
FOUR DOGS 
AND A BONE 

ACT ONE 

Scene 1 

An offie Chain. I ,  

BRENDA. My brother's baby-sitter used to have sex with 
him. Think about it. I know that's like a guy's ultimate fan- 
tasy. A young guy anyway, but it really messed him up. He 
lives in a Jeep. I've been incested. By my brother, my father 
and my sister. It's a chain. My father doesn't show his feel- 
ings. He's a genius doctor but he's so like dead. I took care 
of him for a while when he left my mother. We kept house. 
That was the happiest time in my life. When my father got 
manied again. I started this primal wailing, jilted crying thing. I,, Everybody was embarrassed. It was so obvious. I ended up o n  
the street. I was a junkie. 
BRADLEY. What about your other brother? 
BRENDA. You know about him? 
BRADLEY. Yeah. 
BRENDA. He's my stepbrother. I '  

BRADLEY. Oh. 
BRENDA. I don't want anything from him, Bradley. 
BRADLEY. But didn't he do anything when you fell on  hard 
times? 1 1  
BRENDA. Yeah. He's why I left L.A. My identity was in I 

! : I  
danger. I '  

BRADLEY Identity. (He tokes out a mngaxine and shows hm ihe 
cmer. Sleven Spielberg is on the cover.) Do you know who this is? 



BRENDA. Steven Spielberg? 
BRADLEY. Wrong. This is me with 500 million dollars and 
a beard. 
BRENDA. I don't understand. 
BRADLEY. Sometimes character is an obstacle to be over- 
come. How do you Iike your job? 
BRENDA. I love it. It's a great part. I chanted for it. 
BRADLEY. Oh, that's right, you're a ... Buddhist? 
BRENDA. Chanter. I'm a chanter. I chant for things I want. 
BRADLEY. What's the chant? 
BRENDA. I hope you don't mind, Bradley. I can't tell you. 
BRADLEY. Oh. Okay. 
BRENDA. It's just some words. 
BRADLEY. That's okay. 
BRENDA. You say them over and over. 
BRADLEY. Uh-huh. 
BRENDA. If it wasn't for these words, I'd be in an insane 
asylum today. Like my mother. My mother made a house out 
of like a box and lived outdoors. She wouldn't come in. Outta 
the winter snow she forbore to come' in. She was insane. I 
wish she'd chanted.1 wish I could go back in time and give 
her the chant. 
BRADLEY. I wish you could, too. So you're seeing Vlctor. 
BRENDA, How'd you know? 
BRADLEY. It's obvious. The way you look at him. 
BRENDA. I chanted for him. 
BRADLEY. What do you mean? 
BRENDA. I chanted. That's how I got him. 
BRADLEY. He likes you, too. 
BRENDA. You think so? How can you tell? 
BRADLEY. He wrote a new scene for you in the movie. He's 
building up your part. 
BRENDA. That has nothing to do with anything. 
BRADLEY. The director thinks it does. 
BRENDA. George thinks that .... What? 
BRADLEY. It's all right. It's natural. It may even be good 
for the picture. 
BRENDA. What? 

BRADLEY. I thought you'd end up with George, not Vic- 
tor, but what do I know? 
BRENDA. Every movie has like one central person behind 
it. Sometimes it's the director. Sometimes it's the writer. 
BRADLEY. Sometimes it's the producer. 
BRENDA. I didn't mean to leave you out. 
BRADLEY. Bear with me, Brenda, but everyone knows you're 
the one on this film that's going somewhere. 
BRENDA. Really? I'm just happy to be included with so 
many talented people. 
BRADLEY. Bear with me, Brenda, but Vlctor got lucky. This 
script could be a good movie, but if George hadn't picked it 
up  and decided, you know, I'm doing this! - Victor would 
be back Off-Off Broadway, where maybe he belongs. 
BRENDA. I think this script is so wonderful. Most scripts ... 
BRADLEY. Bear with me, Brenda. 
BRENDA. Sony. 
BRADLEY. This is an eight million dollar movie we're shoot- 
ing for five. It's my job to make those numbers work, they 
don't work, so I'm under a little pressure right now. Maybe 
that's what makes me indiscreet, but you're the star of this 
movie, Brenda. Not the director, not the writer, not me. And 
certainly not Collette. 
BRENDA. ' You don't think she's good? 
BRADLEY. She's a stage actress. This is a film. 
BRENDA. But she seems really good to me. 
BRADLEY. She's a stage actress. 
BRENDA. You mean she's too big? 
BRADLEY. Way too big. She lnakes these faces that are s u p  
posed to be, I don't know, cute. It's grotesque. It's Kabuki. 
I'll tell you this. Her doseups are getting the wrong kind of 
laughs in dailies. 
BRENDA. Oh no. 
BRADLEY. Your stuffs sensational. 
BRENDA. I haven't done anything yet. Except the staircase. 
BRADLEY. There's a shot, you look up to answer him, I 
leaned over to George. I said, She's a star. 
BRENDA. What did he say? 



B-. & ,,nodd.d. ~nyvay, he moved his head. 1 mean. 
h mqr have ken agreeing with me. 
BRENDA I find it hard to know what he's thinking. 
BRADLEY. He'a weak. 
BRENDA Collette seems so skilled to me. 
BRADLEY. I know this is going to sound cold, but she's just 
a stiff. Her eyes are dead. 
BRENDA. What does Peter think? 
BRADLEY. Peter? All Peter cares about is the light. He's a 
cameraman, he's a gadget geek. He's not interested in human 
beings. You know that light meter he keeps holding up to 
your face? 
BRENDA. Oh, is that what that is? 
BRADLEY. What did you think it was? 
BRENDA. A makeup analyzer? 
BRADLEY. Never mind. That's all Peter cares about. The 
reading on that meter. If he tells you, after a take, that that 
was really good, that means he liked the exposure. He's not 
interested in acting, in story. He's not even interested in 
money. He is an idiot I hope savant. George, on the other 
opposite hand, is a golden boy. Acres of brains, connections 
for days, more charms than Salorne. A cunning fuck. But 
weak. And weak is death in a director. 
BRENDA. So you're telling me the movie's no good? 
BRADLEY. No, that's not what I'm telling you. Brenda. I'm 
telling you that I've been in dailies, and we had an idea of 
what this movie's supposed to be, but now the movie's talk- 
ing back to us. The movie is telling US what it is. And if we 
ignore that, if we ignore what the movie's telling us to our 
faces, then we've b l o w  it. Then the movie's no good. Then 
it's a bad movie. 
BRENDA. So what's the movie saying? 
BRADLEY. The movie is saying that YOU, not Collette, is 
the star of the movie. The movie is saying that it's tired, that 
it's too long, that it wants to get rid of about SEVEN SCENES. 
The movie is saying that the director is weak so we've got to 
be strong! 
BRENDA. Who? 

