That’s alright, Marla.

JAFAR:
(passing Dottie and Kit) Come, ladies.  We have a plane to catch.

DOTTIE:
But what about Marla?

JAFAR:
We cannot take her.

DOTTIE:
Why not?  She’s a good player.

JAFAR:
Well,...have you ever seen that creature in “Night on Bald Mountain”

in Fantasia?

KIT:
Yeah.

JAFAR:
There is too strong a resemblence!

KIT:
You mean she can’t come because she’s not pretty?

IAGO:
(to girls) Well, look who just caught up!!

JAFAR:
Come along, ladies.  (starts to walk out, but Dottie and Kit slam

their bags down and stand still in protest)  LADIES!  Pick up those suitcases NOW!  NOW!

IAGO:
Ho boy!  The league ain’t even started, and already there’s a      


players’ strike!

MERLIN:
(walking over and taking Jafar aside)  Please wait, sir.  Look, I know

she’s not as pretty as these two.  But that’s the magic’s fault.  Too much bad magic could turn even the most beautiful girl into a hag!  Please.  She loves to play.  Don’t deny her this chance because of something that’s left her years ago.

(Jafar is in deep thought.)

SCENE 7:  AERODROME

(Merlin and Marla are sitting in a waiting room.  Marla has a bag in her lap. 

Merlin hands her her glove.)

MERLIN:
I’m sorry that I can’t ‘spell’-up a better glove Marla but...

MARLA:
Maybe I should stay, Merlin.  After all, who’ll get water from the


well, or feed Archimedes, or...

MERLIN:
Madam, remember who you’re talking too:  Merlin, the wizard, the tutor

of King Arthur!  I can take care of myself!  (calming down)

Besides, this is what you’ve always wanted to do.

MARLA:
(hugging Merlin)  I’ll miss you.

MERLIN:
Same here...sort of.

JAFAR: (sticking his head in the room)  Let us be off. (exits) (Marla gets up and, with Merlin, walks out of the room onto the runway.  Jafar, Iago, Dottie and Kit are waiting at the steps of a DC-3.  Marla stops at the doorway.)

JAFAR:
(impatient)  Are you coming or what?  (Marla nods.)

IAGO:
You see, the way it works is the plane moves, not the airport!

MARLA:
(hugging Merlin once more)  Goodbye, Merlin.

MERLIN:
Good-bye, Marla.  Make me proud!

(Marla and the others board the plane.  As it starts to taxi, Marla looks at     Merlin waving goodbye.)

SCENE 8:  RATPACK FIELD, RACINE, FLORIDA

(Jafar, Iago and the girls are walking through a tunnel leading to the outfield of the stadium.  In the infield and part of the outfield, about 100 Amgirls are practicing their throws between each other.)

IAGO: 
Hey, mermaids.  When we get onto the field, the stuff lining the walls

is ivy, not seaweed.  Don’t eat it!

(They come out of the tunnel.)

JAFAR:
Well, here we are, ladies:  Ratpack Field.  Tryouts.  Do your best and

make me proud.  (Shakes each girl’s hand)  It has been a thin slice of heaven.  (Turns to exit through the tunnel).

DOTTIE:
Wait.  You’re leaving?

JAFAR:
Oh, dry your eyes, princess.  Yes, I am afraid we have a timetable to

keep.

IAGO:
Yeah, we’ve gotta kingdom to overthrow and all..(Jafar shuts his beak


and starts to leave again.)

KIT:
Wait...

JAFAR:
(slighty angry) Ladies!  Field, tryouts, GO!  (leaves)

IAGO:
They always hang on to us, Jafar.  Sheesh, you’d think..(fades out)

(The girls walk to the infield to register.  Jump-cut to infield.  Dottie, Kit and Marla are finishing up registration.  A few yards away, Doris [who does NOT have a bustle under her uniform] is balancing a bat, by its hitting end, on her fingertips.  Below her, Mae is smoking and tying her cleats on.) DORIS: Hey, Jess!  Look at this, will ya?

MAE:Just a moment...(finishes tying and stands up, then, unimpressed) So?

DORIS: So I’m not done yet.  Watch...(she flips the bat around and cacthes

it on her fingertips by the handle end.)

MAE:(still unimpressed) That’s it?

DORIS: I’d like to see YOU do it!

MAE:I can do it if I wanted to.  How long did it take to learn that?

DORIS: About a year, minus the month I spent in the hospital when it hit

me square on the head.

MAE:You sure it didn’t hit your rear, or was that a bustle under your

dress?

DORIS: (stops balancing, insulted) HEY!  What kinda talk is that from a friend, huh?

MAE:Hey, I’m sorry, okay?

(Mae and Doris then notice Dottie, Kit and Marla watching them argue.)

MAE:What are you looking at?

DORIS: Yeah, what are you looking at?

KIT:
(nervous) Nothing.

DORIS: (quiety to Mae) Darn right, nothing.

KIT:
Are all these girls going to be in the league?

MAE:You wish!

DORIS: Yeah, you DO wish!

MAE:There’s gonna be four teams of sixteen girls each.

DOTTIE:
(to Kit) Sixty-four girls will make it.

DORIS: Yeah.  What are you, a genius or something?

MAE:You know, there are over one hundred girls here, so some of you will

have to leave!

DORIS: Yeah, sorry ‘bout that.  (She and Mae turn to leave)

KIT:
What to you mean “some of us”?

(Anatasia turns and hurls a ball at the girls.  Kit ducks.  Marla is ready to catch it, but Dottie, without flinching, grabs the ball bare-handed.  Mae and Doris are in shock.)

MAE:Okay, (motioning to other girls) some of THEM will have to leave.

DORIS: (in disbelief) Hey, how did you do that?!?  Hello? (Kit, Dottie

and Marla walk away.)  Hey...(to Mae)  Geez, let’s go practice!

MONTAGE 2:  PRACTICE AND COMMENTARY

(First, a scene of a radio studio is seen.  An old lady is standing before a microphone with paper in hand.  A few other old ladies sit against the wall and applaud her.)

ANNOUNCER:  And now, Ms. Amber Flabashim with her weekly commentary.  (During her speech, scenes of tryouts are shown:  catchers throwing to second, pitchers learning overhand throws instead of fast-pitch softball throws, slides, workouts, etc.)

AMBER:
Once again, this country is being overrun by the need to make ladies

more masculine.  When the men come home, what kind of home will they return to?  And now, in the most degrading of all moves, Walt Harvey has started women’s baseball.  Right here in Racine, ladies have been plucked from their rightful places at home to see who can be the most masculine.  Harvey, much like your character Roger Rabbit, you, also, are completely nuts!!!

(Back to Ratpack Field.  Seven pieces of paper are being tacked onto a     bulliten board.  Four papers have lists with headings: “Anaheim Swans”, “Racine Beauties”, “Paris (Texas) Fillies” and “Tokio (Arkansas) Pink Sox”.  The remaining three papers are placed below them, each labeled “Cut”.)

SULTAN:
Your name will appear on one of those five lists.  Okay, go find your

name.

(The girls rush to the board and scan the top four lists.  Upon finding their names, the girls say, “Yes” or something like that.  Doris and Mae hug each other;  they have made the same team.  Kit suddenly finds her name and parts the crowd.  Dottie is waiting for the crowd to thin before she looks.  Kit come running toward Dottie.)

KIT:
I’M A SWAN!!! (Tackles Dottie)

DOTTIE:
(getting her breath) A what?

KIT:
An “Anaheim Swan”!  I MADE IT!!  I can STAY!!

(Dottie smiles in joy.  Jump cut to minutes later.  The girls who made it are seated in four groups, according to which team they were picked for.  Dottie is with Kit’s group; she has made the Swans as well.  Doris, Marla and Mae are also in Kit’s group.  Sultan is standing in front of the groups, not noticing the one girl who is still looking at the board, in confusion.)

SULTAN:
Okay, ladies, settle down.  Now, first of all...(suddenly noticing

girl at the bulliten board)  Excuse me, are you on a team?  (The girl, Shirley, looks at Sultan in confusion)  I’m sorry but if you’re on the “cut” list, you have to leave the field. (Shirley starts to sob quietly.) Just look at the list.  You’re either on Racine, Anaheim, Paris or Tokio.

(Betty then gets up from the Anaheim group and walks over to Shirley.)

BETTY:
Can...can you read, dear?  (Shirley shakes her head and mouths the word

“no”, through tears in her eyes)  Okay.  What’s your name?

SHIRLEY:
Shirley.  Shirley.

BETTY:
Shirley.  Okay, let’s look.  (looks down the lists and stops in

the middle of the Anaheim list.  She smiles and point to Shirley’s name.)

This is you.  You’re with us.  You’re an Anaheim Swan.

SULTAN:
(smiling) Go join your team.  (Betty and Shirley join with the others to

the applause of the other girls.)  Okay.  First of all, I want to congratulate you all;  you are the first members of the All-American Girls Professional Baseball League!  (cheers from the ladies)  Now, I will be the manager of the Racine team once the season starts.  (Cheers from the Racine group)  The other teams will get their managers soon.  Now, after practice today, you will all be fitted for your uniforms, and this is what they’ll look like...(a blonde girl parades on top of the dugout in a uniform that looks like a dress: short sleeves, buttons-up like an overcoat, and a skirt showing everthing from the ankles to just above the knees.)  Not bad, eh?

(General comments arise from the girls, such as “That’s a dress!” and “No way!” and “My husband would KILL me!”)

MAE:That is NOT a uniform;  that’s a dress!

DORIS: Yeah, what do you think we are:  ball players or ballerinas?!?

KIT:
(to Dottie) That skirt is pretty short.   

DOTTIE:
“Short”?!  I have to squat in that!

(Suddenly, Lowenstein come out to join Sultan.)

LOWENSTEIN:
Ladies, ladies.  (The girls calm down.  Points to uniform)  If you

can’t play ball in that, you can’t play ball for us!  Now, I have thirty-eight girls with tickets home who’d play in a bathing suit if I asked them to.

DOTTIE:
(quietly to Kit) Well, we’ve had to do that anyway.  (Kit laughs)

MAE:Excuse me, there’s no room in that thing for my cigarettes.

LOWENSTEIN:
There will be no smoking in this league.  Also no drinking and no men.

(Mae gets up to leave, but Doris holds her down.)  Each team will given a chaperone to keep an eye on them.  Also, every week, all girls will be required to take courses in charm and beauty school.  All of our players will acts like ladies.  (Again, general groans from the girls.)

SCENE 9:  CHARM SCHOOL

(The girls are following Minnie Mouse in walking across the floor, swinging their arms in a ‘graceful’ move.)

MINNIE:
Gracefully and grandly.  Gracefully and grandly.  (Marla is finding it hard to keep in step.  Jump cut to a dining room set, where the girls practice sipping tea.)

MINNIE:
And sip...and down.  Don’t slurp.  And sip...and down.  Don’t slurp!  (Doris, while Minnie’s back is turned, takes a few cookies and stuffs her face with them.  Jump-cut to girls walking around with books on their heads.) MINNIE: Posture.  Posture.

(Marla looks nervously up to make sure the book doesn’t fall.  Jump-cut to the first scene, only the girls are standing behind chairs.)

MINNIE:
And sit...(The girls walk around the chairs and sit down, crossing

their legs.)  Right over left.  Legs always together;  a lady shows nothing.

(Kit starts to giggle, and Dottie tries to get her to stop.  Jump-cut to      Minnie, with Big Mama behind her, going down a line of girls in heavy bathrobes.  First is Betty.)

MINNIE:
The hair;  soften up a little.  (Next is Evelyn)  The eyebrows;

thinned and seperated; there should be two!  (To Alice) Good.  (To Hellen) Very nice.  (To Dottie) Very nice.  (To Kit) Good.  (To Marla, causing her to be taken aback in near-horror)

BIG MAMA: What do you suggest for her?

MINNIE:
(recovering) A lot of night games! (continues on)

SCENE 10:  HARVEY ESTATE BACKYARD

(Harvey is walking down the stairs to the garden.  Jimmy is right with him, hanging on every word.)

HARVEY:
Like it, huh?  To think I started with a single plant in a coffee can.

Now I have all this.  Well, down to business.  Jimmy, I’m thinking of getting you another managing job.

JIMMY:
(suddenly awake) Oh, well, I’m sure I can do better this time.

HARVEY:
You let me down in that Charlotte job a year ago.

JIMMY:
Well, yes, I knew it was wrong to sell off the team’s equipment for

hunting supplies, but I swear that won’t happen again and...

HARVEY:
I want to be blunt:  are you still a fall-down drunk?

JIMMY:
Well, that is blunt.  No, sir.  I’ve quit drinking.

HARVEY:
Seen the error of your ways, have you?

JIMMY:
No, I...just couldn’t afford it.  Hahahaha.

HARVEY:
You would’ve been a fine player if not for the booze.  It was the

booze that got you out of the league and out of the war.

JIMMY:
Well, now, that’s not fair.  My knee was shot.

HARVEY:
You jumped out of a hotel room, Jimmy.

JIMMY:
Well, there was a fire...

HARVEY:
That you started and I had to pay for.  Look, Jimmy.  I want you to

manage one of the girls’ teams.

JIMMY:
(In shock) What?  That’s hardly a...

HARVEY:
Take it or leave it, Jimmy.

JIMMY:
Look, Mr. Harvey.  (seriously) I hit 43 homers for the Ratpack in 1937,

three in the World Series, two in Game 4 alone!  I deserve more than...

