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Side 5 

Pulitzer, (Jack, Katherine & Snyder) 

JACK 

So what’d’ya say, Joe? Want I should save you a spot on the bill? 

PULITZER 

You are as shameless and disrespectful a creature as I was told. Do you know what I was doing when I 

was your age, boy? I was fighting in a war. 

JACK 

Yeah? How’d that turn out for ya? 

PULITZER 

It taught me a lesson that shaped my life. You don’t win a war on the battlefield. It’s the headline that 

crowns the victor. 

JACK 

I’ll keep that in mind when New York wakes up to front page photos of our rally. 

PULITZER 

Rally till the cows come home. Not a paper in town will publish a word. And if it’s not in the papers, it 

never happened. 

JACK 

You may run this city, but there are some of us who can’t be bullied. Even some reporters ... 

PULITZER 

Such as that young woman who made you yesterday’s news? Talented girl. And beautiful as well, don’t 

you think? 

JACK 

I’ll tell her you said so. 

PULITZER 

No need. She can hear for herself. Can’t you, darling? 

(KATHERINE stands up. JACK steps back in surprise.) 

I trust you know my daughter, Katherine. 

(lets that sink in) 

Yes. My daughter. You are probably asking, why the nom de plume and why doesn’t my daughter work 

for me? Good questions. I offered Katherine a life of wealth and leisure. Instead she chose to pursue a 

career. And she was showing real promise, until this recent lapse. But you’re done with all of that now, 

aren’t you, sweetheart? 

KATHERINE 

Jack, I – 

PULITZER 

Don’t trouble the boy with your problems, dearest. Mr. Kelly has a plateful of his own. Wouldn’t you say 

so, Mr. Snyder? 

(SNYDER steps into sight.) 

SNYDER 

Hello, Jack. 

(JACK tries to run for the door, but is stopped by the DELANCEYS. He realizes he’s trapped.) 
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PULITZER 

Ow! Does anyone else feel a noose tightening? But allow me to offer an alternate scenario: you attend the 

rally and speak against this hopeless strike, and I’ll see your criminal record expunged and your pockets 

filled with enough cash to carry you, in a first-class train compartment, from New York to New Mexico 

and beyond. 

(to KATHERINE) 

You did say he wanted to travel west, didn’t you? 

JACK 

There ain’t a person in this room who don’t know you stink. 

PULITZER 

And if they know me, they know I don’t care. Mark my words, boy. Defy me, and I will have you and 

every one of your friends locked up in The Refuge. I know you’re Mr. Tough Guy, but it’s not right to 

condemn that little crippled boy to conditions like that. And what about your pal Davey and his baby 

brother, ripped from their loving family and tossed to the rats? Will they ever be able to thank you 

enough? 

 


