City Hall Eng b
Around the dinner table

Senitor: 
That was quite a risk you took.

Mayor: 
The guy was wrong.

Senitor:
 No Mayor, I don’t care if he is from New York, tells off a Cabinet Member like that. He’s your enermy for life. Secretary of Urban Development, that’s the hand that feeds the cities!

Mayor:
Well, you know Senitor, they say, ‘A man’s stature is determined by his enermies, not his friends.’”.

Lady:
That also got you the cover of “Time”.

Lady 2:
That’s true.

Seniture:
You’re going national Mayor.

Mayor:
“People Magazine” next.

Lady 1:
That “Stature” thing, who said that?

Mayor:
I believe I said that, about a minute ago. I was having an accute attack of self importance....
Deputy Mayor walks into the room

Mayor: 
... but now its about to come to an end because here comes the man who is about to cut me down to size, Kevin ! we missed you.

Deputy Kevin: 
Sorry folks, I didn’t mean to interrupt you. Hello Senitor.

Senitor:
Kevin’s been busy today, I’ll bet.
Deputy Kevin: 
This must be Mrs. Markward

Mrs. Markward:
It’s been quite a day for you, hasn’t it?

Seniture:
Indeed. We don’t want any stray bullets around Madison Square Garden!

Mayor: 
Ignore the Seniture Kevin.

Lady:
But in the mean time, shouldn’t we turn to the burning issue of the day? The convension.

Deputy Kevin: 
We’re gonna (going to) turn the City upside down for you Sir. We’re gonna (going to) stage the right kind of convension.
Senature:
What kind is that?

Deputy Kevin: 
The kind that is going to get the President re-elected. We are going to go for second cities like Chicargo, always resignating of memories of Hubert in ’68, Calafornia, still the land of Jerry Brown and Tom Hatten, the sort of place that nominates a Walter Mondale. You can go to Miammi, but Miami is Cassablanca. We’ll make you a winner, we’ve got the City right here.

Lady:
You’re not a New Yorker, are you Kevin?

Deputy Kevin: 
Fairday, Louisianna country,  Huey Long contry. “Every man a King, but no-one wears a crown”. 
Lady:
I love this guy!

