
Baxter: May I help you?  
 
Sally: Could be. Could be not. Maybe you and me oughtta figure that out.  
 
Baxter: Why not? I’ve got nothing better to do right now. What’s the rumpus? 
 
Sally: Heh-heh. Okay tough guy, a little birdie told me that I can find another little birdie here. 
Goes by the moniker “Bilanski”. Claire Bilanski. You know where a person could find such a 
bird? 
 
Baxter: She’s in a meeting. (as he says this, an unholy roar erupts from behind the door. JP is in 
full bellow) And, as meetings go, it’s one you don’t wanna interrupt.  
 
Sally: Heh-heh-heh. Okay. I don’t have time to wait around for the squawking to settle, so you 
just tell Little Miss B. that the Stick was here.  
 
Baxter: The “Stick”?  
 
Sally: Yeah, Sally the Stick. You tell her: Big Tiny wants the dough before it’s time to, you 
know, retire. And none of us are getting any younger.  
 
Baxter: And why is that any concern of yours?  
 
Sally: Little Miss B knows why. And if she knows what’s good for her and her boss, she’ll 
cough up. Or else…  
 
Baxter: Ah, yes, the old “or else”. A terrifying prospect. I don’t know which is more frightening, 
the “else” or the “or”.  
 
Sally: Heh. He cracks wise. I am getting the impression you might need a little lesson in 
etiquette. Let’s start with lesson #1: How to treat a lady who carries a stick. 
 
She brandishes her cane and pulls it apart to reveal that it conceals a long dagger blade. Baxter 
looks slightly shaken, and having achieved her goal, Sally slides the blade back into the cane and 
gestures at the desk.  
 
Sally: You oughtta tidy things up around here. No wonder the place is going broke. And when 
Big Tiny is the only one who will lend you money, you know you’re broke.  
 
Baxter: (thinking quickly) Hey, sorry. You’re right. I was inexcusably rude. Can you do me a 
favour and remind me how much do we owe him? I’m the poor donkey who has to get it 
authorized. You know. (He switches the desk lamp on and does a perfunctory tidying of the desk) 
 



Sally: Well, there was the one-point-two-five Gs that bailed you out of the first bank loan. And 
then another 500 greenbacks for the other bank loan. Add Big Tiny’s “friendship fee” and you’re 
looking at a cool two-point-five Gs.  
 
Baxter: Yes…yes, two-point-five Gs. A healthy sum, by anyone’s estimation. Now say, just for 
argument’s sake, and remember this is purely hypothetical; if JP needed a bit more time to, you 
know, keep Big Tiny’s friendship intact, so to speak, how much time, and I remind you that I am 
speaking hypothetically, would elapse before Big Tiny might feel less, you know, amiable 
towards the friendly folks here at CGTC? 
 
Sally: Heh. (she lays her cane across the desk and uses it to poke menacingly at the papers) 
Hypothetically? How about September 1st? But, you know something? I’m a realist. It keeps 
things simple. So speaking realistically: Eight o’clock. Tonight.  
 
Baxter: Yes, that rings a bell…Well then, we will see you at eight.  
 
Sally: Yes, you will, Mr. Wise Guy. If you can even last that long. This place is like the Home 
for The Eternally Incompetent. I bet those palookas that you have on the air can’t make it 
through the afternoon without a disaster. 
 
Baxter: Interesting. You think it’s easy, what they do? 
 
Sally: Easy? A budgerigar could do better.  
 
Baxter: You might be surprised, if you were ever to give it a try. 
 
Sally: Heh. You give me one of those whackadoodle radio skits and I bet you the whole shootin’ 
match that I can do better than your sad sack platoon.  
 
Baxter: The whole shooting match…? Say, two-point-five Gs? I don’t think that you could 
muster that kind of scratch.  
 
Sally: Listen, Mr. Wisie-McWise Guy: that’s just walkin’ around money for me. I lose more at 
the craps table on Friday night than you chumps see in a year. I can bet you Two-point-five Gs 
like I’m drinking a glass of lemonade.  
 
Baxter: Thank you. Thank you so much for stopping by. I will let JP know that you will be back 
later on to complete our little transaction.  
 
(She eyes him warily, then scoffs and turns to leave, speaking as she goes.) 
 
Sally:  You can count on it. Oh, and one more thing…Big Tiny sometimes likes to wrap these 
deals up in person, so maybe you should tidy this joint up a little bit. A successful person doesn’t 
abide this kind of clutter. Likes to keep things nice and neat…no loose ends, if you receive my 
meaning. 