HARVEY:
Look, I’m not denying your integrity, Jimmy.  But, you’re still a    

name.  You need to mix with the crowds.  Just go out there, smile, tip your little hat, and do a good job.  That’s all.  (look of thought on Jimmy’s face)  Look, think about it.  Let me know tomorrow.  (continues to walk down, leaving Jimmy with a half-desperate, half-angered look in his eyes.)

ACT III

SCENE 1:  ANAHEIM COLLEGE BASEBALL STADIUM, HOME OF THE ANAHEIM SWANS

(A sparce crowd awaits as the grounds crew finishes up.  Up in the press booth, Christopher Robin turns on a PA microphone and announces...)

C.R.:
Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the first game of the All-American


Girls Baseball League!  The Tokio Pink Sox versus your Anaheim Swans!

(Jump cut to Swans’ locker room.  The girls are all in their uniforms, but their manager is nowhere to be found.)

ELLEN SUE:
Where is he?  The game’s about to start!

BETTY:  (Walking with Alice) I listened to the radio when Jimmy hit that

home run off of Bunny in the Series...

ALICE:
Oh, yes.  What a hit.

BETTY:
Well, I’m going to have him sign my husband’s baseball card.  (Holds

it up to show Alice.)

ALICE:
Oh, can I...can I look at it?

BETTY:
(Reluctantly) Well..all right, but be careful.  If anything happens to

it, Beast will come all the way back from the Pacific and kill me!

(Suddenly, Jimmy slams the door of the room open, causing everyone to jump.

Jimmy staggers among the girls, obviously drunk.)

BETTY:
Jimmy, I...(Jimmy passes her by)

DORIS: Where you going?

(Jimmy stops at the urinal, and a few seconds later, starts his business.  Most of the girls turn their heads...except Mae, who, although she can’t see anything ‘special’, is fascinated by how long the urinating has gone on for.)

ANATASIA: Do something, Jess.  At least time him.

MAE:(To Alice) Give me your watch.

ANATASIA: Could be a record.

(Jimmy’s face is turning more and more relieved as the process continues.)

ANATASIA: So, how long?

MAE:Ana, shhh.

(After almost a minute, Jimmy lets out a huge groan of relief, gets everything in place, and starts staggering amongst the girls again.) MAE:That was some good whizzin’, pal.

BETTY:
(putting card almost in Jimmy’s face) Jimmy, could you sign this card

for my husband...

(Jimmy takes the card, rips it into four pieces, tosses the pieces over his shoulder and leaves the room, headed for the dugout.) ANATSAIA: (sarcastically) Nice to meet ya.

ALICE:
He didn’t even give a line-up.  We can’t play without a line-up.  (Betty picks up the pieces of the card and almost starts crying while the girls argue as to the line-up.)

MAE:I thought I was in center field.

DORIS: No, no, I’m better suited for center, Jess.

DOTTIE:
(standing on the bench) Hey, hey, ladies!  C’mon.  How hard could it

be to do a line-up?

DORIS: Oh, yeah?  Well, then, you do it, mermaid!

DOTTIE:
Me?

DORIS and MAE: (in unison) Yeah, you!

DOTTIE:
(thinking for a second) Okay...Mae, center field, lead-off.

MAE:She’s good.

(Jump cut to a few minutes later, on the field.  The Pink Sox have just been introduced.)

C.R.:
And now, the manager of the Anaheim Swans, former six-time batting


champion, no one hits like...JIMMY!

(Jimmy walks out to the field as the crowd cheers.  Jimmy tips his hat and fakes a smile.)

JIMMY:
(Quietly)  You little punks.  You can all kiss my derriere!  That’s

right, you little peons! (replaces cap and re-enters dugout.)

C.R.:
And your ANAHEIM SWANS!!

(Out of the tunnel between the dugout and the locker room, the girls, led by Doris, charge out to the field.)

DORIS: Doris takes the field...

(When the girls are lined up on the left-field line, most of the crowd starts to laugh.)

DORIS: (to Mae) Not too big a crowd...

MAE:First-day jitters, I guess.  But, I not nervous. (looks nervously)

EVELYN:(to Betty) Are they laughing at us.

BETTY:
Yes, they are definitely laughing at us.

HELLEN:  They hate us!

ELLEN SUE: (to Hellen) Just keep smiling.

C.R.:
(over PA) Okay, girls, let’s play ball!  (The girls take to their

   
positions)  Now, here’s the Swans’ line-up:  batting first, center


fielder, number 5, Mae Rabbit (Mae waves to the crowd.)


Batting second...

(While the line-up is read off, the ball is thrown around the infield and between Kit [pitching] and Dottie [catching].  Suddenly, a heckler mounts the Pink Sox’ dugout and starts making fun of the girls.)

HECKLER:Hey, girls can’t play baseball!  (Rolls up pantlegs and talks in high-

pitched voice) Weeee!  Look at me!  I’m a ball player!  Oh, look out!

I might break a nail!

(As Ellen sue catches a ball, she throws it at the heckler and nails him in the stomach, causing him the stagger into his front-row seat.  Applause is heard both on and off the field.  Kit looks and Ellen sue, smiling.)

ELLEN SUE:
(shrugging and smiling) It slipped.

C.R.:
...And, batting ninth, the pitcher, number 23, Kit.

(Dissolve to much later in the game, from over C.R.’s shoulder in the press booth.  Mae is on second, Doris on first and Dottie at the bat.)

C.R.:
Here’s the delivery...and it’s in the dirt.  Three balls and no


strikes.  Okay, let’s see if Jimmy’ll let Dottie swing-away on 3 and 0.

(Cut to Jimmy, half asleep, scratching his inner thigh.)

C.R.:
Game tied at 2, one out, two on here in the bottom of the ninth.     


The three-O pitch...(Dottie hits it deep into right field, causing the


crowd to get on their feet.)  Wow, she hit the fluff out of that ball!


(The ball sails over an outfielder’s glove and over the wall) Home run!

MAE:(stomping on home plate and turning around)  MAKE ME PROUD, ANA!  (Doris steps on home plate and into Mae’s arms.  Dottie follows as the whole team goes out to celebrate.)

C.R.:
Dottie with a three-run homer as the Swans win this game 5 to 2! That


Jimmy is a master strategist, allowing Dottie to bring it home!

(Dissolve to a few minutes later.  Jimmy is cooling his face off in the water fountain.  Lowenstein, who was watching from the stands, comes down to the field.)

KIDS:
Mr. Jimmy, Mr. Jimmy, could you sign this?  Jimmy...

LOWENSTEIN:
(To kids) Er, not today, kids.  But, come back next time, okay? (Enters

dugout.  To Jimmy) Pretty impressive coaching, Jimmy.  I especially liked that move in the fifth inning when you scratched yourself for an hour.

JIMMY:
(inebreated) Well, anything worth doing is worth doing right.

LOWENSTEIN:
Yes.  Until that time, I didn’t know whether you were drunk or dead!

JIMMY:
(standing up with a groan) Mr. Harvey made it clear what I am to do

here:  smile and wave my little hat.  And I did that!  Now, when do I get paid?

LOWENSTEIN:
But, Jimmy, you’ve got a...pretty good group of ball players here.

If you’d just...

JIMMY:
BALL PLAYERS?!?  I DON’T HAVE ‘BALL PLAYERS’; I’VE GOT GIRLS!  Girls

that should be massaging my feet AFTER the game, not being coached by me DURING it!  (Hocks a tobacco/phlem wad on Lowenstein’s shoe.)

LOWENSTEIN:
(walking away in disgust) Jimmy, if we paid you a little more, could

you be just a little more disgusting?!?

JIMMY:
(not getting the hint) Well, I could sure use the money...

SCENE 2: NEWSREEEL FOOTAGE

(Headline reads:  Diamond Gals Take The Field.  Scene outside of University of Central Florida Stadium [Home for Racine] shows sign saying, “All-American Girls Professional Baseball”.  Estevez’s voice heard again.)

ANNOUNCER:
On the home front:  They find them everywhere: north, east,



south, west, overseas and even under the seas!  Players for the



All-American Girls Baseball League!

(Scene of Anatasia with two baseballs in hand, tossing them to two other girls in one throw.)

After the first month of league play, the shine still isn’t off these diamond gals.

(Cut to Alice stopping at third and powdering her nose.)

Alice Carroll says, “Legging out a triple is no reason to let your nose get shiny.”  Betty Grable has nothing on these gals.

(Cut to Hellen swinging a bat, followed by her serving tea to umpires.)

Hellen Darling has not only been a member of several amateur teams, she formed a league in Neverland, and she’s also an accomplished tea maker.

(Cut to Betty in dugout, knitting a HUGE sweater.)

With her husband in the Pacific, young Betty enjoys cooking, reading and knitting.  That sweater is for her husband, who must be a 5-X Large!

(Cut to Ellen sue, panning from feet to head.)

Ellen sue “Briar” Rose got her good looks from good fairies after her birth.  Yow!

(Cut to Dottie, mask up, throwing a ball back to the pitcher and smiling for the camera.)

Then, there’s pretty Dottie, direct from Atlantica, who plays like Gary and looks like Garbo!  No-no, fellas;  keep your mitts to yourself.  She’s married.

(Cut to Kit, pitching)

And there’s her sister, Kit, who’s as single as they come.

Enough concentrated umph for a whole oceanfull of mermaids.

(Cut to Marla...shot from a distance.)

And how about Marla? (Pause) She’s a good hitter.

(Cut to Kit striking out a final batter.)

What a league!  But..girls playing baseball?!?  You bet!!  (Current scene goes from black-and-white to color as the Swans celebrate on the mound.  The crowd is still pretty sparce.  Cut to crowd, where Lowenstein is seated.)

LOWENSTEIN:
Enjoy that?

PATRON:
All right.  Not bad.

LOWENSTEIN:
Good.  Well, come back next game, will ya? (looks a bit nervous)

(Cut to Evelyn, who tries to talk to an inebrated Jimmy.)

EVELYN:Jimmy?  (Jimmy turns) I’m Evelyn.  I play right field. (Jimmy’s

confused) For us. (still confused) Listen, uh, I just spoke to my husband last night, and he said that I can’t leave our son, Aladdin, with him at home anymore.  See, he says...he says he’s too busy ruling his kingdom, and..um..I should just take him with me and shut up.  I told him I wouldn’t shut up, but I’d try to take Aladdin with me.  So, can I?  (Jimmy’s STILL confused, as if he didn’t hear a word) Can I take my son on road trips?

JIMMY:
(standing erect, disgusted) “Ball players”. (spits tobacco and leaves)

EVELYN:(talking to Jimmy’s back) He’s the sweetest little boy.  Everyone’s

just gonna love him!

SCENE 3: BUS BETWEEN TOKIO, ARKANSAS AND PARIS, TEXAS

(Young Aladdin [played, in this case, by Mowgli] is running down the aisle of the bus, screaming and hitting the girls on the back of their heads.  He then covers the bus driver’s eyes, sending the bus veering back and forth on the  back road, causing the overhead luggage to fall into the aisle.  The bus comes to a stop on the side of the road.)

TIGGER:
(the bus driver)  That’s it!  Tiggers don’t like kids who endanger

lives!  I quit!  (Leaves)

DEVILLE:(the chaperone) Wait!  You can’t leave!  These girls have a game to get

to! (Follows Tigger out)

(Aladdin walks back into Evelyn’s arms.)

MAE:(standing up) EVELYN! (grabs bat) I’m sorry, but I gonna have KILL

YOUR SON! (Aladdin runs out of the bus screaming, with Mae close behind.  A number of the girls, led by Anatasia, follow them to the bus door.  Outside, Mae chases Aladdin around the bus.)

ANATASIA:  MAE!  STOP!  DON’T USE MY BAT!  USE HELLEN’S:  IT’S HEAVIER!

(As Aladdin passes the doors, the girls stop Mae while Evelyn holds out a banana.)

EVELYN:Aladdin, here.  Have another banana.

(Aladdin stops, gasps and turns to get the banana, saying “Gimmegimmegimme”.  Down the road, Miss Cuthbert trys to get Tigger back, but Tigger bounces her big-   time, getting her dirty.  Back at the bus, Evelyn leads Aladdin back into the bus while a few of the girls stay outside, smoking.) MAE:Keep him away from me!!

EVELYN:(To Dottie) He’s really a sweetie, Dottie.

DOTTIE:
(A little doubtful, a little sarcastic) Yeah, I hope I have five just

like him.

EVELYN:(Entering bus) Don’t eat the skin, honey.

KIT:
(With others, but not smoking) Hey, Dottie. (Dottie approaches) Are you

gonna come with us?

DOTTIE:
Where are you going?

MAE:(Between puffs) A roadhouse called the “Suds Bucket”.

DOTTIE:
(not sure) No, no.  I..I’m married, I’m..uh..

DORIS: Aw, c’mon, Dottie.  You ain’t in any kingdom anymore.  Live a little

bit.  (Other girls join in pleading, but Dottie shakes her head.)

DEVILLE:(who is now back at the bus door, dirt in her face) Girls.  Mr. Tigger

shan’t be returning. (Enters bus, girls chuckle)

DOTTIE:
What are you going to do about Ms. DeVille?  How are you going to get

past her?

KIT:
Well,...Mae’s going to poison her dinner.

DOTTIE:
WHAT?!?

(Girls laugh, except for Dottie.  Jump cut to back inside bus, where Jimmy has been asleep in the front seat for this whole episode.) DEVILLE:Mr. Jimmy?  Mr. Jimmy!  (grabs Jimmy’s shoulders and shakes) MR.

JIMMY!!