BRADLEY. You and me! And by default, or through you, 
somehow, Victor! 
BRENDA. What about V~ctor? 
BRADLEY. You seem to have some influence with him! He 
wrote a scene for you! 
BRENDA. It was his idea! 
BRADLEY. Brenda, the point is we can save this movie! 
BRENDA. Look, I don't know. 
BRADLEY. The director is weak! 
BRENDA. I don't know how to judge a director, Bradley. 
This is my first movie. 
BRADLEY. The director should be strong! Very strong! 
BRENDA. Well, I guess that's true. 
BRADLEY. He should tell the writer, LOOK, it's too long! 
We don't have the money! You've got to cut seuen scenes! 
BRENDA. What scenes? 
BRADLEY. None of your scenes\ Collette's scenes! 
BRENDA. But she's the star! Everybody thinks she's great! 
She'd be so upset! 
BRADLEY. We've got to cut her out of the picture! 
BRENDA. Cut her out? But she's the star of the picture! 
BRADLEY. You're the star! 
BRENDA. But what about the story? 
BRADLEY. The ending's too pat. It should be more mys 
terious. If we cut out Collette, it'll leave a mystery there where 
she was. 
BRENDA. That's uue. 
BRADLEY. But that's a good point that you're making. We 
would need more money. 
BRENDA. Money? I didn't make the point ... 
BRADLEY. We'd need some bridge scenes to span the 
Collette gaps. So Dustin Murphy's your brother? 

I BRENDA. I don't like people to know that. 
BRADLEY. No? It's what got you the job on this picture. 
BRENDA. That's not true! 
BRADLEY. I t  was down to you and another girl. Your 
brother's somebody famous. A little of that sparkle rubbed off 
on you and made you just a little> more attractive to George. 



BRENDA. I chanted to get this job. 
BRADLEY. I'm sure the other girl chanted, too. But her 
brother wasn't a movie star. 
BRENDA. He's not my brother, he's my stepbrother. 
BRADLEY. If he  heard you were on  the verge of breaking 
through in the business, on  the verge of becoming a major 
second eamer on  his family tree, wouldn't he  help you? 
BRENDA What kind of help? 
BRADLEY. M o n q  jing-jing, money. 
BRENDA. You know a lot of people have tried to take ad- 
vantage of my connection to Dustin, but you've gotta be the 
clumsiest. 
BRADLEY. Maybe that's my charm. 
BRENDA. We haven't estabIished that you have any charm. 
You're gonna make me  a star. 
BRADLEY. 1 could. 
BRENDA. Fuck you. 
BRADLEY. Fuck you. 
BRENDA. Fuck you. 
BRADLEY. Fuck you. Good. Now that we've established a 
common language, what d o  you think? 
BRENDA. I've got Victor. 
BRADLEY. And I've got the movie. 
BRENDA. It's the director's movie. 
BRADLEY. But the director is weak. 
BRENDA You say. 
BRADLEY. You know I'm right 
BRENDA And CoUette? 
BRADLEY. Is a dead, plastic mistake. 
BRENDA. Dustin isn't going to give you any money. 
BRADLEY. No ham in asking. 
BRENDA. That's not so. 
BRADLEY. AU right, that's m e .  You ask Dustin, he sap yes, 
~ o u ' v e  used u p  your one big ch i t  You ask him, he says no, 
you find out you never had a chi t  But Iemme ask you this. 
DO you think you're a good actress? 
BRENDA Yes. 
BRADLEY. If you got the shot, do you chink you wuld  make 

America love you? 
BRENDA. What's a Completion Bond Company? 
BRADLEY. Who the fuck have you been talking to?! 
BRENDA. Some Teamsters. 
BRADLEY. That's a company seizes control of a picture if 
it goes too far over budget. 
BRENDA. Is that what's going to happen to this picture? 
BRADLEY. Not while I'm alive. 
BRENDA. How's your health? How would Victor change the 
script to make it for me? 
BRADLEY. We'd focus more on your feelings. Maybe some 
voiceavers over your face, your thoughts. 
BRENDA. I have a better idea. 
BRADLEY. You do? 
BRENDA. Let me save Johnny. 
BRADLEY. But Johnny dies! 
BRENDA. Why? 
BRADLEY. It's the big scene! 
BRENDA. It'd be a bigger scene if he Lived. And I saved 
him. And you cut Collette down but not out, and she was the 
one who set him up. 
BRADLEY. So you get the guy. 
BRENDA. I get the guy. 
BRADLEY. How romantic. I don't know if it's a better end- 
ing, but it's better for you. 
BRENDA. It's better. 
BRADLEY. You talked to V~ctor about this? 
BRENDA. A little bit. 
BRADLEY. You chant for it? 
BRENDA. Constantly. 
BRADLEY. Should we have a drink? (He is already pouring a 
ghs Jbr hirimey) 
BRENDA. You go ahead. 
BRADLEY. Doesn't jibe with your beliefs? 
BRENDA. When I'm near the thing I want, I shouldn't blow 
it over a margarita. 
BRADLEY. What do you want? 
BRENDA. I want to be famous. 



BRADLEY. Why? 
BRENDA I don't know. Is Collette really bad in the part? 
BRADLEY. I don't know. I don't know anything about act- 
ing. 
BRENDA Neither d o  I. But I'm good. 
BRADLEY., Can I ask you something? 
BRENDA You're the producer. 
BRADLEY. What does that mean? You're good? 
BRENDA It's the bottom quality. I can't explain it. 
BRADLEY. You really do come across on film. Vivid. 
BRENDA That's all I care about. 
BRADLEY. I guess that's why the camera likes you. You're 
faithful. 
BRENDA Are you going to get George fired? 
BRADLEY. I would lay down my l i e  for George Lee Beech. 
BRENDA You just finished saying he was a weak director. 
BRADLEY. That's right, he is. He's also the guy who gave 
me this shot when nobody else would. He made it possible 
for me to come back as a film producer, producing a Go Pic- 
Nre, on the streets of New York. I think he saved my mar- 
riage. My wife hates LA. She says the water's hard. I know 
he saved my career after the indictment. I kind of think he 
saved my life. I don't give a fuck about this movie except as 
it dehacts from or enhances the career of George Lee Beech. 
He's been the best to me that any man has ever been. What 
d o  I care if he's weak? That he drinks too much? That he's 
deeply influenced by whoever he spoke to last? Every picture 
has its reality. The reality of this picture is the director is weak 
and there's like five people fighting for control. 
BRENDA. I count fow. 
BRADLEY. Everybody wants to be an artist. If there's a 
chance to stamp, everybody wants to jump in and make it their 
fuckin' stamp. But this project is going to fly to pieces unless 
some kind of coalition of principals, or demi-principals, agrees 
to some kind of direction. 
BRENDA. What you're talking about is cutting off George's 
balls. 
BRADLEY. That was taken care of long ago, honey. What 

I'm uying to do is save what's left of George. Out of grati- 
I tude. And save what's left of this picture so we all look good. 

BRENDA I'm not gonna ask Dustin for money. 
BRADLEY. Why not? 
BRENDA. Because you don't need it. You just think you 
need it. Producers always think the answer's money 'cause 
money's all they know. 
BRADLEY. We need money. 
BRENDA. We need Victor to cut thirteen scenes, rewrite 
two, and write two new ones. 
BRADLEY. Two new ones for you. 
BRENDA. For me. 
BRADLEY. How nice. Now rewind. Cut what thirteen scenes. 
BRENDA. We don't need the car crash. 

I 

i 

BRADLEY. You're sure? 
BRENDA. Yeah. We don't need the helicopter shot, there- 
fore we don't need the gyrosphere or that gyrosphere opera- 
tor. We don't need the character of Helen. And we don't 
need the effects at all. 
BRADLEY. My niece is playing Helen. 
BRENDA. I know. I didn't say there wasn't going to be blood 
on the floor. 
BRADLEY. When did you figure all this out? 
BRENDA. I chanted about it. 
BRADLEY. If we don't need the effects, we don't need the 
helicopter and we don't need Helen, then you're about right. 
We don't need money. But does George have a movie? 
BRENDA. He has a better movie. And you know that union 
guy who comes in at the end and makes the big speech? I 
think my stepbrother should play that part. And if I ask him, 
I think he would. 
BRADLEY. That would be incredible. His face in the trailer 
would be worth at least one million ... 
BRENDA. ( S w i n g  on his line.) So, are we like, in league? 
BRADLEY. What about Victor? 
BRENDA. I don't know yet. I mean, what the best way is 
to get him to do what needs to be done. 1-11 have to chant 
about it. 



