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SYNOPS1S OF THE PLAY

*Busy Fingers® ie the story of a con-
viet, David Millar; of his trial and acquittal
on a charge of murdering a fellow inmate, Joe
Erauee; of Millar's return to prison, where the
%arden pleefully has him thrown into the prison
bull pen; of his futile attempt to escape; of
his odd friendship with the proseguting attorney;
and of how the sympathetic young prosecutor un-
wittingly provides the suffering Millar with the
meane of hies final release,

1t ie hoped, too, that "Busy Fingers®
suggests something of the more obscurely Imown
phases of the tragedy of sconomic depression -

and some of ite waifs; of the great natural
talent and ability that rots, i¢ rotting, in our
risons; of the gnawing degradation of prison
{fe; and something of the gristle~headed blun-
ders and deliberate eruslties perpetrated by
aam; of our politically appointed prison offi-
eials,

And there are some other things,
THE AUTHOR




LOTTs
WITNESS:

who sits below him, near the witness stand, pounds
hie gavel and everyone arises., The bailiff intones:
"Hear ye, hear ye, hear ye! This honorable court is
now in seesion.,® Bveryone is seated, The QGLERX
announces: "Continuing with the trial of People ver-
sus David Millar, The charge: Murder, ®

The Judge wipes his pinch-glasses with a
handkerchief, carefully adjusts them, and consulte
some notes before him, Looking at PROBECUTOR LOTT,
he clears his throat and speaks,
¥hen we adjourned this noon the Feople had just
galled the witness Stanley «- ah «- Btanley —» ==
Zaborski, your Honor,
Thank you, Are the People ready to proceed?

We are, your Honor. (Lott walks up near the wit-

nese, standing between him and the Judge's benoh,

80 that he is facing both the wiiness and the jury.
He turns and speaks to the ¢lerk,) ¥as this wit-
ness sworn this moring? (The clerk nods yes, and
Lott turns to the witness.) Your name, please?
Stanley Zaborski, (He has a somewhat affected
voice, with gonsiderable lip movement, elaborately
enunciating each word,)

Where do you reside?

{Drawing back, hurt, offended)

%hy, as you know == in the prison of course, (Foint-
ing at the Warden) The Warden there can tell you -
I'm one of the most trusted inmates of the institu-
tion., (He basks in the light of the Warden's nodding
agreement, )
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