JIMMY:
(Half-asleep) What is it, baby? (grabs DeVille and kisses her hard,

causing other girls to laugh and whistle.  DeVille breaks the kiss and falls, gasping for air, on the opposite seat.  Jimmy stirs, opens his eyes, and sees who he kissed...) AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHH!  UGGH!  UGGH!  (drinks from his flask and spits it out on the floor) PHLGG!  WHAT THE DEVIL IS GOIN’ ON?!?  WHY ARE WE STOPPED?!?

HELLEN:
Tigger quit!

JIMMY:
(Pauses) WHO’S TIGGER?!?!?

HELLEN:
(Pointing to driver’s seat) The bus driver.

JIMMY:
(Pauses to think [yeah, right], then sticks head out window)  C’MON,

YOU GIRLS!  GET ON!  ON THE BUS!

ANATASIA: (Not fluent in ‘drunkenese’) Was that English? (follows others to

door of bus)

JIMMY:
(Sitting in the driver’s seat, to DeVille) By the way, I loved you in

“Bride of Frankenstein”!

SCENE 4: DEVILLE’S BEDROOM

(DeVille is sweating and moaning in sickness.  Professor Dr. Von Drake, Jimmy, and Lowenstein are standing in the room as DeVille falls back onto her bed.)

DRAKE:
In da forty-thrrree yearz I’ve been prrractizing medizine und pzycho-  

analyziz, I’ve never zeen a woman thrrrow-up that much!

JIMMY:
Maybe this is how she entertains herself, Doc.  (DeVille sits up and keels over again.  Outside her window, Alice looks through the window from the stairs.)

ALICE:
(Whispering) Hurry, c’mon!

DORIS: (Whispering) What did you give her, Jess?!?

MAE:(Whispering) Who cares?  It’s working!

JIMMY:
(In room) Oh, well.  I...I wouldn’t where those shoes again, Ms.    

DeVille.

SCENE 5:  THE “SUDS BUCKET” ROADHOUSE

(Scene of outside.  Music can be heard.  Cars are being parked.  Cut to inside.  Music is, obviously, louder.  Mae, in a simple ‘peasant dress’ with knee-hi skirt, is ‘jitterbugging’ with several patrons of the club.  Anatasia, in a likewise simple dress [only with a small bustle] joins the frey with another patron.  Mae’s partner swings Mae under her legs and then flips her over him.  Doris does the same with her partner...that is, she swings him under her legs and then over her, bouncing him off the bustle.  She laughs as she sits down.  The tempo of the song slows down a bit and Mae gets into a little ‘dirty dancing’.  A young man, sitting by Kit, give her a small kiss on the cheek.)

KIT:
(to Anatasia) Where did you learn to do that?

DORIS: She (Mae) taught me.  You know how I met her?  My mother has an

interest in that club, the _Pen_&_Ink_Club_, y’know?  She was the singer there and I was a substitute bouncer when the gorilla   couldn’t make it.

(The tempo kicks up again, and Mae goes from patron to patron, dancing up a storm.  As the somg ends, she all but collapses into Doris’s arms.  Jump-cut to later.  A car with a skinny, young kid at the wheel pulls up.  In the passenger seat is Dottie.)

DOTTIE:
Thanks for the ride, kid.

WART:
What’s the rush, little lady?  What do you say we slip into the back


seat, and you can make a king-man out of me?

DOTTIE:
(sarcastically) What do you say I smack you around for a while?

WART:
Can’t we do both?

(Jump-cut back inside.  A woman is singing “It Had to be You”.  Hellen has just sat down, exausted from dancing.  Dottie enters and walks up to her.)

DOTTIE:
Hey, Hellen...

HELLEN:
Hi, Dottie...

DOTTIE:
Where’s Kit?

HELLEN:
(Pointing) She’s over there, dancing.

(Dottie goes over to Kit, who is slow-dancing with the young man who kissed her.)

MAN:
(Nervous) I..I..I got m-my truck parked outside, and..and..

DOTTIE:
Hey, Kit.  Sorry, but we’ve gotta go.  (takes Kit’s arm and leads

her to the others)  Hey, gals, c’mon!  We’ve gotta leave now!

DORIS: I knew it.  Jess, you killed Ms. DeVille!

MAE:(Laughing) We’ll bury her.  I know a guy!

DOTTIE:
No, no.  It’s Lowenstein.  He’s on his way here.  If he catches us here,

we’re out of the league!

DORIS: Okay, ladies, let’s make like a bread truck and haul buns!

(Some of the girls kiss their dates good night and head for the front door.)

DOTTIE:
No, no, wait.  Head out the back door. (The girls turn around and head

for the back door.)  Is this everyone?  Did Marla come?

ANATASIA: She came. (pause)

DOTTIE:
(A little impatient) Well, where is she?  (Kit points behind Dottie, who turns around and sees Marla, on the stage with the band, in Mae’s red dress [way loose, but not showing anything], singing!)

MARLA: 
..thinking of youuuu.


Some o-ther guys see-ye-ye-ye-ye

DOTTIE:
(To girls, shocked) What did you do to her?!?

DORIS: Nothin’.  We just gave her Mae’s dress...

MAE:(Holding back laughter) ...and a lot of liquor! (Girls laugh)

DOTTIE:
Alright, you girls, get out of here.  I get her.

(The girls head out the back.  Kit stops and goes back to Dottie)

KIT:
Dottie, thanks.

MARLA:
(Still singing, looking directly at a stout man with a mustache,


who is looking at her the same way:  with love)


No-bo-dy else give mme a thrill


With all your faults, I love you still!


It had to be you.


Wonderful you.


It had to be you!!


It had to be you!  It had to be you!


I wandered around...

DOTTIE:
Marla?  (tugs at dress) Marla, c’mon.  We’ve gotta leave.

MARLA:
(Angrily to Dottie)  I’m singing to Ector!  (To Ector [the man]) Ain’t


I, baby?

ECTOR:
(Strong English accent) You sure are.

DOTTIE:
C’mon, Marla...

MARLA:
(More angrily) NO!!!

ECTOR:
(To Dottie) I could take her home. (walks up to stage) It’d be an honor!

MARLA:
(To Dottie) Ain’t he somethin’? (sings:)


...could make me bluuuuue...

(The trumpet player shakes his head.)

SCENE 6: CHURCH IN ANAHEIM, NEAR CONFESSIONAL BOOTHS

(A few of the girls are praying in the pew in front of the booths.  DeVille is looking at her watch and sighing.  Anatasia and Kit stand with her.  Sudden-ly, a loud thump is heard from inside the booth.)

DORIS: That’s the second he’s dropped that bible since she’s been in there!  (MAE steps out of the booth and kneels at the pew to pray, big smile on her face.  The adjacent door opens and the priest, sweaty and exausted, stares, in disbelief, at Mae as she finishes up her prayer and gets up.) DEVILLE:Let’s go, ladies.

DORIS: (To Mae) Jess, what did you tell him?!?

MAE:Everything!

SCENE 7: ANAHEIM FIELD, NIGHT

(Jimmy, in his Swans’ manager’s uniform, is swinging at ball being pitched by an automatic pitching machine.  He is half drunk, half aggravated)

JIMMY:
(Talking while he swings and waits) Yeah, here’s a nice job for ya,

Jimmy...UMMPH...managing girl ball players...go out there, wave your little hat around...ARRGH..don’t drink!...Why would I wanna drink?  I’m a blasted ‘Swan’...ARRGH..Double play...I’m startin’ to hit like a girl...be nice to the good ball players...HEEEYAHHH!!...TAKE THAT, BUNNY!!!

SCENE 8: UCF STADIUM, RACINE, FLORIDA

(Another sparce crowd watches.  The Swans are up to bat.  Dottie is at the edge of the dugout, giving signals.  Jimmy is reading the paper.

GENIE:
(Racine announcer, sounding like Phil Rizzuto) Now, batting-ing for

the Anaheim Swans-ans, number 5-ive, center fielder-der, Mae-ca Rabbit-bit. (He does his own echo, folks.  Mae gets ready.) Here’s the pitch...(Mae whacks it into right field)  It’s a screamer to right...AAAAAAAAAAAA...Rabbit’s hoppin’ to second and gunnin’ for third! (cannon shot)

DOTTIE:
(To Mae) STRAIGHTEN THE SKIRT, JESS!  STRAIGHTEN THE SKIRT!

(Mae slides into third head-first, just beating the throw)

GENIE:
She’s in there with a triple!  Boy, she smacked that right on the

kisser! (kissing sound) No wonder people call her “All-The-Way       Jess-ay!”

JIMMY:
(looking up from paper) Hmm.  Triple. (Looks on with a tad more     

interest.)

GENIE:
Next batter-er, number 32-oo, second base-ase, Marla-im-im.  (Marla goes to the plate.  In the dugout, Doris scrapes banana off of her cleats)

DORIS: EVELYN, look at this!  I’ve got Al’s banana on my cleats!  (Jimmy looks on as Dottie gives out the sign.  Marla nods and starts swinging   hard.  Jimmy puts paper down.)

JIMMY:
What are you, stupid?

DORIS: Someone’s gotta run the team, Jimmy.  Y’know, somebody who

actually watches the games?

JIMMY:
(Walking up next to Dottie) You’re gonna squeeze-bunt with our best

hitter? (To Ellen sue) What’s the sign for “swing away”?  Hey, BLONDIE?

What’s the sign for “swing-away”?

DOTTIE:
(To Jimmy) It’s the “letters” (“letters” means across the chest, where

the letters of a team name would be on a uniform).  With the infield deep, the squeeze will work!

JIMMY:
Oh, stop thinking with your shells; we’re in a big inning here!

BATTER?

(Marla steps out of the batter’s box and the ump calls time.  Jimmy gives the

“swing-away” sign.  Marla adjusts.  Dottie then gives Marla the “bunt” sign.  Marla

re-adjusts.  What follows is Jimmy and Dottie giving Marla their signs and Marla,

confused, re-adjusting her stance again and again.  Finally, Jimmy has enough:)

JIMMY:
(To Dottie) HEY, WHO’S THE BLASTED MANAGER HERE?!?  I AM!!!!

DOTTIE:
(Mad) Well, then ACT like it, you guppy!! (goes into dugout)

DORIS: Whoo-hoo-hooo!  You tell him, Dottie!

(Jimmy gives the “swing-away” sign and Marla gets back into the dugout.  The Racine pitcher throws and Marla hits it, landing between outfielders in left, scoring Mae.)

GENIE:
Hooooooo-ly coow!  MOOOOOOO!!!

JIMMY:
WAY TO GO, WHATEVER-YOUR-NAME-IS!!! (Cheers from the dugout.  Dottie

smiles in compliance.  Jimmy looks around the dugout and says:) Well, I still say you’re not ball players!

SCENE 9:  WESTBOUND AMTRAK TRAIN TO ANAHEIM

(The Swans have an entire car to themselves.  Inside, the girls are doing various activities:  knitting, reading, Evelyn with a ukulele, strumming it and writing down notes.)

ALICE:
Uh, oh!  Boneyard! (crosses fingers and puts hands in air.  Other

girls follow suit.)

EVELYN:What?

ALICE:
We’re passing the Flagstaff “Boneyard Cemetary”.  You have to cross

your fingers or you’ll never get another hit!

EVELYN:Oh. (puts down ukulele and crosses fingers) (In the back of the car, Mae is watching Shirley read Mae’s novel and coaching her through some of the words...)

SHIRLEY:
...ki..ki-ma-no?

MAE:”kimono”.

SHIRLEY:
kimono..off...and...gra-...gra-bed...

MAE:”grabbed”

SHIRLEY:
grabbed...her...mi-..mil-ky...whi-...white...

EVELYN:(looking back after listening in) Mae!  What are you giving her

to read?!?

MAE:What difference does it make!  At least she’s reading, okay?  That’s

the important thing!  Now, shoo!  Get lost!  (Evelyn turns back to her ukulele.  To Shirley:) Go ahead.

SHIRLEY:
...her...milky...white..bre-...breasts.  (Suddenly realizes what she’s

reading;  looks to Jeesica in near-shock)

MAE:(casually turning the page) It gets better after that.  See?  “The

delivery boy walks in...”

ALICE: 
(looking back at Evelyn)  What are you doing?

EVELYN:(smiling) Oh, I’m writing a song.

ALICE:
Really?  What’s it about?

EVELYN:(near blushing) It’s about us.

(Near the front of the car, in a window seat, Doris is showing her scrap-book pictures to a few of the girls.  One picture is that of a young, “Dirk the Daring from ‘Dragon’s Lair’”-type man with a shrewd look in his eye and a smirk on his face.)

HELLEN:
(sitting next to Doris, holding picture) Is this your boyfriend?

DORIS: Yeah, that’s him.

HELLEN:
(moving the picture towards and away from her face) Isn’t it out of

focus?

DORIS: No, that’s how he looks.

HELLEN:
Well, looks aren’t the most important thing.

DORIS: That’s right;  what’s important is that he’s dumb as a stump, he’s

unemployed, he does nothing but hunt, and he treats me bad!

MARLA:
(from seat in front of them) Then, why....

DORIS: “Why?”  What do you think?  I mean, all of the other boys...

they treated me like...like I was some sort of strange girl or weird girl...or not even a girl, just because I could play baseball.  I used to believe that, too, but not anymore.  I mean. look at us!

There’s a lot of us.   I think we’re all all right!

HELLEN:
(smiling) We are.

DORIS: (thinks a moment)  Give me that picture! (Takes picture, rips it in

half, open a window and throws the pieces out.) SO LONG, KAY!!!

(Cut to outside as train rolls into the night...)

SCENE 10: ANAHEIM STADIUM

(The scorboard in the outfield shows a tie game, thanks to two runs in the last inning...)