BRADLEY. All right. I'm in. Lemme ask you something. This 
is your first movie. 
BRENDA. Right. 
BRADLEY. How do you have like this ferocious bite on the 
script where you know, or you think you know, exactly what 
needs to be done to it? 
BRENDA. I had William Goldman read it and analyze it for 
me. 
BRADLEY. WILLIAM GOLDMAN! How did you get William 
Goldman?! 
BRENDA. He wrote my brother's first movie. I've known 
him since I was a kid. 
BRADLEY. William Goldman! Jesus! 
BRENDA. Well, you're impressed. 
BRADLEY. William Goldman! He's a Cannes judge. He's a 
Miss America judge for Chrissake. He's a giant. You've got his 
notes on our script? 
BRENDA Ten pages single space. 
BRADLEY. Can I see them? 
BRENDA No. 
BRADLEY. Why not? 
BRENDA I don't agree with all of them. 
BRADLEY. You don't .... This is the guy who wrote Butch 
Cassidy. This is the guy who wrote All the Resident's Men. This 
is the guy who wrote Twtsie, for Chrissake. 
BRENDA. He didn't write Twtsie. 
BRADLEY. So whatl I bet they offered it to him. You know 
what I mean my point. Who are you to even read this man's . 
notes? 
BRENDA. You know what your problem is? 
BRADLEY. What? 
BRENDA. Low self-esteem. 
BRADLEY. That's uue. How did you know that? 
BRENDA Just do yourself a favor and follow my lead. 
BRADLEY. God, I'm so physically uncomfortable1 I'm sorry! 
BRENDA. What's the matter? 
BRADLEY. Well, this is kind of disgusting. 
BRENDA. What are you talking about? 

BRADLEY. I've got a suange problem. 
BRENDA. What? 
BRADLEY. I've got a ... on my rectum ... I've got a sur- 
face ulcer, a canker, the size of a jumbo shrimp. 
BRENDA. Really? 
BRADLEY. It just keeps getting bigger. 
BRENDA. What causes a thing Like that? 
BRADLEY. I don't know. 
BRENDA. Been to the doctor? 
BRADLEY. Not till this film's in the can. 
BRENDA. I admire your commitment. 
BRADLEY. I keep changing the dressing, but I just can't 
seem to keep it dry. 
BRENDA. You mean sweat? 
BRADLEY. No. It's runny. It runs. 
BRENDA. Oh. 
BRADLEY. And it has a smell, a fetid odor. 
BRENDA. Really. 
BRADLEY. Needless to say it hasn't been too romantic for 
my marriage. I know it's an actualization of my fear. 
BRENDA. What are you afraid of! 
BRADLEY. Everything's interrelated. My marriage and 
George and this movie. 
BRENDA. You should get clear then, because those are all 
different things. 
BRADLEY. How do you know? (She wifes something dmun and 
pushes i f  across to him.) 
BRENDA. Here. 
BRADLEY. What's this? 
BRENDA You should call that number. 
BRADLEY. What is it? 
BRENDA. A holy man. 
BRADLEY. Is this the chap that got you chanting? 
BRENDA. That's right. 
BRADLEY. No thanks. 
BRENDA. You'll call that number if you wanna get rid of 
that physical problem, Bradley. This guy can d ~ y  up your sore. 
BRADLEY. Do you find me repulsive? 



BRENDA Are you coming on to me? 
BRADLEY. No. 
BRENDA I didn't think so. 
BRADLEY. I would never do anything to jeopardize my third 
maniage. Do you think I could go out and get a FOURTH 
nice young woman to marry me? The worId is not that big. 
NO. I've got to keep my record to where it is: Two divorces, 
but the third marriage is a Go. It works. Have you ever been 
married? 
BRENDA Not really. Briefly. Twice. 
BRADLEY. Then you know what I'm talking about. Maybe 
I will can him. 
BRENDA Do it. 
BRADLEY. What's the time frame on Victor? 
BRENDA. You tell me. 
BRADLEY. If he makes the changes, and the changes are 
right, and the changes are as extensive as you describe, then 
George has got to read it Thursday, approve, so that I can do 
a major production meeting Friday, make projections, talk to 
the money people over the weekend, and jump into a new 
schedule on Monday morning. 
BRENDA So we have four days. 
BRADLEY. You have four days. I'm going to get those scenes 
cut with you or without you. But if I have to do it without 
you, I'm not protecting your part. 
BRENDA. But you said I'm better than Collette! 
BRADLEY. I don't know anything about acting! I don't care 
anything about acting! I know that this movie is too Iong and 
too expensive and I'll be god damned if I'm going to Iet the 
Completion Bond Company come in and samge what's left of 
George Lee Beech's career! Do you understand me? 
BRENDA. Yes. 
BRADLEY. I don't give a fuck about you except insofar as 
you aid and abet me in my goals! If you can powder your own 
ass at the same time, good for you! 1 won't stand in your way. 
But don't kid yourself, Brenda! You can drop names and seem 
certain and pitch a plan of attack better than Julius Caesar, 
but if Vlctor doesn't come through on your notes, then you're 

just another piece of meat to me, right? 
BRENDA. Right. 
BRADLEY. I've seen it all before. I've been impressed be- 
fore. It don't mean nothing. I'm free inside. GOD DAMMIT 
MY ASS IS KILLING ME! IT'S DRIVING ME NUTS! What is 
this fucking curse! JESUS! 
BRENDA. Call that number. 
BRADLEY. FUCK YOU! GET OU'ITA HERE! I've got work 
to do. (She gets up and goes.) What a case. (He look at the num- 
ber she gave him, m h e s  if ,  and tosses it. He hits the in term. )  Get 
me Bill Goldman. (Bhdruut.) 

Scene 2 

A smohy bar. Collette drinks. Victor en& jmm the gloom 
with a drink. 

VICTOR. Collette, Collette. 
COLLETTE. Victor, hi. How you doin'? 
VICTOR. You're alone? 
COLLEmE. Can you believe they sat me at a table for six? 
VICTOR. In this dump you deserve a table for ten. I 
thought Brenda might be here. 
COLLETTE. She left. 
VICTOR. So I missed her. 
COLLETTE. She had to go. She has a call tomorrow. 
VICTOR. I know. I've been writing scenes on the back of 
the call sheet. 
COLLElTE. You're writing new scenes? 
VICTOR. I'm tinkerin', toyin'. Who knows what'll come of 
it. 
COLLETTE. It's a great script. It's so chunky. 
VICTOR. Tell that to the producers. Bradley is on my back. 
COLLETTE. What about? 
VICTOR. Length. 
COLLElTE. You have beautiful hair. 



