
CHARLOTTE:
OK, OK!...  Never mind!...  Just get goin’, will ya?

FOLEY ARTIST puts the playing arm 
down on the record on the 
“Turntable” to make the next 
sound effect.  

FX: (TRACK 03) - Engine starting, and running in 
the background.

CHARLOTTE:
(Pondering)

Hey Max?

MAXINE:
What?

CHARLOTTE:
You ever seen a UFO?

FOLEY ARTIST lifts the playing 
arm off the record on the 
“Turntable”.

Fade out and pause (TRACK 03)

MAXINE:
(Pondering)

Cousin Carla swears she saw a ghost at Shady Pines Cemetery 
once.

CHARLOTTE:
Get out!  Just how much tequila was she drinkin’ when this 
happened?

MAXINE:
(Chuckles)

Then there’s that I ‘spose...  She says it spoke to her.

WOMAN (as MARY ELLEN) steps 
forward to her microphone.
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CHARLOTTE:
Oh... This oughta be good!  What’d it say?

FOLEY ARTIST, consulting script, 
holds up an old princess phone, 
dials a phone number and holds it 
up to his microphone.

FX:  FF to (TRACK 04) - Cell phone rings. (3 rings) 

There she is... just like clockwork.

MAXINE:
Put her on speaker phone... I wanna hear what she’s up to 
now.

FOLEY ARTIST hangs the phone up 
and puts it back on the table.

Pause (TRACK 04)

CHARLOTTE:
Hey there, Mary Ellen!

MARY ELLEN:
Charlotte?

CHARLOTTE:
Yeah?

MARY ELLEN:
Don’t let Maxine know it’s me callin’.

CHARLOTTE and MAXINE look at each 
other and roll their eyes 
because, of course, MAXINE 
already knows.

CHARLOTTE:
A little late for that.
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MARY ELLEN:
Oh, darn!

MAXINE:
Just blirt it out, Mary Ellen.  What’s up?

MARY ELLEN:
(Squirming a bit)

Now, don’t you worry none, Maxine.  I already called the 
insurance company and they said they’d cover it.

MAXINE:
(Getting worried)

Cover what?...  What happened?

MARY ELLEN:
(Matter of fact)

Well?... Abernathy’s dog fell through yer front porch awnin’ 
and ripped a hole biggern’ a Saint Bernard.              

FOLEY ARTIST makes a “big” rip in 
a piece of fabric and then bangs 
on the table to make a big 
“thud”.

CHARLOTTE:
Wait a minute!  That dog’s not all that big.  How’d it rip a 
hole that big? 

FOLEY ARTIST makes a face like, 
“Oooops!... made a mistake.  He 
then makes a “little” rip in the 
fabric and then a “little thud” 
on the table. 

MAXINE:
(Stunned)

Never mind that!  How’d that dog git up there in the first 
place?
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MARY ELLEN:
Well?...  Seems it was chasin’ Joy Clydesdale’s cat and when 
the cat took off up the tree in yer front yard, that dog just 
forgot itself and took off up there after it.

FOLEY ARTIST looks around, 
panicky!  He can’t find what he’s 
looking for.  He then just leans 
up close to the microphone and 
makes the vocal sound of a “dog 
barking” and then a “cat 
screeching”.  

FOLEY ARTIST then sighs and looks 
really relieved as if to say... 
“Wow!... Dodged that bullet”!

CHARLOTTE AND MAXINE:
WHAT???

MARY ELLEN:
I know... I know... it ain’t natural but... there it is!!!  
Dog’s fine, though.

CHARLOTTE:
(Under her breath)

That’s a matter of opinion.

MARY ELLEN:
Seems when it came through... it landed on the front porch 
rocker.  You know... the one with the thick paddin’ that you 
always hide the whoopee cushion under?  

FOLEY ARTIST grins... finds the 
whoopee cushion, and makes a fart 
noise.

So that broke its fall.  

MAXINE:
(Pissed)

If I were there, ida broke more’n that!... Stupid mutt!
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MARY ELLEN:
Now, now, Maxine.  Don’t go gittin’ yer dribbies in a wad.  I 
took care of everthing. 
It’s just that... Well?... They can’t git it replaced ‘til 
after ya’ll git home from this run so I didn’t want ya to be 
caught off yer guard when ya came home and saw parts a yer 
awnin’ flappin’ in the breeze.

FOLEY ARTIST flaps fabric real 
hard in front of the microphone.

FOLEY ARTIST now looks like he’s 
really gettin the hang of this 
whole thing.

MAXINE:
(Sighs)

OK... OK... Thanks fer lettin’ me know.  Everthing else all 
right?

MARY ELLEN:
(Matter of fact)

Oh, yes.  Burt Edsun won three hunerd dollars at my weekly 
card game last night and got so excited, fer a minute there 
we thought he was havin’ a heart attack but... turned out to 
be just indigestion from eatin’ too many crab puffs.  One 
good belch...

FOLEY GUY gestures as if he’s 
belching.

FX: (TRACK 05) - Loud, deep belch.

Pause (TRACK 05)

...followed by a healthy fart...

FOLEY GUY holds microphone near 
his rear end, lifts a cheek as if 
he’s farting.  He then laughs in 
pantomime.  
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FX:  (TRACK 06) - Fart sound.

Pause (TRACK 06)

MARY ELLEN:
... and it was all over.   

ANNOUNCER looks at FOLEY ARTIST 
then makes gestures like it 
smells bad, waving the smell 
away.

MAXINE and CHARLOTTE look at 
FOLEY ARTIST and laugh.