C.R.:
So, with two runs in the sixth, Tokio Pink Sox get even.  (Cut to dugout, where young Aladdin is complaining about having to go to the bathroom.  Jimmy, who has now taken his role as manager seriously, comes out of the dugout as the Swans come off the field.  He signals to Evelyn, who approaches Jimmy.)

JIMMY:
Hey, Evelyn.  Can I ask you a question?  Which team do you play for?

EVELYN:(A little nervous) Well,..I’m a Swan.

JIMMY:
(starts getting angrier as he speaks) Well, I was just wondering,

‘cause I couldn’t figure out why you’d throw home when we’ve got a two-run lead!!  YOU LET THE TYING RUN GET ON SECOND, AND WE LOST THE LEAD BECAUSE OF YOU!  NOW, YOU START USING YOUR HEAD!!  THAT’S THAT LUMP THAT’S TWO-AND-A-HALF FEET ABOVE YOUR HINDER!!!!! (Walks back into the dugout.  Evelyn just stands there...and starts to cry.)  Are you crying?!?

EVELYN:(through tears) No.

JIMMY:
(Not covinced) ARE YOU CRYING? (Evelyn nods)  THERE’S NO CRYING!!

THERE’S NO CRYING IN BASEBALL!

DORIS: Why don’t leave her alone, Jimmy?

JIMMY:
Oh, you zip it, Doris!! (walks over to Evelyn and looks her dead

in the eye) Donald Bluth was my manager, and he called me a “talking pile of horse manure”, and that was when my parents flew all the way from France to see me play the game!  And did I cry?!?

EVELYN:(still crying) No.

JIMMY:
NO!  And do you why?!?  Because there’s no crying in baseball!!! 

(goes back into dugout) There’s NO CRYING IN BASEBALL!!  NO CRYING!!

(The umpire, Gepetto, walks over to the Swan’s dugout.)

GEPETTO:(To Jimmy) What’s the matter, Jimmy?

JIMMY:
(frustrated, motioning to Evelyn) She’s crying, sir.

EVELYN:(being helped off by Dottie and Doris) I didn’t mean to...(sobs)

GEPETTO:Perhaps you chastise her too viciously, Jimmy.  A good rule of thumb:

treat each of these girls like you would treat your own mama.  

(starts to walk back to plate)

JIMMY:
(mad that Gepetto put in his two cents) Did anyone ever tell you that

you look like Einstein with a constant head-cold?

GEPETTO:(shocked, then angrily to Jimmy) YOU’RE OUTTA HERE, JIMMY!  I HEARD

THAT!

JIMMY:
NO, WAIT, YOU MISUNDERSTOOD!!

GEPETTO:TEN SECONDS, JIMMY, TO GET OF THIS FIELD!!  FIVE SECONDS, JIMMY!!

JIMMY:
(storming off) I CAN’T BELIEVE NOBODY’S EVER CALLED YOU THAT BEFORE!!

DORIS: (leading the girls’ applause as Jimmy leaves) Okay, I’m in charge

here.  Who’s up?

SCENE 11: UCF STADIUM, RACINE

(Last scene fades to this scene, a few weeks later.  The crowds are still quite sparce.  The game is about to start.)

GENIE:
(now sounding like Gary Carter) So, the crowd’s a little light today

what with that tractor show in town.  So, if you’re in the area, and, let’s face it, you HAVE to be in the area because I can’t use my semi-phenominal nearly-cosmic powers to boost the power of this station, c’mon down to the ballpark.  And, bring the kids, why don’t ya?

(Jump-cut to Swans’ dugout)

ELLEN SUE:
People better start showing up.  If we don’t have fans, we don’t have

a league.

(Lowenstein walks in and stands on the second step of the dugout)

LOWENSTEIN:
Hello, ladies.  How are you today? (General greetings) Ladies, there’s

a...a reporter and a photographer from Life Magazine in the stands today.

(Doris and Mae look out of the dugout, looking for the repoters.)

MAE:(seeing Doris primping her hair) Don’t bother, Ana.

LOWENSTEIN:
Er, Dottie?  I’m trying to get them to do a story about you.

DOTTIE:
Me?  Why me?

LOWENSTEIN:
Because,...you’re the “Queen of Diamonds”.  That’s what I’m calling

you.

KIT:
Well, did you tell them anything about me?

LOWENSTEIN:
Oh, yeah, I sure did, Kit.  I told them how, at first, the scout

didn’t even want you, but how Dottie wouldn’t come without her sister.  (Kit is a little annoyed at this.) They really loved it; it’s a real “human interest” story!  So, can you girls..just try to give them something spectacular out there for them.  I mean,...  anything.

DOTTIE:
(seeing the concern on Lowenstein’s face) Why?  What’s the matter?

LOWENSTEIN:
(sighs) Well, we’re not doing so well.  Harvey and the other owners

think they’ve made a mistake.  They’re talking about closing the league down. (General confusion and near-panic from the girls.) Well, you see, Mr. Harvey’s a businessman.  “No profit, no product”.

MAE:(getting upset) And what am I supposed to do, go back to that Ink
&_Paint_Club_?  Five dollars an hour so that drooling humans can catcall me?!?  Do all but sell myself while Roger waits for another Maroon Cartoon to star in? (starts sobing) I’m not going back there ever again,...or, at least, until the boys come home,...so you tell old rich Mr. Cartoon Man that he ain’t closing ME down!! (Cries as she’s led away by Doris.  Similar arguments come from other girls)

LOWENSTEIN:
I’m...I’m sorry.  I’m very sorry.  I am trying the best I can.  So,

just..just give them everything you’ve got.

DORIS: We always do!!

(Lowenstein leaves, distraught.  Jump-cut to later, during the game.  Alice runs in from left field to make a catch.)

GENIE:
So, a quick grab by Alice Carroll and there are two outs here in the

bottom of the third.  And now batting-ing, the center fielder-er, Betty-ty Boop-oop.  (Kit pitches and Betty hits it high behind the plate.  Dottie gives chase) Popped up (popgun noise) foul.  Dottie should have no problemo with this catch. (Dottie stops, looks up at the ball, and does a split whil catching the ball, causing the fans to go nuts, and the photographer and reporter to take great notice)  Great Ceaser’s Ghost!!!  Or, even, SID Caeser’s Ghost!!  What a catch by Dottie to retire the side!!

(Cut to Racine Dugout.)

RACINE CATCHER: I can’t do that!

SULTAN:
Who can?!?

(Cut back to Anaheim dugout as Dottie sits down.  Jimmy walks over to her, far from amused.)

JIMMY:
What was that?!?

DOTTIE:
I don’t know.  I just thought it might help the league.

JIMMY:
Shhhh..oot!  I’ve got some blasted showoffs on my team!!

(Cut to up in crowds, where Lowenstein is talking to the reporter.)

LOWENSTEIN:
It’s “Dottie”.  That’s A-R-I-E-L.  Okay?

MONTAGE 3: THE SEASON, MAY THROUGH LATE JULY

(It starts with the girls praying in a church pew.  Jimmy marches up to the pew.)

JIMMY: (quietly but angrily) Alright!  Let’s go!  (Girls start filing out,

giving the sign of the cross as they exit the pew.)  God knows we have a game today!  It’s not like any of this helps.  Believe me!  (As he follows the last girls out, he also makes the sign of the cross.)

(Cut to a shot of a copy of “Life” Magazine with Dottie, making the “split” catch, on the cover.  Cut to Doris making a play off of a line drive and the crowd reacting.  Cut to a few days later, Jimmy storming into the dugout.)

JIMMY:
Alright, alright!  Let’s go!  Dozens of people are waiting for the

game to start!!

(Cut to some of the Swans carrying a sign saying, “Catch a Foul, Get a Kiss”.  Later, Ellen sue fouls a ball which is caught by a navyman.  Ellen sue walks over to to the sailor and plants one right in the lips.  Cut to Kit, Mae and Betty making great fly ball catches.  Betty’s catch is featured in the local paper.  Cut to Jimmy, in another game, signaling a batter and trying to find out her name.  Cut to Hellen, Doris and Shirley throwing baseballs at large caricatures of Hitler, Mussulini and Tojo.  Only Doris’s ball knocks Mussulini’s picture down.)

DORIS: YES!! (To Hellen) Five bucks! (To Shirley) Five bucks!  (Cut to Kit pitching fiercly.  A picture of that pitch appears in another newpaper.  Cut to another game,  Mae is talking to other girls.) MAE:..what if, at a key moment in the game, my uniform bursts open, and..

whoops...my bosoms come flying out?  That might draw in a crowd, right?

(Dottie and Ellen sue are not amused.)

DORIS: You think that there are men in this country who haven’t seen

your bosoms?!?

(Cut to a boarding home where the girls stay during they’re off-days.  Marla is picking up the mail, sending all the girls running.  Cut to Dottie hitting another homer, with a not-so-sparce crowd.  Cut to two guys who look like the main characters in “Revenge of the Nerds”, talking to Doris.) NERDS:
TWENTY-TWO?!? (Hand out flowers)

(Doris looks to them as if to say “Me?”.  The nerds nod.  Doris turns in half-disgust, half-confusion.  Cut to inside looker room.  Jimmy and Doris are holding Aladdin upside-down.)

JIMMY:
C’MON, KID!  OPEN UP!

DORIS: EVELYN, GET OVER HERE!!

EVELYN:What...what’s wrong?

JIMMY:
YOUR KID IS EATING THE LINE-UP!!

(Cut to a shot of the feet of the black..er, “African-American” lady who owned Tom Cat in the old “Tom and Jerry” cartoons.  Her hand picks up the ball.  Dottie signals to throw it to her.  Instead, she heaves it to Ellen sue, about 20 feet behind Dottie.  Ellen sue catches it, and shakes her mitt hand from the impact.  Dottie looks at the lady and smiles. [You see, folks, this was BEFORE the “color barrier” of baseball was broken.  Hence why there were no African-Americans in baseball...not even WOMEN’S baseball.  Sad, really.] Cut to a couple coming out of a church, recently married, and walking amongst the Swans with their bats outstretch like military swords.  A jump cut shows that it’s Marla and Ector.  The couple head for their car.)

MARLA:
Bye, girls.  I’ll be back next season!

(The car drives away, dragging gloves and baseballs-on-strings behind them.

Cut to Betty rounding second and heading for third...)

SAILOR IN STANDS: SLIDE!!  SLIDE!! (Betty slides, feet-first, into third, in

agony)  Thank you!

(Cut to dugout, after the game.  Betty’s thigh, the one she slid on, has an ice pack on it, held by Kit.  Jimmy is standing above Betty with a Polaroid)

JIMMY:
Okay, let it up. (Kit picks up icepack, to show a HUGE “strawberry”

burn mark on the thigh.  Jimmy take picture of mark.) Ooooh, that was a good one!

(Cut to Racine.  A batter hits the ball to left.  The lady on third gets ready to tag-up when the catch is made.)

GENIE:
High fly ball...Betty...makes the catch (lady on third runs home)...

Betty make the throw to Doris, Doris to Dottie...the play at the plate...(Dottie catches the ball and is steamrolled by the runner.  The two fall down, but Dottie shows the umpire that she still has the ball.)  She out!!  Dottie held onto the ball!!!  Oh, Doctor Kildare!!!

(Cut to another game.  Dottie is in dugout, sitting next to  Jimmy.  Jimmy offers some tobacco to Dottie.)

JIMMY:
(in explanation) Well, all the big players use it.  (Cut to a Paris player hitting a foul ball to shallow third.  Doris runs to the bleachers, catches the ball in the crowd, causing her to nearly fall over into the stands, and stands back up with a hot dog in her mouth, smiling.  Cut to another game in Anaheim.  A Tokio hitter pops one up.)

C.R.:
Foul ball behind the plate...Dottie chases it...(Dottie buts glove behind


her back and catches the ball) My, what a catch!!! (Kit, in the


dugout, looks more and more concerned and angered at Dottie.)

(Cut back to Dottie and Jimmy.  Dottie makes a small spit to the side.)

JIMMY:
That sounded pretty good.

[Before you get into an uproar, Dottie NEVER used tobacco again, okay?!?!?]

(Cut to a night game.  Dottie is arguing with Kit on the mound.)

DOTTIE:
You don’t have a curveball left, Kit!

KIT:
Oh, I don’t have a curveball left?!?

(Cut to final scenes, that of a fireworks display at Anaheim Stadium after a game, in front of a FULL stadium.  Lowenstein is walking amongst the crowd,     smiling.)

SCENE 12: WESTBOUND AMTRAK TRAIN TO ANAHEIM, MID-AUGUST

(Inside the Swans’ car, Betty finds a hairbrush and makes her way back to her seat.  DeVille is sleeping in the front seat, opposite Jimmy.  Dottie is in the seat behind DeVille.  She hands a photograph of Eric to Jimmy.)

JIMMY:
(looking at picture) Hmm...(to Dottie) he’s good-looking.  What does he

do when he’s not fighting in wars?

DOTTIE:
He’s a prince of a kingdom near Denmark.  He’ll be king someday.  He’s

quite smart.

JIMMY:
So he’s good-looking AND smart.  There are so few of us. (hands photo

back) Where did you say he was again?  Italy?

DOTTIE:
Yeah, I think.  I haven’t got a letter from him in three weeks.  I’m

used to getting one every week.

JIMMY:
(motions Dottie to sit next to him, which Dottie does.)  Well, that

doesn’t mean anything.  Y’know, if...if he’s in combat, it’s not like they have a mailbox at every port.  Besides, if something happened, you would have gotten one of those telegrams...

DOTTIE:
(a bit scared) Oh, please, don’t....

JIMMY:
(calming her) No, no, he’s fine.