VICTOR. I do? 
COLLEITE. Brenda's in love with you, you know. 
VICTOR. Get outta here! Brenda's not in love with me! 
COLLE'ITE. You should hear her in che trailer. Victor, Vic- 
tor, victor. 
VICTOR. I don't have to hear her. I know she's not in love 
with me. 
COLLE'ITE. How? 
VICTOR. She doesn't even know me. 
COLLEITE. Who does know you? 
VICTOR. My agent. 
COLLETTE. Ooo you're tough. So what scenes are you 
foolin' around with? 
VICTOR. I had m fill out this form today. And I hadda 
name a beneficiary. I put down my agent 
COLLKITE. I hadda fill out that form. I put my mother. 
VICTOR. I wouldn't put my mother1 (A pauw.) 
COLLE'ITE. You know I've really come to love Brenda. 
She's so sweet. 
VICTOR. She chants all the time. 
COLLE'ITE. She says it saved her life. And you know I be- 
lieve her. She comes from a very screwy background. 
VICTOR. I know. 
CULLETTE. I mean her brother Lives in a car. 
VICTOR. I know, 1 know, and her mother lived in a box. 
(A pause.) 
COLLETTE. I'm atwacted to you. 
VICTOR. Oh. I'm flattered. You're an attractive woman. 
COLLE'ITE. Thank you. (A pame.) 
VICTOR. It's getting late. 
COLLElTE. I can sleep in wmorrow. 
VICTOR. I know you live with Mark so I guess you ... 
COLLETTE. (Cutting him 08) Yeah. Do you believe I'm at- 
uacted to you? 
VICTOR. I'd better go. 
COLLETTE. Don't go. Do you believe I'm attracted to you? 
VICTOR. You don't pick up on signals, do yob' 
COLLEITE. I've always preferred English. Do you believe 

I'm attracted to you? 
VICTOR. OKAY, COLLE'ITE. FORGIVE ME, I BELIEVE 
YOU WANT TO SUCK MY DICK! 
COLLE'ITE. Huh? What? What did you say to me?l 
VICTOR. Well, that's what you're talking about, right? 
COLLE'ITE. No, that's not what I was talking about! 
VICTOR. Come on. Collette! You're not talking ahout read- 
ing poetry. I'm seeing Brenda, who you think is so wonder- 
ful and amusing! You're living with Mark. Mister Jealous, I 
can't blame him, it's two o'clock in the morning and Donde 
esra Usted?l I've hadda enough to drink where if you ripped 
out my gall bladder 1 might not miss it! We're in some ragass 
scuzbucket theatre bar where I can smell the disinfectant in 
the bathroom OUT HERE! You're looking into my eyes. Un- 
der these conditions, forgive me, I figure you wanna suck my 
dick. Am I wrong? 
COLLE'ITE. Yes you are wrong! 
VICTOR. I don't think so. 
COLLE'ITE. What's happening to you, Victor? 
VICTOR. Fair question, tough question, I don't know. Now. 
don't get me wrong, Collette. I don't think you wanna suck 
my dick because you actually want to suck my dick! I think 
you wanna suck my dick to fuck over your friend colleague 
compadre BRENDA, who you love so much, or you wanna 
suck my dick to undermine the manhood of your live-in, 
MARK, the well-named. Some motive in that arena. 1 hope 
you believe me when I tell you it never occurred to me that 
you actually wanted to suck my dick for the JOY of sucking 
my dick. I guess I'm not a romantic. I used m be. Prior to 
joining the Writer's Guild. JESUS FUCKING CHRIST I WISH 
THIS DRINK TASTED BE'ITERI 
COLLE'ITE. Who do you think you are? 
VICTOR. Me? I'm nobody! That much is clear. I feel that 
keenly and acutely. I'm nobody nothin', my faith in life is 
sapped. 
COLLE'ITE. Had a bad day? 
VICTOR. Words cannot describe. I had a very bad day. 
COLIXTTE. How much did you drink? 



VICTOR. Tonight? 
COLLETTE. Tonight. 
VICTOR. Including breakfast? 
COLLETTE. Leave out the eggs. 
VICTOR. Thanks for reminding me. (Ruducer an egg.) Hard 
boiled, like me. Counting everything I drank a great deal. A 
GREAT deal. I was hoping to see Brenda. And as it happens, 
I like to tighten my rivets before I fly that patch of sky. 
COLLETTE. You hide your liquor pretty good. I can't even 
tell you're drunk. Except by what you say. 
VICTOR. You shall know me by what I say. Writers drink. 
COLLETTE. Not all writers drink. 
VICTOR. True. Hacks go into rehab. Good writers drink. 
COLLETTE. So if Brenda doesn't love you because Brenda 
doesn't even know you, what are you doing coming around 
looking for Brenda? 
VICTOR. I like the way she looks. 
COLLETTE. And why you so hostile to me? 
VICTOR. 'Cause you're dangling bait and if I rose to the 
bait you'd play out this fucking tragedy on my time bout your 
life. In short, you're an actress. 
COLLETTE. Brenda's an actress. 
VICTOR. Brenda is not an actress. She's a personality. 
COLLETTE. You must like me. 
VICTOR. Why? 
COLLETTE. To talk to me this way. 
VICTOR. 1 bust you in the sense I feel I know who I'm talk- 
ing to. 
COLLETTE. You talk this way to Brenda? 
VICTOR. No. With her it's lofy. It's a loftier deal. (Collette 
leans back, pleased.) 
COLLEITE. So let me get this straight. Do you think ... 
that there's no woman who wants to suck your dick with no 
motive but to suck your dick? 
VICTOR. None. 
COLLETTE. Well, you're probably right. 
VICTOR. Thanks. 
COLLETTE. And does this make you gloomy? 

VICTOR. If you're asking me how I feel, I don't know how 
I feel about anything. 
COLLETTE. I know that's not true. 
VICTOR. Anything to do with sex. 
COLLETTE. That I believe. 
VICTOR. I hope I remember this conversation tomorrow. 
Not the gist. The details. They say God is in the details. 
COLLETTE. I wish He'd show up in some of the broader 
strokes. Nobody wants to suck anybody's dick just to suck their 
dick. 
VICTOR. No? 
COLLETTE. It's not just you. Everything's about something 
else. 
VICTOR. What's this conversation about? (Sees somebody ma1 
or imagined.) AND WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU LOOKING 
AT?! 
COLLETTE. Be cool. This is the last place I can get this 
chicken. This exchange is about show business. 
VICTOR. Oh, go home! 
COLLETTE. You're drifting outta the circle, Shakespeare. 
You'd better be careful. 
VICTOR. What circle? 
COLLEITE. The circle of acquaintance. The society circle. 
You could find yourself more alone than you already are. 
VICTOR. Who asked you? 
COLLEITE. You could fmd yourself gettin' a dog and givin' 
up on people and then fallin' out with your dog. 
VICTOR. Are you tryin' to scare me? 
COLLETTE. I don't have to scare you, you're spooked. 
VICTOR. That's what you're doing. You're trying to scare me 
into fucking you! 
COLLETTE. Scared straight, huh? 
VICTOR. That's right. That's good. Well, it's all right. 
COLLEITE. If I just wanted to fuck you, I could just fuck 
You. Men are easy. 
VICTOR. How do you do it? 
COLLEITE. You just keep trying. Sooner or later, they have 
a bad day. 