WOMAN just rolls her eyes and 
shakes her head.

MAXINE:
(Into microphone as if on 
the phone to MARY ELLEN)

OK then!  Dogs, cats and bodily function noises... Got it!!!  
So, what yer sayin’ is... everything’s normal...  Same as 
usual.  

MARY ELLEN:
Yup!  I guess that’s about right.

MAXINE:
Well then?...  I s’pose we’ll just touch base again tomorrow.  
Same time...  Same station!

MARY ELLEN:
You got it!...  Bye fer now!

MARY ELLEN steps back away from 
her microphone.

FOLEY ARTIST examines the script 
closely then puts the playing arm 
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down on the “Turntable” to make 
the next sound effect.  

FX:  (TRACK 07) Engine sound fades in.

CHARLOTTE:
That woman’s the best house sitter ya coulda ever asked for.  
How lucky were ya that she lives right next door?

MAXINE:
Tell me ‘bout it.  Why does everthing that happens back home 
have to be such an adventure all the time?

CHARLOTTE:
Speakin’ a which... continue with yer story ‘bout cousin 
Carla.

MAXINE:
Oh!... Yeah!... Where was I?

CHARLOTTE:
She saw a ghost in a cemetery and it... spoke to her!

MAXINE:
Oh!... Yeah!... She said it floated right up to her... real 
scary like... and said, “Don’t let anything git in the way of 
gittin’ ya where you wanna go.”

CHARLOTTE:
(Suspicious, disbelieving)

Really!...  So, what’d she do?

MAXINE:
Whadaya think she did?... 

Beat.

SHE WENT!!!  Scared the hell outta her.  

FOLEY GUY screams like a girl.
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She ran outta there fast as she could and did exactly what 
that ghost said to do.

CHARLOTTE:
How’s that?

MAXINE:
She didn’t let any a those big ole’ headstones git in her 
way.  She just jumped right over ‘em, one right after the 
other... like a sprinter!  And made a direct beeline outta 
there “lickity split”!   

FOLEY ARTIST uses running shoes 
on the table to make the sound of 
“running away”.

CHARLOTTE:
That girl always did have a vivid imagination.  What the hell 
was she doin’ in a cemetery at night anyway?  Nobody in their 
right mind goes into a cemetery at night!

Pause, thinking, suspicious.

Wait a minute!...  Did Louis have anything to do with this?

MAXINE:
(Grins)

Good ole’ cousin Louis!  He’s got the patience a Job, ya 
know?  He swore he’d, one day, git even for that time she set 
that firecracker off right outside a his bedroom window in 
the middle of the night when they was just little kids.  

FOLEY ARTIST fills paper bag with 
air and pops it.  

He then lifts the arm off the 
“Turntable”.

Fade out and Pause (TRACK 07)
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He was really “pissed” ‘cause next day she tole all his 
friends at school ‘bout how it made him scream and squeal 
like a girl... and how he wet the bed.  He swore he’d get 
even.

CHARLOTTE:
(Chuckling)

Yeah!  And he’s got a memory like a steel trap, that one.  
How’d he manage to pull it off?

MAXINE:
He got her stupefied drunk and took her glasses away from 
her.  He made her think she lost ‘em and then he told her 
he’d walk her home so’s she wouldn’t trip and fall or 
nothin’.  Then he changed their normal route and took her by 
way a the cemetery.

Ozzie Marlow was waitin’ for ‘em, wearin’ a sheet and white 
clown paint all over his face.  He jumped out from behind 
this great big ‘ole headstone with a flashlight under his 
chin to make him look real scary like and...  the rest is 
history.  She beat feet outta there like nobody’s tomorrow.  
Rumor has it her panties weren’t exactly dry when it was all 
over neither.

They laugh.

CHARLOTTE:
Did she ever put one and one together to figure it out?

MAXINE:
Naaaaa!  She still swears it was a real ghost.  That’s why, 
to this day, she sweats so bad at funerals.  Some sorta 
reflex action.

Beat.

CHARLOTTE:
(Coming out of a chuckle, 
dreamily)

Ahhhh, Ozzie Marlow!... Now there’s a name I ain’t heard in 
years.  I dated him for a little while, ya know.
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MAXINE:
Yeah... I ‘member.  Although... I gotta tell ya... I never 
did understand that.  Ya wanna talk about UFO’s and Aliens 
and things?...  I always thought he fit right into that 
category.

CHARLOTTE:
(Reminiscing)

Don’t be mean.  I grant ya Ozzie was a bit... different...  
but, he sure was a helluva lotta fun.

I ‘member!... One real hot summer night, neither one of us 
had any money and we were tryin’ to thinka what we could do 
for some fun, so Ozzie suggested we sneak into the park after 
curfew and cool off in that great big ole’ fountain that used 
to be right in the center.

MAXINE:
I ‘member that fountain.  But, as I ‘member it, it was more 
like a great big concrete pond with a fountain in the middle 
of it.

CHARLOTTE:
That’s the one!  It was only ‘bout two feet deep, but, when 
it was real hot, it sure felt good to just git in it and sit.

Well?... We got in on one side and suddenly noticed that 
Darlene Harmon and Elroy Gibbons were on a park bench way on 
the other side makin’ out fer a fair-thee-well.  

They were so caught up with suckin’ face and raisin’ each 
other’s temperatures, they never noticed us.  It was too 
dark.

FOLEY ARTIST leans up close to 
his microphone and makes a lot of 
exaggerated kissing sounds.

The others all turn and look at 
him with surprised disapproval.
FOLEY ARTIST looks at MAXINE and 
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