DOTTIE:
I’ve heard you were quite the hunter.  Why aren’t you in the army?

JIMMY:
(sighs) I have no cartilage...in my knee.  I mean, you don’t cartilage

to shoot Nazis;  you just need this. (sticks up trigger finger) I can do that better than anyone! (sighs again) How’d I get so useless so fast?

(In the back of the car, Mae is doing Kit’s nails.)

KIT:
I never thought nail polish would work on HUMAN men as well as MERmen.

MAE:Well, it works for me.  Isn’t Dottie gonna get mad at this?

KIT:
Hey, I don’t care.  I’m HER older sister.

MAE:Only by a month, I hear.

(Back in the front of the car...)

JIMMY:
Listen, when..um...

DOTTIE:
Eric.

JIMMY:
...Eric comes back, are you still gonna play?

DOTTIE:
Oh, no.  No.

JIMMY:
You’re gonna just quit, like that?

DOTTIE:
Yes.  Sure.

JIMMY:
‘Cause you play like you love it.

DOTTIE:
No...no.

JIMMY:
Does he know how good you are?

DOTTIE:
Eric?

JIMMY:
(sarcastically) No, Hitler.  Yes, Eric.

DOTTIE:
How good am I?

JIMMY:
(not sure Dottie realizes it, sarcastically)  You stink!  You’re lousy!

(seriously) You’re only the best player in the league.  And you don’t know that?

DOTTIE:
Well....(changes subject) Have you even been married?

JIMMY:
(sigh) Well, let me think. (no hesitation) Yes.  Twice.  Two bimbettes.

DOTTIE:
Any children?

JIMMY:
One of them was.  Yeah. (looks over to DeVille) Is she...uh...(Dottie

nods)?  Well, I think it’s time for a drink. (goes for flask)

DOTTIE:
Wait a second. (grabs a Coke out of the cooler in front of them and

pops it open.  He then presents it to Jimmy.)

JIMMY:
These really don’t mix.  This isn’t rum...(Dottie takes flask and hands

him the Coke.  He shrugs and takes a sip...and, in satisifaction, says)

Ahhhhhhh...hmmmmm.

(Shot to outside of train, though we still hear the voices inside.)

DOTTIE:
Good, huh?

JIMMY:
Yeah, it’s great.





ACT IV

SCENE 1: ANAHEIM FIELD

(It’s the top of the ninth.  Kit pitches to an Racine batter, who wails it.)

C.B.:
Fair ball down the right field line moves the tying run to third on a


double!

(Kit is frustrated.)

JIMMY:
(coming out of the dugout) TIME!! (walks to mound.  Dottie starts      

walking to the mound as well.)

C.B.:
Uh-oh.  Swans’ manager Jimmy pops his head out of the dugout and is


headed toward the mound to talk to his hurler.  Kit looks mighty


tired.

(At the mound...)

JIMMY:
(Methodically) It’s getting pretty exciting, huh?

KIT:
(Huffing and puffing) It ends right here:  I’ll get this batter out.

JIMMY:
Y’know...Betty is all ready to come in to relieve you...

KIT:
(Pleading) C’mon, Jimmy.  I’ve never been taken out before.  Ask

Dottie.  I really want to finish this game, Jimmy.  Please.

JIMMY:
(To Dottie) Well, what do YOU think?

DOTTIE:
(Looking in Kit’s eyes) Well...y’know...she’s battling...

JIMMY:
(More seriously) What do you THINK?

DOTTIE:
(Just as serious) She’s had it.  She’s done.

(Kit, in a near-fit of anger, underhands the ball, forcefully, into Dottie’s mitt and storms of the field.)

C.B.:
Whoh!  It looks like Kit’s coming out of the ball game and she is not


happy about it!!  Let’s have a good hand for Kit, as Betty springs


in from the left-field bullpen.

MAN IN STANDS:
Way to go, Kit!

(Kit slams her glove into the dugout, nearly missing Aladdin’s head.  She sits on the bench and mopes.  Meanwhile, up in the stands, Harvey and Lowenstein are walking to their seats, where the had been sitting the whole game.  Harvey has a bag of peanuts.)

HARVEY:
Look at this (the packed house), Lowenstein!  This is great!  They’re jumping,

they’re hopping, they’re cheering, and they PAID to get in here!  You did a fabulous job, Lowenstein!

LOWENSTEIN:
(As they sit back down) Thank you, Mr. Harvey.  I appreciate it coming

from you.  But, to be perfectly honest, I think the girls deserve most of the credit.

HARVEY:
Oh, yeah.  They’re great.  Fortunately, we won’t need them anymore.  

Do you want a peanut?

LOWENSTEIN:
(Shocked) No.  What do you mean?

HARVEY:
What do you mean “what do I mean”?  We’re winning the war!  Our 

situation has changed!  Roosevelt, himself, said men’s baseball won’t be shut down!  So...we won’t need girls next year!

C.B.:
Go-ahead run on second, two outs, top of the ninth, Swans up by one.


No balls and two strikes...(Betty pitches, Dottie catches, Gepetto


signals the strike)  Got her looking!  And that’s the ballgame!  The


Anaheim Swans are in the playoffs! (The girls, save for Kit,      


celebrate on the field, as the fans cheer and start filing out)

HARVEY:
I love these girls!  I don’t need ‘em, but I love ‘em!  C’mon, let’s

go (stands up) Yuck!  Peanut shells all over me!

LOWENSTEIN:
(Finally overcoming the shock)  Mr. Harvey...this is what it’s going

to be like in the factories, too, I guess.  “The men are back, Rosie; turn in your rivets”  We tell them it was their patriotic duty to get out of the kitchen and go to work, and, now, when the men are back, we’ll send them back to the kitchen!

HARVEY:
What should we do?  Send the boys returning from war back to the

kitchen?!?

LOWENSTEIN:
(Stops Harvey from walking away)  Do you realize how dedicated these

girls are?  They play with sprained ankles and broken bones.  They ride a train or plane, sometimes all night, to play a double-header the next morning.

HARVEY:
I’ll make it up to them.

LOWENSTEIN:
With what?  Movie deals?

HARVEY:
Hmm...maybe...BAH, I’m getting tired of listening to ya, Lowenstein. (starts

leaving again)

LOWENSTEIN:
MR. HARVEY?!?  With your permission, I’d like to take over the league!

HARVEY:
(In disbelief) What?!?  Don’t you get it?!?  All the owners are  

getting out!  There’s no point to it anymore!  Just let them finish the season and that’s it!

LOWENSTEIN:
I sold your product when there was no product!  This is a product!

HARVEY:
(Dead serious) Get this straight, Lowenstein:  There is no room for women’s

 baseball once the war is over!  They’re through!! (walks away)

LOWENSTEIN:
I think you’re wrong!  And I’m gonna PROVE it to you, Mr. Harvey!!!  (Meanwhile, down on the field, the photographers and reporters are hudled near the Swans’ dugout.  Mae is there.)

MAE:Hi, my name’s Mae, and that’s more than a name; it’s an attitude!

(pictures taken.  Doris comes in)  This is Ana, best third base-woman in the league. (more pictures taken.)

DORIS: Thank you, Jess.  (walks over to dugout where Kit is STILL moping

around.  Takes cup of water.)

DOTTIE:
(Removing her equipment) It was an important game, Kit.  It put us

in the playoffs!

KIT:
I could’ve finished it!!

DOTTIE:
Kit, the way you were pitching, Aladdin could’ve hit one off you!

DORIS: What’s the matter, Kit, you too big to finish your own games now?

HA-HA! (walks away, but Kit throws her glove at Doris’s back.  Doris throws the water in Kit’s face.  Kit starts toward her)  Don’t start, kid!  Do NOT..don’t start!

DOTTIE:
(In dugout) C’mon, Kit!  Cut it out!  (Doris turns her back and walks away.  Kit then runs up and jumps on   her.  The two wrestle in the dirt as the girls rush to try to break it up.) MAE:GET YOUR SISTER OFF OF HER, DOTTIE!

DOTTIE:
STAY OUT OF THIS, MAE!!

MAE:STAY OUT OF IT, MY EYE!!  GET HER OFF!!!

(The press and remaining fans watch and laugh at the display.  Jump-cut to a minute later, as Jimmy has Kit over her shoulder and is carrying her into the locker room.  Kit is kicking and punching the whole way.  The others follow close behind.)

KIT:
LET ME GO!!!!  LET ME GO NOW!!!!  LET ME DOWN!!!

(Jump-cut to showers.  Jimmy throws Kit down into the showers and proceeds to turn on the cold water, shooting right into Kit’s face and head.)

KIT:
AAAAAAAAAARRRRGH!!

JIMMY:
NOW YOU BE LIKE THE MERMAID YOU WERE AND STAY IN THIS WATER UNTIL YOU

COOL OFF!!!! (Leaves)

(Kit tries to turn the water off, but in her rage, she can’t find the knob.

Jump-cut back to outside the locker room.)

DORIS: I don’t know what she did that for...

HELLEN:
She was in a mean state and you put her over the top, Ana...

DORIS: YOU SHUT UP, HELLEN!  DON’T GET ME STARTED AGAIN!

MAE:You’ll make her more upset!  Now c’mon.  Calm down everyone! (She,

Hellen and Doris enter to lockers, Evelyn and Betty close behind)

EVELYN:She reminds me of my husband.

(Jump-cut to later.  Kit is still in her damp uniform.  Most of the other girls were dressed for the trip home.  Dottie, who had come in last, is just getting out of her uniform.  Kit is still hot, but she barely shows it.) DOTTIE:
(To those in showers) Save some hot water for me, you guys! (To Kit)

You okay?

KIT:
My rear end hurts from where Jimmy dropped me.

DOTTIE:
You acted like a baby.

KIT:
You treated me like a baby!

DOTTIE:
I treated you like a pitcher.  A pitcher who had lost her stuff!

KIT:
When Betty’s in trouble, you never send her off!  You’re behind her

every pitch, backing her up!

DOTTIE:
Y’know, I seem to remember last week somebody throwing a rosin bag at

my face, saying, “Get your butt back behind the plate!”  Was that you or the umpire?

KIT:
(Frustrated) All I know is you could’ve backed me up today, instead of

holding me back!

DOTTIE:
I hold you back?

KIT:
(Saddened) Just like at home.  It’s like if you’re here, then I’m not

here.

DOTTIE:
What’s that supposed to mean?

KIT:
I don’t know.  I know...I know...that I’m wrong.  I know that you’re

always right and I’m wrong, and I just...(chokes back tears)...I just get so mad!  Why do you have to be so good?

(Kit walks away to go in the showers.  Dottie is left to think about what she said.  Dissolve to later.  Dottie, all dressed, is sitting alone in the lockers.  Lowenstein enters.)

LOWENSTEIN:
Ah, Dottie.  Here you are.  You weren’t on the bus.  Can I talk to you

for a minute?

DOTTIE:
(noticing Lowenstein, starts to get up and starts packing a suitcase) You

only have a minute.  I have to leave.

LOWENSTEIN:
Oh, don’t worry.  They won’t leave without you.

DOTTIE:
(Tears starting to fall) No, I’m going home.  I’m leaving the team!

LOWENSTEIN:
(Panicking) Oh...uh..oh-no!  You can’t go home now!  This couldn’t have

come at a worse time.  Y’see, we’re in a little bit of a crisis here  and, uh, I have to try to pull something off here, and it’s just not a good time to lose our most popular player!  Er, what’s the problem?

DOTTIE:
I don’t want to talk about it!

LOWENSTEIN:
It’s...it’s one of the girls, isn’t it?  Mae, right?  No, not her.

Um...(pointing to Kit’s name on the locker next to Dottie’s) Kit.  Yes, I’ve noticed some friction between you two, but that’s..th-that’s no problem;  doesn’t mean you have to quit the team!  I..I-I could arrange a trade.  Y’know, with Tokio, Racine or Paris...

DOTTIE:
(Finishes packing) Just..just trade me or whatever...just do it by

tomorrow or I’m leaving. (starts toward the door)

LOWENSTEIN:
Tomorrow?!?  Well...sure.  No problem.  You really gave me a scare

there for a second. (Dottie leaves.  Lowenstein panicks some more.)

SCENE 2: SWANS’ BOARDING HOUSE

(Upstairs, the girls are preparing for bed, to go out, etc.)

ALICE:
Hey, does anyone have any extra hose? (Honk is heard outside.)

DORIS: Hey, Jess, your date’s here! (Mae comes out in Betty’s yellow

gown.  Doris gasps and says:) Where did you get that?!?

MAE:Betty lent it to me.

DORIS: It’s too small;  it don’t fit you!

MAE:I’m not planning on wearing it long!

DORIS:(gasping again, following Mae downstairs) Sometimes, I wonder

why you get dressed at all!

(Downstairs, some of the girls are practicing their short throws in the hall-way.  As Mae leaves, Kit enters, extremely mad) KIT:
(Grabs ball as it is thrown) WHERE’S DOTTIE?!?

ELLEN SUE: (Who would’ve caught the ball) In..in there. (Point to her left.)

(Kit storms into the living room.  Dottie is there, reading a magazine.     

Kit tosses the ball through the window next to Dottie’s head.)

DOTTIE:
What?!?  What was that for?  What’s wrong?

KIT:
(Glaring at Dottie) I’ve been traded to Racine!!

DOTTIE:
(Standing up) YOU?!?  I wanted them to trade ME!

KIT:
Yeah, right!  They’d really trade you!  Ms. Star, Ms. Perfect!  You

knew exactly what was going to happen! (storms out)

DOTTIE:
I did not!  I swear! (follows)

EVELYN:Forget the movies, this’ll be better!