VICTOR. Well, if you don't wanna fuck me ... 
COLLETTE. JUST fuck you. 
VICTOR. If you don't wanna just fuck me, what do you 
want? 
COLLETTE. You promise never to tell anybody about what 
I'm saying? 
VICTOR. Promise. 
COLLETI'E. Because I want to be unrestrained. 
VICTOR. Me too! That's all I want! 
COLLETTE. I can talk to you in an open agendaless way if 
you're agendaless. 
VICTOR. But you have an agenda! 
COLLETTE. I have stated agendas and I'm hinting at an 
unstated agenda, but I ain't saying another fucking thing un- 
less you promise ... 
VICTOR. I did promise! 
COLLETTE. All right then. What if Johnny lives? 
VICTOR. What? 
C O L L E m .  At the end of the movie now, Johnny dies. But 
what if Johnny lives? 
VICTOR. Johnny can't live! 
COLLETI'E. Why not? 
VICTOR. How could he live? 
COLETTE. I could save him. 
VICTOR But you'd have to think about what that would 
mean. 
COLLETTE. I have thought about it. 
VICTOR. It's not that kind of picture. 
COLLETTE. You're right. Right now it's an Art House Pic- 
ture. 
VICTOR. It is not an Art House Picture! 
COLLETTE. The guy dies, everything falls apart, life stinks. 
It's an Art House Picture. 
VICTOR. This is going to open in at least six hundred the- 
aLres. 
COLLETTE. For a week. 
VICTOR. What do you mean, for a week?! 
COLLETI'E. It'll last a week. Unless Johnny lives. You're a 

terrific writer, Victor, but you're not Aeschylus. When Johnny 
dies, it's not a tragedy. It's just a fuckin' bummer. 
VICTOR. Nobody agrees with you. 
COLLETTE. Don't be so sure about that. 
VICTOR. They're talking about cuts, but nobody's talking 
about the ending. 
COLETTE. That's 'cause it's later in the shoot. Now they'll 
be after you for cuts. Later they'll be after you for this 
focockda ending. 
VICTOR. You can't talk to me like this. 
COLLETI'E. It's amazing what offends some people. 
VICTOR. George likes the end. 
COLLETTE. George? Hey, they roll George around on 
wheels I think. 
VICTOR. He's very smart. 
COLLETTE. So was Hamlet, but I don't think he woulda 
made a good movie diiector. You know what you don't seem 
to understand, Victor? This is your ass. 
VICTOR. I know that. 
COLLETIT.. You know that. Right. So I take it back. It's not 
your ass. It's my ass. Think of my ass. 
VICTOR. I'd rather not. 
COLLETTE. I'll get you for that. 
VICTOR. Look, this is more important to me than anybody. 
This is my first movie. 
COLLETI'E. That's right! It's your first movie, and they'll 
take that into account if it turns out to be a fuckin' mess that 
goes straight to video! 
VICTOR. No way is this film going straight to video! It's 
opening in minimum six hundred screens! It's a major pic- 
ture, for Chrissake! It's a Disney Picture! 
COLETTE. It's not a Disney picture. 
VICTOR. Disney's disuibuting this picture. 
COLLETI'E. You've got a distribution deal? 
VICTOR. It's a negative pick-up. 
COLLETTE. IF they like it. 
VICTOR. They'll like it. 
COLLETTE. If Johnny lives they'll like it. 



VICTOR. JOHNNY CAN'T LIVE! 
COLLETTE. This is your first picture, Victor. It's unfair of 
me to expect that you'd understand how things are vely clear 
to me. I've done six pictures. Where the parts mattered. This 
is my last ingenue. 
VICTOR. Ingenue? I wouldn't call that part an ingenue. 
COLLETTE. What would you call it? 
VICTOR. I don't know ... in terns of the plot, it's ... 
COLLETTE. I wouldn't have taken this part if it wasn't an 
ingenue. It's an ingenue. That was a contract point 
VICTOR. It's in your contract that you're an ingenue? 
COLLETTE. When they made me the offer, they offered me 
the ingenue. 
VICTOR. They didn't use the character name? 
COLLETTE. No, they used the character name, but they 
used the character name of the ingenue, because it's the in- 
genue role! 
VICTOR. What does it matter anyway? 
COLLETTE. It matters to me! I'm the ingenue! 
VICTOR. All right. You're the ingenue. 
COLLETTE. Thank you. Anyvay, my next trip out, I'm the 
Iead or I'm a character actress. This is the fork in the road 
for me. 
VICTOR. They screwed me out of twenty-five thousand dol- 
lars today. I was supposed to get this fee for associate produc- 
ing and they held me up for it. Said I wouldn't be welcome 
on the set if I demanded my contract. 
COLLETTE. If this movie plays a week and goes to video, 
I'm a character actress from here on. Somebody's aunt, 
somebody's crying sister. If this movie gets major disuibu- 
tion . . . 
VICTOR. I told you! Disney's distributing this picture! 
COLLETTE. Victor, you don't know anything. You're whis- 
tling in the dark. Would you listen to me? 
VICTOR. Johnny can't live! 
COLLETTE. There are forces at work here. Many forces. 
DARK forces. Certain things are going to happen. You can 
make them happen, or they can happen to you. Do you want 

this picture to get picked up by Disney? 
VICTOR. Yes. 
COLLETTE. If this picture gets major distribution, I'm not 
a character actress, I'm a lead. What do you think I want to 
be in my next picture, somebody's aunt with cancer, or the 
lead? 
VICTOR. The lead. 
COLLETTE. That's right. So you and I want the same thing. 
We want people to like this picture. 
VICTOR. I don't want evelybody to like this picture. 
COLLETTE. Don't worry, you're covered. All right. So. I 
come in. He's on the point of death ... 
VICTOR. JOHNNY CAN'T LIVE! 
COLLETTE. All right, what are you trying to say with 
Johnny's death? 
VICTOR. Do you think that Brenda really likes me? 
COLLETTE. God! You're asking me? Didn't you sleep with 
her? 
VICTOR. Yeah, but . 
COLLETTE. Couldn't you tell anything from that? 
VICTOR. Sort've. 
COLLETTE. So she likes you, right? 
VICTOR. Well, no, that's not exactly what I got. 
COLLETTE. No? 
VICTOR. I didn't feel she was really there. 
COLLETTE. Well, you ask a lot. 
VICTOR. I felt, in a nay, like a Polynesian god receiving a 
human sacrifice. 
COLLETTE. Shine a light, Victor. How do you mean? 
VICTOR. She submitted to a grim fate for a higher purpose. 
COLLElTE. Wow. Well. Let's talk about the movie. 
VICTOR. I don't want to. 
COLLETTE. Why not? 
VICTOR. I'm bored with talking about the movie. 
COLLETTE. So what? 
VICTOR. I'm just really bored with it. 
COLLETTE. So what? That goes without saying. I'm so 
bored I wish someone would come in here and take a gun 



and blow my fuckin' brains on the floor. I'm so bored I might 
as well be in jail, in solitary with a leaky tin cup and a book 
and I can't read. I'm so schizoid bored, bug-eyed, stultified 
lifeless past hope that I'm sitting here talking to you, Victor, 
and you've gotta be the zonker fuckin' ennui king of walking 
deaddom! 
VICTOR. Who?! 
COLLETTE. You. You are the Chief! You are the floor 
model! A fit subject for Mister Sammy Beckett on a bad, bad 
day! 
VICTOR. Who's drifting outta the circle now? 
COLLETTE. It's not such a great circle anyway. 
VICTOR. Maybe I'm going home. 
COLLE'ITE. Don't go home! What's home like? 
VICTOR. Well, everything's filthy. Maybe I won't go home. 
COLLE'ITE. Why would you? I shudder when I think of go- 
ing home. I got this guy in my apartment. Mark. I'm s u p  
posed to marry him. Some days. He hates me. He waits up 
for me no matter how late it gets so he can scream at me and 
accuse me of horrendous shit that I have in fact done. We 
fuck, it's great, and then I tell him I didn't feel anything. 
Nobody cooks. Food rots. Fruit flies abound. You see what I'm 
drinn' at, Victor?! 
VICTOR. I don't know what the fuck you're talkng about. 
COLLE'ITE. Yes, you do! OH YES YOU DO! I'm talking 
about the LIFE! This is the LIFE! You're not gonna break 
through in your apartment! You're gonna break through in 
your career, in a BIG way, or sink into the muck of your rot- 
ting, neglected, private existence! 
VICTOR. Why do you hate Mark so much? 
COLLETTE. Because he gave me pleasure when I wanted 
to be badly disappointed. You've got to focus, V~ctor! Every- 
body else is totally focused and you're wandering around won- 
dering if the girls really like you! Don't you get it? Nobody 
cares about you! Nobody can even see you! We're scratchin' 
for our lives down here! Who are you to toy with my career? 
I hate it that I can't just take out a shotgun and blow your 
brains out! Why is that wrong? And George! That puppet! 

And that airhead Brenda! And that creepy Bradley! Oh, that 
I should be in the hands of such people! What do you want, 
Victor? What will it take for you to do the decent thing? Help 
me save this picture! Help me, or take this knife and stop the 
fuckin' pain! I can't believe I started off as a little girl! At this 
point, I feel like I hatched out of a leathery egp in-some ~.. . 
stinking bog in the Congo! . 
VICTOR. Maybe you should have some coffee. - -- .~. , 
COLETTE. What happened to me? What happened to my . . 
innocence? Look at me! 1 used to be pretty! 
VICTOR. You are pretty. 
COLLETTE. Thank you. 
VICTOR. It's m e .  
COLLETTE. Johnny lives. Let Johnny live. Let me save 
Johnny. I'm begging you. Of course you can sleep with me. 
Only roo glad. 
VICTOR. I'm sorry. It goes against my instincts. 
COLLETTE. What, sanng Johnny or sleeping with me? 
VICTOR. Both. 
COLLETTE. Your instincts? Don't you have the instinct of 
self-preservation? Don't you understand that they're going to 
crush you on this shoot if you get in their way? Today they 
got you for twenty-five grand. You didn't think they could do 
that, did you? You hadda conuact. But they got you anyway. 
And they'll get you again! And again! Till there's nothing left. 
Some buzzards. Some bones. The picture'll be done. Johnny 
will live. Somebody will save him. Probably not me. Have you 
been going to dailies? 
VICTOR. Yeah. 
COLLE'ITE. How am I? 
VICTOR. You're great. 
COLLE'ITE. Do I look far? 
VICTOR. NO. 
COLLE'ITE. Is my accent good? 
VICTOR. Pretty good. It could be a little less ... 
COLLE'ITE. (Stepping on the line.) Oh, what the fuck do you 
know! 
VICTOR. Sorry. 1 guess 1 don't know anything. You're right 



Everybody else is focused, and I'm ... I close my eyes, and I 
see how I feel, and I try to do that. That's what's always 
worked for me. What else do I have? I could listen w you or 
Brenda or Bradley or George, but then I'd just be lost. I 
mean, aren't you lost, Collette? 
COLLETTE. Yes. 
VICTOR. Don't you know that you're lost? 
COLLETTE. I do know that. 
VICTOR. You may be focused, but on what? 
COLLETTE. Stayin' out of the rain. 
VICTOR. There's more to life than that. 
COLLETTE. Not when you're wet. 
VICTOR. There's always more to life than that. 
COLLETTE. How would you know? You're drunk. 
VICTOR. Writers drink. 
COLLETTE. Yes, they do. 
VICTOR. I can see what you must've been like when you 
were a little girl. 
COLLETTE. Still tryin' to be liked. 
VICTOR. What's the matter with you? 
COLI.ETE. I know too much, and you're too big a fool. 
You overwhelm me. I can't talk to you. You're like a toddler. 
Thinhn' you're standin' on your own, people all around you 
holdin' you up. Victor, I'm sorry. I'm desperate. I'm going to 
have to come against you obliquely. Through the system. Like 
septic shock. 
VICTOR. What are you talking about? 
COLLETTE. You leave me no choice. I uied to do the hon- 
orable course, but you are a dry riverbed. 
VICTOR. You know, you're drunk. 
COLLETTE. Yeah, but the difference is tomorrow .... Oh, 
never mind. Sentimental writer. 
VICTOR. My writing is not sentimenlal. 
COLLETE. Not your writing. You. 
VICTOR. You know this whole way of working, this system. 
It doesn't have to be this way. 
COLLETTE. Oh yes it does. It has its own peculiar genius. 
VICTOR. My mother died today. 

cOLLETTE. What? 
VICTOR. My mother died wday. That's why I put my agent 

beneficiary. 
cOLLElTE. My God, I'm sorry. 
VICTOR. I wasn't going w tell anyone. Maybe I would've 
told Brenda, but I couldn't find her. I didn't want to tell any- 
one. Get it mixed up with all this lousy other stuff! 
COLLETTE. I can't believe it. 
VICTOR There's nothing you can do. There's nothing I can 
do. I wish could feel her arms around me one more time. 
COLLETTE. Yes. 
VICTOR. I can feel where her hands would be. Everyone 
I'm dealing with now is so cold! 
COLLETTE. I know. It's ... 
VICTOR. This business is so hard! Heartless. I was going to 
call her just to unburden myself. I put off the call. And to- 
day, they told me she was dead. 
COLLETTE. Was she sick? 
VICTOR. No. She just .... It was just sudden. So when you 
say, like in the movie, that this guy should be saved at the last 
minute ... I mean the heartbreak of life is real! I feel it! I 
feel it right now. My mother is dead. More than ever I've got 
to express that. For my salvation as a man. There's grief in 
the world. I feel it. This has just been the most awful experi- 
ence, Collette. The one person in the world I knew loved me 
is dead. 
COLLETTE. I feel for you, Victor. But I still think Johnny 
should live. (Bhckout.) 



A m  TWO 

Scene 1 

( A mall makeup bnibr on a location /ilm rni A window 
with drawn Mindr. Bnndo ir d i n g  and chanting. W t t e  
enters, hungovrrr. 

COLLETTE. Brenda. Brenda. Brenda. Brenda! 
BRENDA. Did you say something? 
COLLErrE. No. 
BRENDA How's my wig? 
COLLEITE. What wig? 
BRENDA. This wig on my head. 
COLLErrE. It's you. 
BRENDA. I look llke Daisy Duck. 
COLLETE. No. 
BRENDA. Tell me the truth. I look like Samantha o n  
Bnuitchd. 
COLLE'ITE. You look fine. 
BRENDA. I look innocent? 
COLLElTE. You look innocent 
BRENDA. I'm so nervous. 
COLLEITE. Why? 
BRENDA. You know, today's my fint real scene. Dialogue 
scene. 
C0LLETl-E. Piece a cake. 
BRENDA. You don't have to worry because you're so good. 
If I had the kind of skills and talent you do, I'd be cool, too. 
COLLEITE. Can I ask you something? 
BRENDA. What? 
COLLETTE. What is it you chant? 
BRENDA. Oh, you know, I can't tell you that. 
COLLElTE. Oh. 
BRENDA. That was part of my orientation. That I couldn't 
say. 