(Jump-cut to stairs.  Kit is going up with Dottie close behind.)

DOTTIE:
Look, Kit, I’ll quit!  Okay?

KIT:
Oh, sure, and everyone will blame me for you quitting!

DOTTIE:
Just tell me what you want me to do and I’ll do it, Kit!

KIT:
(Turns around fast) Stay away!  Just keep away form me!

DOTTIE:
(As they start up again) Kit, listen.  It was all a big mistake,

okay, a mis...

KIT:
(Turns again in front of their room) I was getting too good for you

wasn’t I? (Before hearing an answer) I knew if I got too good, you’d do something to push me down!  (Opens the door, enters room and slams it)

(Dottie looks at the girls who had followed her.  She then gets angry and enters the room.  The other girls listen in by putting their ears on the door.)

DOTTIE:
Kit, blow it out your dorsel fin!  I am so sick of being blamed for

everything that’s bothering you!  I got you INTO these league, by Neptune!!

(Outside...)

DORIS: (Whispers to girls on stairs) Dottie got Kit into the league.

(Inside...)

DOTTIE:
I didn’t even want to be here!!!

KIT:
Then why are you still here?!?!?

(Outside...)

DORIS: (Whispers) She wants to know why Dottie’s still playing.

(Inside...)

KIT:
(half-mad, half-saddened, starts packing) A plane leaves for Racine

at 9 o’clock.  I’ve got ten minutes to pack.

DOTTIE:
Well, if you have any trouble, you’ll know who to blame! (starts to

leave)

KIT:
And I’ll see you in the World Series!

(Doris senses Dottie coming and gets her ear off the door.  She leans against the wall, prompting others to do the same.) DORIS: (To Evelyn) Don’t look at her.  Don’t look at her.

(Dottie exits room in a huff)

BETTY:
(Entering unexpectedly) Has anyone seen my new hat?

DOTTIE:
(Still angry) Oh, clam up!! (Heads downstairs)

BETTY:
Well, that was uncalled for.

ALADDIN:(In a back room) Mommy!  Mommy!

EVELYN:Ho, boy.  Just keep it down, will you?  (walks back) Aladdin, what’s

wrong now?

(Ellen sue stays behind as the others head downstairs, talking about Kit and Dottie)

ELLEN SUE:
Kit, do you need any help?  Kit, look, it’s not all bad.  You’re

still in the league, just on a different team.  (Inside the room, Kit doesn’t hear her.  She takes down her glove and pounds her fist into it, determined to make a name for herself.)

SCENE 3: PARIS, TEXAS MUNICIPAL STADIUM, HOME OF PARIS FILLIES

SWANS’ LOCKER ROOM, EARLY AUGUST

(As the girls get into their uniforms (with Aladdin sneaking a peek every now and again), Evelyn plays her ukulele and the girls sing the song Evelyn wrote about them [remember Act II?].)

ELLEN SUE:
Batter up

Hear the call

The time has come

One and all

MAE AND ELLEN SUE: To plaaaay balllllll!

ALL GIRLS:

We are the mem-bers of the All-American League

We come from places near and far.

We’ve got some prin-ces-ses.

Wives and mermaids, too.

We’re all for one

We’re one for all

We’re All-American!

Each girl stands, her head so proudly high.

Her motto: do or die.

She’s not the one to use or need an al-i-biii.

Our chaperones are not too soft and not too tough

Our managers are on the ball.

We do our very best to answer to the call.

We’re all for one

We’re one for all

We’re All-American!

(Jump-cut to outside while they’re singing the last stanza.  Miss DeVille is getting a drink out of the water fountain.  Jimmy comes out of the toilet and starts toward the lockers.)

JIMMY:
(Passing DeVille) Hi, Miss DeVille. (Smacks DeVille on the backside,

causing her to jump) You cute little stack of pancakes, you.  I could kiss you, but I’m not sure where those lips have been.  (enters locker room, which the scene jump-cuts to) MAN ON THE FLOOR!  Ah, already dressed.  Excellent! (The girls finish singing) Alright, I don’t know what Al is doing there but get him away...get him away from the tape!  (It’s too late, as Aladdin has already wrapped tape around him) Jeez!  Alright, ladies, listen up!  I was sitting in the toilet the other day and I discovered a clause in my contract that says I get a bonus if we win the World Series, so make this final game count!  Let’s play hard and play smart!  Use your heads!

DORIS: That’s that lump two-and-a-half feet above our hinders. Right,

Jimmy?  (Laughs at Jimmy quote)

JIMMY:
(Rolling with the blow) Well, some of us more prominent than others,

Doris. (Knock is heard on locker room door.  To door:) Come in.

(Enter a small man in a Western Union uniform)

LeFOU:
Excuse me...excuse me, ladies.  I have a telegram here from the War

Department. (The laughter and chatter dies almost immediately.  Dottie and Betty sit down on the bench in fear.  LeFou looks at his clipboard.)  Now, where’d that name go?  Man, and this is the worst kind, too.  You’d think they’d come up with a better way to say that your husband died....Darn, I can’t find the name...Oh, well, I’ll have to go and straighten this mess out.  Sorry. (starts to leave)

JIMMY:
Look, just give me the telegram.

LeFOU:
I can’t!  I don’t have a name on the checklist.

JIMMY:
Just...just give me the telegram!

LeFOU:
Hey, this is from the War Department!

(Jimmy proceeds to flex his muscle and give LeFou a right hook that sends him screaming out the open door, landing with a crash.  The telegram had fallen from LeFou’s hand in front of Jimmy’s feet.  The girls look anxiously as Jimmy opens the telegram and reads it.  Dottie and Betty, the only two who have husbands fighting, start fearing more and more as Jimmy approaches them.  Jimmy then hands the telegram to its rightful owner...)

JIMMY:
I’m sorry, Betty.

BETTY:
(Taking telegram, crying) BEAST!  BEAST!  NOOOOO!

(Jimmy feels bad as the other girls cry for Betty.  Hellen had brought Miss DeVille in from outside.  Jimmy hugs Betty in an attempt to confort her.  Then Miss DeVille takes her out of the locker room.  Pause in saddness.)

JIMMY:
Okay, let’s go.  We...we’ve still got a game to play.  (The girls follow Jimmy out, still crying and not as enthusiastic as before to play.  Dottie leaves last, trying her best to hold back the tears.

SCENE 4: DOTTIE’S HOTEL ROOM, PARIS, TEXAS, THAT NIGHT

(Dottie is on her bed, crying all the tears she held back that afternoon.  She had thought it was her husband that had died, and was crying not just for Betty and her loss, but for missing her own husband so much.  A light knock is heard on her door.  Dottie tries to wipe away the tears and compose herself.) DOTTIE:
C-Come in.

(The door opens.  The camera is at foot level, showing a foot in a cast and a foot in a sailor boot enter the room.  Dottie turns to see who it is.  When she sees, her eyes open in disbelief.  It is a handsome face, a face which adorns several picturs on Dottie’s dresser...)

ERIC:
Hi, cutie.

DOTTIE:
Eric? (gets up as if in a dream) Is it really... (embraces him and  

kisses him on the lips) Oh, Eric!  Oh, my prince!!  How...how did you...what happened?

ERIC:
I’m fine, Dottie.

DOTTIE:
What is it?  What happened?

ERIC:
(Uses his cane to walk to the bed while Dottie closes the door)


Mortar and cannon shrapnel.  We were lucky;  they got seven ships


before we sunk them.  Our ship had minor damage.  One shot sneaked


through and hit right below where I was standing.  Nothing major,


though.

DOTTIE:
(Restarting the embrace) Oh, sweetie!  Oh, Eric!

ERIC:
It’s all right, Dottie.  I’m safe now.  I’ve been discharged.

DOTTIE:
I didn’t think I’d ever see you again! 

ERIC:
It’s okay, Dottie.  I’m here.  It’s all right.

DOTTIE:
(sniff) You have to sit down. (breaks away) Let me...clear away this

stuff so that...

ERIC:
(His eyes never leaving Dottie) I almost forgot how beautiful you are.

DOTTIE:
Oh, no.  Look at me.  I’m a...I’m a mess and...

ERIC:
You look beautiful.  You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen!

DOTTIE:
(Going to him to embrace again) I love you.  Can we just hold each

other for the rest of our lives?

ERIC:
That’s my plan, Dottie.  That’s my plan.

(They kiss, passionately)

SCENE 5: OUTSIDE THE SWANS’ BOARDING HOUSE, THREE DAYS LATER

(The Swans’ bus to take them to the airport is outside.  Jimmy steps out of the door of the bus.)

JIMMY:
WHY AM I THE ONLY PERSON ON THIS BUS?!?!?  WHAT ARE WE WAITING FOR?!?

(Girls hauling suitcases rush out the door toward the bus) ARE YOU GIRLS PHYSICALLY UNABLE TO SHOW UP ON TIME?!? (To Ellen sue, passing by) If you think you can do without the batting practice, think again!  Think again!  Not the way you’ve been playing! (Evelyn and Doris are dragging a dufflebag of toys.  Sarcastically:) Oh, yes, let’s not go to the World Series without Aladdin’s toys! (To Alice:) Alice, what time is it in that Wonderland you live in?

ALICE:
Please don’t yell at me, Jimmy.  It’s bad luck.

(Three young ducks dragging a wagon stop at Jimmy’s feet)

HUEY:
Mr. Jimmy, would you sign our baseball for us?

JIMMY:
(snatching ball and pen) Why, sure! (signs) There. (hands ball and pen

back)

DUEY:
WOW! (Reads signing) “Avoid bimbettes.  Jimmy.”

LOUIE:
Thanks! (The three leave)

JIMMY:
(To ducks) That’s good advice!

BETTY:
(As leaving the house, over to Dottie, standing by a carriage) Dottie,

write to us.  We’ll miss you!

DOTTIE:
(Smiling) Thanks, we will.  Good luck in the World Series.  (Jimmy sees Dottie putting her bags in the back of the carriage and walks up to her.)

JIMMY:
Going on a little day trip?

DOTTIE:
No.  Um...Eric and I are taking this carriage to the Atlantic Coast

and then we’re sailing home...to his kingdom.

JIMMY:
(A little shocked, a little angry) Y’know, I thought you were a ball

player!

DOTTIE:
Well, you were wrong.

JIMMY:
Was I?!?

DOTTIE:
Yes, you were.  It is only a game, Jimmy.  Only a game.  And I don’t

need this anymore.  I’ve got Eric.  I don’t need it.

JIMMY:
(sigh, seriously) I gave up the last five years of my career to      

drinking.  Five years.  And, now, there isn’t anything I wouldn’t give to get back any one of those days.

DOTTIE:
Well, we’re different.

JIMMY:
I guess so. (turns and starts to leave, then, angrily, turns and says:)

Look, if you and Eric want to go home and have a hundred babies, fine!  I’m in no position to tell anyone how to live!  Trust me; I learned  that the hard way!  But, sneaking out on us like this!  Quitting!  You’ll regret it for the rest of your life!  Baseball is what gets inside you!  It’s what lights you up!  You can’t deny that!

DOTTIE:
(Trying to make Jimmy understand) It just got too hard!

JIMMY:
(Matter-of-fact-ly) It’s supposed to be hard!  If it wasn’t hard,

everybody would do it!  It’s the hard that makes it good! (leaves) (Dottie contemplates Jimmy’s words as he walks away.  Behind her, Eric puts his bags in the back of the carriage.)

ERIC:
Everything okay, Dottie?

DOTTIE:
(Her train of thought broken) Er...yeah, everything’s fine.  (To      

Jimmy, who’s boarding the bus) Bye, Jimmy.

(Jimmy looks at Dottie scornfully and enters the bus.  The bus pulls out.  Dottie gets in the carriage, still thinking of Jimmy’s words.  Eric snaps the reins as they set out to the coast.)

MONTAGE 4: THE WORLD SERIES

(Outside of UCF Stadium, banners telling of the first women’s World Series are flown.  A scalper is there, selling his “wares”.)

MERCHANT: First game of the first-ever women’s baseball World Series, folks!

History in the making!  The hottest merchandise this side of the River Mississippi!  On sale now!  Come on down!

(Inside, the crowd roars as the teams take the field.  Scenes of each game are played as headline of local papers are shown as well.  The first: “World  Series Opens In Racine: Swans vs. Beauties”.  Followed by: “Beauties win 5-2:

Take Series Lead”, “Racine over Anaheim 3-1: Beauties Take 2-0 Lead”,

“No Swan Dive: Anaheim wins 6-3”, “One More Beauty-Ful Win To Go: Racine 3,

Anaheim 1”, “Anaheim Closes Gap: Wins in 14 Innings” “One Final Game: Anaheim

Force Game 7”

SCENE 6: UCF STADIUM, RACINE, AUGUST 26, 1943, GAME SEVEN

(The merchant/scalper is out there again.)

MERCHANT: I have one more box seat here on the third base line.  Don’t miss

this opportunity to see the first women’s champions be crowned!

STEPMOTHER: I’ll take that ticket, my good man.  How much?

MERCHANT: 10 dollars, 30 sheckles or any desert animal you have, madam.

STEPMOTHER: Er...yes, here is your 10 dollars, sir. (Takes ticket) My daughter

is a player on the Anaheim Swans, and I am surprising her. 

Doris, the best third basewoman in the league.

MERCHANT: Oh, really?  Where are you from?

STEPMOTHER: Europe.  That’s all you need to know.  I’m treating her to a seven-

course dinner after the game. (They both laugh.)

MERCHANT: Could I interest you in some Dead Sea Tupperware?

(Jump-cut to inside the Swans’ locker room.  Jimmy has just entered.)

JIMMY:
(Pumped) Alright, alright, alright, alright, alright, alRIGHT!   

All right!  Enough for the song and dance! (sniffing) What is that smell?!?  Smells worse than my hunting boots!

BETTY:
(Sarcastically) Alice thinks it’s bad luck to change her socks!

JIMMY:
Oh, so we all have to suffer?

ALICE:
Well...

JIMMY:
Get away from me.  All right, girls!  Outfielders, I want you to play

deep a couple of steps;  I don’t want to give up anything long!  Alice, if the lead-off batter reaches base, they’re gonna bunt!  Be ready!  (Calming down) And now...now, I’d...like to lead you all in a prayer.

GIRLS:
(Ad libbing) What?  He serious? (etc.)

JIMMY:
You heard me.  Gather ‘round. (Gets down on his bad right knee as

girls gather around him.)

BETTY:
(Leads in sign of the cros) Name of the Father, of the Son and of the

Holy Ghost.  Amen.

JIMMY:
Yeah, yeah.  (Looks up) Lord,...hollowed by thy name,...may our feet

be swift,...may our bats be mighty...(thinking of words)...and may our balls...be plentiful.  And, um, Lord, I’d like to thank you personally for that blonde cowgirl in Paris, Texas.  You know who she is; she kept calling your name.  (Clears throat) And, God,...these are good girls.  Just...just help them see it through.  (sigh) Okay, that’s it.  (Holds hand up.  The girls put their hands in.)

GIRLS:
GOOOOOOOOOOOO, SWANS!!!  YEAAAAHH!

(General ad libs and chatter as the girls file out.  Jimmy gets up and follows Alice as the last one out.)

JIMMY:
Alice, you’re killing me!  You’re KILLING me, Alice!  Man!

SCENE 7: UCF STADIUM, INSIDE FIELD

(A lady who looks [and nearly sounds] like Rosanne’s mother is singing the national anthem [much better than Rosanne, BTW].  Kit, in her Racine uniform, looks over at the Swans, the them she had grown to admire.  The song ends, the crowd cheers, the managers shake hands and the teams take their positions.  Up in the “skybox” seats behind the plate, Harvey, with his wife, are here to watch the game.)

GENIE:
(Now like Harry Carry) Well, folks, this is for the whole she-bang!

One team will walk out of here League Champions, and one team will just walk out of here.

(Down at the Swans’ dugout, Aladdin is skipping back and forth on the edge of the dugout.)

ALADDIN:We’re gonna wi-in!  We’re gonna wi-in!

JIMMY:
(grabbing a bat and chasing Aladdin into Evelyn’s arms in the dugout)

EVELYN, could you keep that kid away from me for ONE GAME?!? (Walks to the catcher, talks to Ellen sue, picthing:) Hey, Ellen sue, how’s it looking?

ELLEN SUE:
Looking great, Jimmy.

JIMMY:
You feeling good?  Nice and warm now?

ELLEN SUE:
Warm.

JIMMY:
Good. (To catcher) Alice, if Ellen sue doesn’t have anything left, you

don’t keep it a secret!  You let me know immediately, alright, Alice?

Answer me!  Don’t you hear me?!?

(The catcher stands up and removes her mask.)

DOTTIE:
Yeah, I can hear you!  You’re practically yelling in my ear!

JIMMY:
(In shock) You?!?  Where’d you come from?!?

DOTTIE:
(sigh) We got as far as the Bermuda Triangle, then we turned around.

JIMMY:
(Sounding like he’s not caring) The rest of the fleet disappear or

something?

DOTTIE:
I was fine until that tall, sinister scout came down to Daddy’s

palace!  Anyway, I’m not a quitter! (squats to start catching again)

JIMMY:
Hey, hold on a second!  Who said you could play?!? (Dottie stands in

disbelief) Alice has been catching for us the last six games, and she looks pretty good.

(Alice is in the dugout, catcher outfit on, bruises all over her arms from missing catches)

DOTTIE:
Well, if you don’t want me to play...(starts to turn to leave)

JIMMY:
Well, you’re already dressed and all...and if you really want to play,

well,...I guess you could play.

DOTTIE:
(smiling) Then I’ll play.

JIMMY:
Fine.  Okay. (Wals away to dugout fringe)

DOTTIE:
Hey, Jimmy. (Jimmy turns) You look a squid’s uncle;  don’t you ever

bathe? (smiles, lowers mask and squats again)

JIMMY:
(Pause, smiling) We’re gonna win!  WE’RE GONNA WIN!!!

ALADDIN:You’re gonna lo-ose, You’re gonna lo-ose!  You-ou sti-ink!  (Jimmy throws a glove Aladdin, hitting him square in the head, knocking him down!)

JIMMY:
HA-HA-HA-HA-HA!  GOT ‘EM!!!!  HA-HA-HA!!  LET’S GO!!!  PLAY BALL!!

EVELYN:(To girls) He’s okay.  He’s fine.  Aladdin, are you gonna stay out  

there or are you gonna come in the dugout?

(Scenes of the game’s first seven innings are shown.  Kit and Ellen sue are in a pitcher’s deul as no score is registered.  Brilliant outfield plays and quick infield plays keep the game scoreless.  Then in the bottom of the eighth...) GENIE:
Two down, runner on second, here’s the pitch...base hit, right field!

Evelyn scoops it for the relay...OH, she throws it straight to third!

Why oh why?!?  The runner bolts for home...

DORIS: EVELYN, WHAT ARE YA DOING?!?!?

EVELYN:(regretfull) I’M SORRY!!!

GENIE:
The runner scores and the Beauties lead one to nothing!!  (Jimmy curses silently to himself as the Racine dugout jumps for joy.  The next batter lines it straight into Doris’s outstretched glove.  Her mother is in the stands, applauding, politely, the play.)

GENIE:
What a catch by Doris as the inning ends.  Racine get a run on

two hits and strand one.  We go into the final frame with Racine up one to nil!

JIMMY:
EVELYN?!? (signals frantically to Evelyn to come to him.  When she

arrives, he tries, desperately, to NOT scream to her!)

EVELYN:I know...I’m...I’m sorry.

JIMMY:
(Stiil struggling) You’re still missing the cut-off player.  Now,

that’s something I’d like you to work on...BEFORE next season.

EVELYN:Okay.  Thanks.  Thanks, Jimmy.

(As she enters the dugout, Jimmy envisions him strangling her, but it quickly passes and he gets back to business.  Mae starts to stride out of the dugout)

JIMMY:
ALRIGHT, MAE!  LET’S GET SOMETHING STARTED! (Mae turns back and

prepares to make out with Jimmy) No, no!  On the field!!! (Mae turns back and signals the crowd)

CROWD:
ALL THE WAY, JESS-AY!!

(She kicks the catcher’s mask away from her as she readies herself.  On the first pitch from Kit, she lines one to third.  The third basewoman picks it up and throws, but the catch was too late:  Mae is safe with an infield single.)    

JIMMY:
WAY TO GO, JESS!  WAY TO MAKE SOMETHING HAPPEN!!!

(Doris gets a hit into left field, but the outfielder is in shallow, so Mae stays at second.  Evelyn then bunts.  Kit fields the ball and, after a glimpse at third, throws Evelyn out at first.  Betty is up next, and she pops up to shallow center.  The second basewomen catches it and holds the runners.)

GENIE:
(Like Ralph Kiner) The Swans are down to their final out, with tying

and go-ahead runs in scoring position and big, bad Dottie striding to the plate!

(Dottie takes her position.  Kit turns around and all but prays to get her sister out.  This would not only make her the hero, but would prove she was better than Dottie.  She turns back, gets the sign and throws.  Dottie’s bat connects and the ball screams back to the mound.  Kit has to fall to her stomach to keep the ball from nailing her in the face.) GENIE:
(Like Phil Rizzuto) HOO-LY COW!!!  She nearly took her head off!!

Rabbit scores!  Doris...will score!!  And the Swans, on a killer single to center now lead two to one!!!  WHOO-HO-HO-HOOOOO-NELLY!!!

ERIC:
(In crowd) THAT”S MY WIFE!!!

(Kit starts to cry as she gets the ball back.  She just couldn’t get Dottie out.  She composes her self enough to throw to Hellen, who hits a high fly ball into the left fielder’s mitt.)

GENIE:
And the side retires, but the damage is done.  The two-run r.b.i. by

Dottie puts the Swans ahead two to one as we head to the bottom of the ninth!!

(In the Racine dugout, Kit is still crying in grief that she couldn’t get Dottie out.)

RACINE CATCHER: It’s okay.  One more run and we’re back in this!

SULTAN:
You have to get ready to hit now, Kit.  Don’t worry.  (Dottie looks into the Racine dugout and sees her sister crying.  She does not show any sympathy as she puts her mask on and prepares to catch the final inning.  The first batter whacks it high and long...)

GENIE:
Deep center field!  It’s going back-back-bck-bck-bck, but Rabbit is

under it...and makes a great leaping catch!  One out!

LOWENSTEIN:
(In stands) Oh, beautiful!!!  (To patrons) Was that great or what? 

(The next batter...)

GENIE:
The first pitch is...in the dirt.  Ball one.

DORIS: ELLEN SUE, THAT UMP IS BLIND!  THAT PITCH LOOKED GOOD TO ME!!

GENIE:
Here’s the 1-0 pitch...and a base hit into the hole between first and

second!  A single and the tying run on base!

DOTTIE:
THAT’S ALRIGHT!  ONE DOWN, GIRLS!  ONE DOWN!  LET’S GO!

(The next batter...)

GENIE:
Popped up high in foul territory!  Dottie give chase, heading for her

dugout...

JIMMY:
(Holding the other girls back) DON’T TOUCH HER OR IT WON’T COUNT!

GIVE HER ROOM!

(Dottie catches the ball just as she falls into the dugout.  She gets up slowly, but she is fine.)

GENIE:
SHE GOT IT!!  SHE GOT IT!!! There’s no question who the star of this

game is, folks.  Dottie has her team one out away from the title!!

(In the Racine dugout, Kit’s tears have dried up...somewhat)

SULTAN:
Alright, Kit, you’re up!  Let’s go.

(Kit grabs her bat and walks toward the plate.)

GENIE:
Racine’s final batter-er, barring a hit-it, is Kit-na.  She is one-

for-three today-ay.

(As Kit reaches the plate, Dottie calls time and goes out to the mound.  She hands the ball to Ellen sue.)

DOTTIE:
Pitch three high fastballs.  She can’t hit ‘em and she can’t lay off

‘em.

ELLEN SUE:
Okay.

DORIS: ALRIGHT!  LET’S HOLD ‘EM!  LET’S STRIKE THIS BRAT OUT!!!

(Dottie goes back behind the plate, looks at Kit unemotionally and then lowers her mask and squats to catch.  Kit swings her bat to lossen up.  Ellen sue    pitches high and Kit swings and misses terribly.) GENIE:
SWING and a miss!  I felt that wind up here, folks.  Strike one!

DORIS: YES!  YES!  WAY TO GO, ELLEN SUE!!!

(Ellen sue pitches high again and, again, Kit swings at it.)

GENIE:
SWING AND A MISS!  Strike two!

DORIS: ONE MORE, ELLEN SUE!!  ONE MORE!!!!!  ONE MORE STRIKE, ELLEN SUE!!!!!

(Kit looks at Dottie and realizes what she told the pitcher.  She prepares once more.)

GENIE:
The wind-up...here’s the pitch...(Kit hits it)..LINE DRIVE INTO

RIGHT FIELD!  THE OUTFIELD WAS PLAYING SHALLOW;  THEY WON’T GET TO

IT!  THE TYING RUN SCORES FROM FIRST! (Kit rounds second, anger and determination in her face.  Evelyn throws to the cut-off fielder [finally], who throws to Doris.  But Kit keeps going past third.) The throw to third...but Kit’s running the red light!!  She could be ticketed!!  The throw to Dottie!!  Here’s the play at the plate...

(R
E
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A 
X
!)

(Kit slams into Dottie, knocking both of them to the ground.  Kit’s foot slides across home plate as they fall.  Dottie’s hand hits the ground...and the ball in that hand falls out.)

UMPIRE: SAFE!!!!!!!!

GENIE:
(Like Russ Hodges) THE BEAUTIES WON THE PENANT!!!  THE BEAUTIES WON

THE PENANT!!!  AND THEY’RE GOING CRAZY!!!!  DOTTIE DROPPED THE BALL AND THE RACINE BEAUTIES WIN GAME SEVEN BY THE SCORE OF THREE TO TWO AND TAKE THE CHAMPIONSHIP SERIES FOUR GAMES TO THREE!!!!!!!

(On the field, the Beuaties lift Kit onto their shoulders and cheer!  The crowd chants, “A-LA-_NA_!!  A-LA-_NA_!!”  The Swans walk slowly to their dugout with their heads low.  Outside the dugout, Jimmy and Dottie watch.  Jimmy is sad and frustrated.  Dottie smiles as she watches her sister take a “curtain call” and thank the crowd.  They all enter the dugout to the cheering crowd.  Up in the skybox, Lowenstein joins Harvey, who is applauding happily!)

LOWENSTEIN:
Well, Walt, how about it?

HARVEY:
(still smiling) Okay, Lowenstein.  We’ll stick with this!

SCENE 8: INSIDE SWANS’ LOCKER ROOM

(Most of the girls have changed, packed and were out by the bus in front of the stadium.  A handful remain, including Alice, Hellen, Doris, Mae, and Dottie, who is sitting on a bench still in uniform.) HELLEN:
Ana, my mother used to say, if at first you don’t succeed...

MAE:Shush, Hellen!  Please!