COLLE'ITE. That's all right. I rhink I kinda know anymy. 
BRENDA. YOU do? 
C O L L E ~ E .  I think so. 
BRENDA. How could you know? 
C O L L E m .  Well, I listen to you d o  it, you know. 
BRENDA. Oh. I'm SOT! I'm driving you cray. 
COLLElTE. No. I can get uwd to anything. That's my 
strength. 
BRENDA. That's funny. 
cOLLElTE. Why? 
BRENDA. That's ,my strength, LOO. I never found V~ctor last 
night 
COLLElTE. No? 
BRENDA. I went to Orso's. He never showed up. 
C O L L E m .  Really? 
BRENDA You're sure he said WS? 
COLlElTE. Pretty sure. So. I could make out your chant, 
but I can't for the life a me figure why you'd chant somelhing 
like that. 
BRENDA Couldn't you? 
COLLETTE. Uncle Remus. What good could it d o  to say 
Unde Remus over and over spin? 
BRENDA Well, you know it doesn't matter what you say. 
COLLElTE. But Unde Remw over and over again? At first 
I thought it was funny, but Jesus Christ I mean ... 
BRENDA. I don't say Unde Remus! 
COLLETTE. You don't? 
BRENDA I say, I am famous. (Pause.) I really needed to calk 
to V~ctor last night I war desperate to QLk to him. That's one 
of the reamns I'm nervous now. I had Lie a problem with 
my character -and it's in lhi scene, too. I felt Like if I wuld 
8Lt it out  with him, maybe he could help me or fix it or 
something. But now, you know, we're gonna shoot it, and it's 

irrevocable. Where ia he? 
WLLElTE. Victor is a very difficult writer. 
BRENDA. I don't think so. 
WI..LETIZ. He is. 
BRENDA. Why do you say that? 



COLLETTE. I saw him last night. 
BRENDA. What? 
COLLETTE. I sent you off on a wild goose to Orso's so I 
could have V~ctor alone and have a talk with him. 
BRENDA. I'm stunned. 
COLLETE. He's not here today probably because he was 
very drunk and he's probably home sleeping it off. 
BRENDA. This is the kind of thing .... This kind of thing is 
the reason I left L.A. 
COLLE'ITE. It is? 
BRENDA. You deceived me. 
COLLETTE. Yes. 
BRENDA You bitch. 
COLLETTE. You wanna talk to me that way I can talk to 
you that way. You fucking cow. 
BRENDA. Why did you lie to me? 
COLLETTE. You're lucky I didn't just get you fired. 
BRENDA. You don't have that power. 
COLLETTE. Maybe not. 
BRENDA. What did you say to Victor? 
COLLETTE. A lot of things. A few of which I remember. 
BRENDA. Did you sleep with him? 
COLLE'ITE. I offered, but the logistics were bad. No, you 
had knowledge of him first, Brenda, but it's like some people 
say about you. You're not an actress, you're a personality. He 
didn't buy it. 
BRENDA. What do you mean? 
COLLETE. Victor didn't believe that you were overcome 
with passion for him. You left him with a feeling of ashes. YOU 
know the feeling. I'm sure you have it every time you sleep 
with a man. 
BRENDA. I don't have to listen to this. 
COLLETTE. Absolutely not. Why don't you go back to 
Uncle Remus? 
BRENDA. I don't say Uncle Remus! 
COLLETTE. Oh, that's right. It's less nutty and more pa- 
thetic than that. I am famous. 
BRENDA I will be! 

COLLETTE. Maybe. With a lot of work. I mean facial sur- 
gery. But it has a lot to do with luck you know. And your luck 
isn't very good right now, Brenda. 
BRENDA. Why not? 
COLLETE. Well. First of all, I see through you. Second of 
all, Victor doesn't love you. And third of all, God is against 
you. 
BRENDA. I'm a more spiritual penon than you are, Collette. 
I pray constantly. 
COLLETE. You chant constantly. You say 'I am famous' 
constantly. If God likes this in a person, that's His problem. 
But you know I don't think he likes it. Because your first 
scene is a walk-and-talk with Johnny, and it's really where your 
whole character's established. It's a nice scene. It's an outdoor 
scene. You're probably in the perfect emotional place to do 
it. (Pulls the blink. Rain ir thundering down.) And it just started 
pouring down fucking rain. 
BRENDA. RAIN! (Colktte laugh her dty, sardonic little laugh.) 
COLLETTE. You know, I had a late call today. I coulda 
slept in. But when I heard the weather report, I just hadda 
be here. 
BRENDA When's it gonna stop? 
COLLETTE. It's never gonna stop. Build a boat. Get a 
hobby. It's never gonna stop. 
BRENDA. They'll just reschedule it. 
COLLETIE. Maybe they'll reschedule it. Maybe they'll de- 
cide, in their money-grubbing, self-justifying little minds, that 
c h q  don't need that scene. That it's gratuitous. 
BRENDA. It is not gratuitous! 
COLLETE. Maybe they'll decide you're gratuitous. 
BRENDA What do you mean? 
C O U T E .  They do that, you know. They're superstitious. 
They're fearful. They're ignorant as raw potatesucking peas 
ants. I know these people. They're cattle. One loud noise and 
t b q  stampede. 

Why do you hate me? 
COUTE. I do hate you. Very well put. 
BRENDA. m y ?  



COLLETTE. Oh, I'm not as easy to understand as you, 
Brenda. Why strain your mind? 
BRENDA. I want to know! 
COLLETTE. I don't care to explain myself to you. 
BRENDA. Bradley thinks you're lousy in the movie! He 
wants to cut you out! 
COLLETTE. Really? 
BRENDA. And I think he's right! 
COLLETTE. Do you? 
BRENDA. Bradley says you're a stage actress! 
COLLETE. Oh, I'm stung. So I'm too big, right? 
BRENDA. Way too big! Grotesque! That's the word he used! 
They're laughing at you in dailies! He said, what you're do- 
ing, it's KABUKI! 
COLLETE. Well, that does hurt. Kabuki. When you put it 
that way. Do you have something, you know, when you're sick 
of all this, that you close your eyes and dream about? 
BRENDA. What are you talking about? 
COLLETTE. I don't know. I'm looking for something. A r e  
laxing image to fall back on. A country cottage. A friendly 
manicurist. This could be a really good movie, you know? 
BRENDA. What are these, just random thoughts? 
COLLETI'E. It won't be. I know that. Or  if it is, it's just 
gonna he one of those strange monkey miracles that happen 
just often enough .... You know, if a monkey put it together 
and it turned out good. That's a monkey miracle. It happens 
sometimes. Just enough to give the monkeys hope. 
BRENDA. What did you say to Victor last night? 
COLLE'lTE. When did you talk to Bradley? (No answer.) 
That he was so forthcoming about my acting? 
BRENDA. What did you say to Victor? 
COLLETTE. That I thought Johnny should live. 
BRENDA. What? 
COLLETTE. I think Johnny should live. 
BRENDA. You do? 
COLLEITE. Yes. 
BRENDA. But so do I. 
COLLETTE. You do? 

BRENDA. Yes. 
COLLETTE. Why do you think Johnny should live? 
BRENDA. Because it's too depressing if he dies. Because the 
whole movie's just a meaningless bummer if he's dead at the 
end. 
COLLETE. That's why I think Johnny should live. I don't 
like agreeing with you. It doesn't sit well. Who should save 
him? (Brief pause.) 
BRENDA. You should. 
COLLETTE. I should? 
BRENDA. Yeah. (Paus.) 
COLLETTE. Humm. Huh. Duh. 
BRENDA. It doesn't matter that it's raining. 
COLLETTE. Why not? 
BRENDA. It's an insurance day. They have weather insur- 
ance against this kind of thing. 
COLLETTE. How do you know that? 
BRENDA. I know a lot about the movies. 
COLLETI'E. Oh, that's right. Your brother's in the business. 
BRENDA. I don't like people to know that. 
COLLETTE. Please. You trade on it. 
BRENDA. He's my stepbrother. (GUctte shrugs, then sings.) 
COLLETTE. It's raining, it's pouring. 
The old man is snoring . . . 
BRENDA. It actually works in my favor that it's raining. Now 
Nctor can fix the scene before we shoot it. So it tracks. 
COLLETTE. So it tracks to what? 
BRENDA. I'm just talking about character consistency. 
COLLETTE. You wouldn't know character consistency if it 
bit you in the neck. Oh, duh, I get it. You want to save 
Johnny. 
BRENDA. What? 
C0LLE'I-E. You save Johnny, you get the guy. It's your pic- 
ture. So who am I? Oh, I'm the rat! I'm the rat who set him 
up! Then you can cut out half my scenes. 
BRENDA. Three quarters. 
COUElTE. Victor would have to do a lot of work. 
BRENDA. He'll d o  it. 