ALICE:
That’s easy for you to say;  you don’t have to spend the next six

months in Marathon.

HELLEN:
(As she and Alice leave together)  C’mon, Florida’s great this time

of year.

ALICE:
Sure, but working charity at a rest home?!? (They leave.)

DORIS: I can’t believe it!!  I thought we were gonna win!  I swear I

did!

MAE:But we didn’t!

DORIS: (Gathering dufflebag and stomping out) Up to that last inning, we

had it!!  I’m so depressed, I could eat a cow!! (Leaves) (Mae gathers her bags and stops and Dottie, who is starting to get out of her uniform.)

MAE:Hey, Dottie, it’s all right.  You did good. (Smiles) Get dressed and  

we’ll see you on the bus. (Leaves)

(Dottie is still in thought as she starts to undress)

SCENE 9: NEAR CONSESSION STAND

(Kit, still in uniform, hands a towel back to a teammate and starts to sign autographs for a few young girls.  Dottie, now in travelling atire, watches.  She goes over to the consession stand.)

DOTTIE:
(To vendor) How much for this? [An “Anaheim Swans” mini-penant]

ACHMED:
(The vendor) For you, on the house!

DOTTIE:
Thanks. (Takes a penant)

KIT:
(To girls) Gonna be ball players when you get big?

GIRLS:
Yeah.

KIT:
You’ve gotta practice real hard.  Who are you rooting for?

GIRLS:
RACINE!

KIT:
(Smiling) That’s what I thought you said! (hands back last autograph)

Okay, thanks! (Girls leave) Get dirty! (notices Dottie and approaches her) So...Dottie...look, um...I’m sorry I knocked you over.

DOTTIE:
(Smiling) No, you’re not.

KIT:
You were blocking the entire plate!  How do you expect me get...

DOTTIE:
Look, Kit, that’s the way the game is played!  You do what you have

to do.  You beat me.  You wanted it more than I did.

KIT:
Well...I think I bruised my shoulder...if it will make you feel any

better.

DOTTIE:
Well...a little. (pause) Look, we’re going back to the hotel, and then

Eric and I are sailing back to his kingdom.  You’re welcome to join us.

I don’t think he’d mind a sister-in-law in the castle.

KIT:
No.  You two should be alone.  You don’t need a sibling to gum up the

works.

DOTTIE:
When do you think you’ll be coming home to us?  Or to Daddy?

KIT:
(A little awkward) Well...some of the girls have been talking about

getting jobs and staying around here.  I like it here.  It’s like I belonged here all along.

DOTTIE:
Christmas?

KIT:
Um...I don’t know...well, you’re gonna be back next season, right?

DOTTIE:
Er, no.  I want to have kids.  We want to have kids.

KIT:
(A little upset) Dottie, you’re gonna have the rest of your life to

have kids.  You couldn’t give this up!  You’d miss it too much!

DOTTIE:
Miss all this?!?  Miss putting on all this gear?  Catching a double-

header in 90 degree heat and 100% humidity?  Pushing the bus through the Texas mud?  Getting steam-rolled every other day by a base-runner?  You think I’m gonna miss that?

KIT:
Yeah!

DOTTIE:
(Seriously) I’ll tell you what I will miss:  I’ll miss the girls.

I’ll miss you, Kit.

KIT:
(Not believing) Me?

DOTTIE:
Of course, you!  How many sisters do you think I have?

KIT:
(Being smart) Six!

DOTTIE:
Oh, yeah.  Well...how many of those sisters were willing to venture

out of the sea with me?

(An emotional pause, then Dottie and Kit hug each other.  Tears start forming in Kit’s eyes.)

DOTTIE:
I love you, sister.

KIT:
R-really? (snif) Gosh, just when I want you to stay, you’re leaving.

(They break) Well, thanks for getting me into the league, Dottie.

DOTTIE:
Hey, you got yourself into the league.  I just got you on the

ship.  Play great.

KIT:
Like you.

DOTTIE:
Stay in touch.  And visit every once in a while our I’ll come back and

hit line drives at your head.

(Kit salutes as if the last sentence was an order.  Then they hug again.)

KIT:
I love you.  And you are gonna miss this;  I don’t care what you

say!

(They break again, and Kit leaves for the lockers.  Dottie just stood their and smiled.)

SCENE 10: OUTSIDE UCF STADIUM

(Doris’s mother is just exiting and spots Jimmy, who’s in travelling clothes.)

STEPMOTHER: Ahhh, Mr. Jimmy.  Excellent job.  Shame it ended like this.

JIMMY:
(Shakes hand) Yeah, well, that’s how it goes.

(Stepmother leaves as Dottie and Eric approach.)

ERIC:
Jimmy?  Hello, there.  I’m a big fan of yours.  I’m Dottie’s husband.

JIMMY:
(A bit stunned, shakes hands) Oh!  Well, then, I’m a big fan of    

yours!  (Awkward pause)  Well,...I, um, just talked to Mr. Harvey.  He just offered me a job...as assistant coach for the Ratpacks’      Triple-A team in St. Petersburg.

DOTTIE:
Hey, that’s great!  Good luck!

JIMMY:
I, er, I turned it down.

DOTTIE:
Why?

JIMMY:
What do you mean “why?”  I’ve already got a job. (Dottie smiles,      

followed by another awkward pause)  Well, I’ll see ya. (Leaves)

Hey, Ms. DeVille!  Save me my special seat, cutie!

ERIC:
Okay, I’ll meet you at the hotel. (Kisses Dottie and leaves)

(Kit is just leaving the stadium, heading for her bus in travelling atire.  Dottie walks to the Swans’ bus, where Jimmy is waiting at the door.  Along side is Doris, her mother and Mae.)

DORIS: Hey, mother, did you see Jess’s great catch?

STEPMOTHER: Ah, yes.  Wonderful.  I’d rather see you playing ball than that

other stuff you used to do.

MAE:Ooooh, low blow, Madam. (Laughs and leaves)

DORIS: MO-THER!  You’ll hurt her feelings!  Okay, remember: seven-course

dinner.  Is Drizella gonna be there?

(At the bus door...)

JIMMY:
So that was Eric, huh?

DOTTIE:
Yeah.

JIMMY:
Nice guy...for a prince. (Enters bus)

(Dottie watches Kit as she is about to board the bus.)

DOTTIE:
Hey, Kit! (Kit looks over to Dottie) Lay off those high ones!

KIT:  (This time, with a smile) I like the high ones!

DOTTIE:
(Also smiling) Crab!!

KIT:
Shrimp!! (Boards bus)

(Dottie watches the bus trail off.  Both Swans and Beauties start singing Evelyn’s song.)

ACT V

SCENE 1: 1988, ANAHEIM FIELD

(The previous scene slowly dissolves into the present.  The older Dottie is done reminising. [Betcha forgot this was all a flashback, right?!?]  One woman, whose hair is very gray, motions to another, whose hair appears to be bleached red.)

DORIS: Hey, Jess!  Get over here!

MAE:What is it, Ana.

DORIS: Look who’s here! (Mae sees Dottie and is awed.) Dottie? (As Dottie

turns, she throws a ball at her, though not as fast as she did over forty years ago.  Dottie catches it in the same manner as that first day at tryouts.) Yeah, it’s her, all right!

DOTTIE:
(Smile in recognition) Hey, Doris.

DORIS: Dottie! (hugs her)

MAE:Hey, mermaid!

DOTTIE:
Mae Rabbit? “All-the-way” Jess-ay?!?

MAE:Oh, gee, nobody has called me that since...

DORIS:...last night!  HA-HA-HA-HA!

MAE:Oh, quit joking, Ana!  I’m still married, remember!

DORIS:(Bringing Dottie over to the other girls, who are all, basically

elder versions of the original Swans) Hey, girls, look who’s here!

BETTY:
Dottie!!  Oh, how are you?!? (Hugs Dottie)

DOTTIE:
Fine, Betty.  Good to see you again!

HELLEN:
Hey, Dottie!

DOTTIE:
Hellen Darling!  How are you?

HELLEN:
It’s Doctor Darling now.  I’m a pediatrician!

DOTTIE:
I always knew you’d be!  You’re so good with kids!  Ellen sue!  You    

haven’t changed a bit!

ELLEN SUE: (Who doesn’t look as old as the rest) My husband’s nephew is a

plastic surgeon.

DOTTIE:
Oh.  Lucky dog, you.

(Up in the stands, a former player and two of her friends were watching the reunion.)

LUMIERE:Who is zat girl?

MRS. POTTS: Oh, that’s Dottie, the greatest player in the league!

COGSWORTH: Funny, I...I don’t remember her.

MRS. POTTS: Well, that’s because she only played the inaugural season.

(Back on the field, Alice is getting ready to catch for her team.)

ALICE:
You just being here gives me good luck, Dottie. (Leaves)

DOTTIE:
Thanks, Alice.

(From the other side of the field, a really old-looking woman in a blue sweatshirt approaches Dottie.)

MARLA:
(Looking like she does in the film) Dottie? (Dottie turns but doesn’t


recognize her at first, until she gives that shy look that she used


when she first met the scout.)

DOTTIE:
(Surprised) Marla! (hugs her) Oh, how could I forget you!  How’s...

MARLA:
Ector?  He’s good.  He’s retired.  Our son runs the hunting and


trapping business.  How’s Eric?

DOTTIE:
(A little sad) He...he’s dead.

MARLA:
(Shocked and sad for Dottie) Oh, Dottie!  When?

DOTTIE:
Just this past winter.  His cruise vessel was...sunk in the Atlantic.

The merfolk...couldn’t find his body.

MARLA:
Oh, I’m so sorry!

(Dottie nods in gratitude.)

SCENE 2: THE ANIMATED-SPORTS HALL OF FAME, 5 MILES NORTH OF ANAHEIM

(Outside, the women file into the building.  Above the door is the banner:

“WOMEN IN BASEBALL:  1943-1954:  PERMANENT DISPLAY”  The women talk to each other in excitement.  Jump-cut to inside, where the women are in the baseball wing, reading the displays.  Among them are the famous ones, such as: “Mickey Mouse was MTLB M.V.P. 6 years-in-a-row.” and “Bugs Bunny pitched 3 perfect   games in 1960”, to the not-so-famous, such as: “Charlie Brown lost 999 straight games in his career.”  In front of one such display, Dottie is introduced to a handsome young man, black hair, dressed like a sultan, with a little monkey on his shoulder, also dressed “to the nines”.)

ALADDIN:Hi, Dottie.  Don’t you remember me? (Starts to talk like he did in the

dugout before that last game) “You’re gonna lo-ose!  You’re gonna lo-ose!”

DOTTIE:
(Again, surprised) Aladdin!  Evelyn’s little boy! (Hugs him) Oh,

look at you!

ALADDIN:And this is my pet, Abu.

ABU:
He-wo! (Shakes Dottie’s..er..finger.)

DOTTIE:
Where’s your mother?

ALADDIN:(Saddened) She died a few years ago.

DOTTIE:
Oh, Aladdin.  I’m sorry.  She was a nice lady and a darn good ball

player!

ALADDIN:(Sigh) When I heard about this, I felt...obligated to show up on her

behalf.  She always said that...this was the best time she ever had.  (As Aladdin leaves to meet others, Dottie gazes at a picture of Jimmy at the bat.  On the display, the top lines read: “Jimmy hit 43 homers in 1937.” She reads on.  The last lines read:”On a movie set, doing his own stunts, Jimmy slipped and fell ten stories, missing the saftey net.  BORN 1879-DIED 1987”)

SCENE 3:  DOWNSTAIRS AT THE NEW “WOMEN IN BASEBALL” EXIBIT

(All the ladies are downstairs.  The exibit entrance is blocked by a ribbon saying: “All-American Girls Professional Baseball League”)

CURATOR:Ladies, welcome and congratulations!  You are the first-ever female

inductees into the Animated-Sports Hall Of Fame! (Applause) Now,     then...(prepares to cut)

BETTY:
Wait a moment...this isn’t right.  Mr. Lowenstein, (the present-day

Michael Lowenstein turns in acknowledgement) your father kept the league alive all those years.  You should open the exibit!

M.LOWENSTEIN: (taking scissors) Ladies, it’s my honor! (cut ribbon to much

applause.)

(Inside is much like the regular exibits, only without the stats.  Life-size cutouts of all involved, authentic replicas of the lockers and benches, still photographs, etc.)

MARLA:
(Pointing to picture of Jafar and Iago, talking to Ector) See, honey,


that’s the man who changed my life!

(The elder Jafar [looking like that man in the dungeon in the film] and a parrot with a beard on him, smile at the recognition.  In the center of one wall, a huge painting of the founder, Walt Harvey himself.) HELLEN:
(Standing on a bench)

Batter up!

Hear that call!

The time has come

For one and all

SOME OF THE OTHER WOMEN:

To plaaaaaay ballllll!

ALL:

We are the mem-bers of the All-American League.

We come from places near and far.

We’ve got some princesses

Wives and mermaids, too!

We’re all-for-one!

We’re one-for-all!

We’re All-American!

(While the girls continue singing, Dottie finds a photograph of her and Kit.  Right in front of her, Kit, her children and her grandchildren [total about nine] walk up to a life-size cut-out of Kit.)

GRANDCHILD: Is that you, Grandma?

(Kit nods...then spots Dottie.  The two sisters approach each other, pause, and hug each other as the song ends.)

ALICE:
Hey!  Let’s get a picture of the whole gang;  the original Swans!  (All the girls, Kit, included get into their position as they had for their first team photo.  Dissolve to the original photo, slowly zooming in on Dottie and Kit, the two sisters, smiling.)

FADE OUT
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