COLLETTE. Of course the movie would be a piece of shit 
then, but that's a side issue. 
BRENDA. Why's that? 
COLLElTE. 'Cause then it's just a red herring movie. Oh, 
I thought it was her but it was HER. Pretty flat stuff. But in 
terms of career, very upper level. You get the guy, you trade 
up an agent, maybe you get one of those new faces articles. 
I had one of those. 
BRENDA. Six years ago. 
COLLEnE.  You think you're a little brainy brain, don't 
you? I know you. I know the list you keep, I know your empty 
litde heart. Every time I think I've fallen so low that I can't 
even lift my head and look at this face .... Every time I remem- 
ber, WITH SHAME, that I was a child, and what I did with 
what I was given .... Every time I get afraid, and I really d o  get 
afraid, of what I've done with my life, and that there's no  g e  
ing back, there's n o  purgatory I can submit myself to to cau- 
terize this ricotta cheese out of my soul ... 
BRENDA. You can't tell me ... 
COLLXTTE. SHUT UP! I meet someone like you. And I 
stop worrying about myself. And I start worrying about the 
world. What's that smell? 
BRENDA. What? 
COLLXlTE. There's some awful smell in here. (She pick up 
a urrcqaper basket.) It's coming from here. What is that? 
BRENDA. Oh, I know what it is. 
COLLElTE. What? 
BRENDA. Bradley is always changing this dressing on this 
sore he's got. (Collem drops the can.) 
COLLEnE.  Eww! What kind of sore? 
BRENDA. He's got this sore. It's on his BUTT! 
COLLElTE. Eww! Bradley was changing a dressing on his 
ass in our trailer? 
BRENDA. Yeah. 
COLLElTE. And you were here? 
BRENDA. Yeah. 
COLLElTE. And you let him? 
BRENDA. He was uncomfortable. 

COLLEnE.  Hey, you didn't ... 
BRENDA. What? No! 
COLLElTE. I believe you. 
BRENDA. Thank you. 
COLLElTE. At least Vlctor is humanly presentable. 
BRENDA. I think so. 
COLLElTE. He just such a fuckin' puppy. I wanna kick 
him. 
BRENDA. Oh, I wanna cuddle him! Something about him 
really touches me. And his work is so layered with levels ... 
COLLElTE. (Stomps on line.) Comon, drop it, Brenda! 
It's lost on me! 
BRENDA. Okay. 
COLLEl-I'E. We're getting along now. In a way. (Brenda be- 
ginr chanting.) Don't chant. 
BRENDA. Okay. What was the forecast? 
COLLElTE. Perpetual rain. I can't believe they haven't 
shuttled us off to some cover set. 
BRENDA. The AD. said there was no  cover today. 
COLLEl-I'E. You're kidding me! Geniuses. One of our parts 
is going to get cut to shit. If Johnny dies, both of our parts 
could get cut to shit. 
BRENDA Johnny can't die! 
COLLETI'E. AU right. Johnny can't die. That's our platform. 
BRENDA. And I want Victor. 
COLLEl-I'E. Victor is yours. After the shoot. 
BRENDA. What am I going to d o  with him then? I want 
him now. 
COLLEnE.  You can't have him now. If you have Victor 
now, he'll tip the story to you and my stuff will end u p  on 
the floor. You get him after. If you want, you can have Brad- 
ley now. 
BRENDA. I don't want Bradley! 
COLLElTE. There might be some value in it for you. 
BRENDA. I don't want him. 
COLLE~TE. Don't tell me you have a stomach that can be 
turned? 
BRENDA. There's something about Bradley that makes me 



feel really voodoo. 
COLLETI'E. I know what you mean. He's one of thcde g u p  
He's got dead eyes. 
BRENDA. He mid you have dead eyes. On film. 
COLLETIE. Why are you telling me these things that Bn- 
dley confided to you about me? 
BRENDA. If you offer me Bradley, then he mustn't be worth 
anything, so I guess I'm UI league with you. CoUette. We're 
friends. 
COLtETIE. Well, that's moving. 
BRENDA. My brother's baby-sitter used to have sex with 
him. I know that's like a guy's ultimate fmrsuy, a young guy 
anpvay, but it really merued him up. l've been incested. By 
him. It's a chain. My father doesn't show his feeling. He's Jo 
like dead. 1 took care of him when he left my mother. We 
kept house. That was the happiest time in my life. 
COLLETE. What happened? Did I accidentally hit a but- 
ton? 
RRENDA What do you mean? 
C O U E T E .  You just said this whole thing out of nowhere. 
BREPIDA. 11 came into my mind. 
COLLETE. You said the exact same speech to mc. In this 
uailer. Two weeks ago. 
BRENDA Oh. I'm m y .  
COLLElTE. So this is something you say. 
BRENDA. Yes, i t  is. 
COLLEITE. Why? 
BRWDA. It wins people over. 
COLtEITE. No it doesn't. 
BRENDA. Then I don't know why I do it. 
COW.EITE. You're like a beeping thing the space program 
sent out. Beep Beep Beep. 
BRENDA 1 do not go Beep Beep Beep. 
COLLETTE. I've got a bulletin for you, Brenda. You're get- 
ting further and further Fmm base. 
BRENDA. I do not go Beep Beep Beep. 
COLLEITE. No, you go 1 am famous. I am fatnous. 
BRENDA. I am going to be famous! I am going to chant 

till I an1 famous or I am dead! I'm going to see chis face in 
features1 I'm going to hear this voice in Dolby! People are 
going to do slavish slave imitations of me1 
COLLETE. Well, that's something to look b n m d  to. You 
know what's really weird about this picture? 
BRENDA. What? 
COLLElTE. Nobody's even trying to sleep with the direc- 
tor. 
BRENDA. I did. 
COLLE'ITE. What happened? 
BRENDA. 1 did. 
COLLE'ITE. Oh. All right, let's talk sbipt. And then we'll 
make our move. (Callcih picks up a -8.) Is rhis your b l o w ?  
BRENDA. Oh, yeah. 
COLLETI'E. Good. ( C O W  stuffs it in the ga* mn) Really 
fine fabric is great for absorbing a smell. I 

Scene 2 

Tk a&. Rain Jd(c rba& mrlrids t h y  hs si& win- 
dow. Bm+, in o jacket, ti* and plastic whiu mincd, 
h k  moodily out the window. S o w  knock on & dwr. 
&adtrl dam'i moue. Again a knock and no mpmur. Thm 
Viclm. in a dndnpp'ng shining Ma& sl ick,  coma in. 

VICTOR WeU, what do you want? 
BRADLEY. (Withihart rnDVlmDVlng.) Rain. 
VICTOR. You had a production assistant come to my 
mother's wake, Bradley. This better be good. What do  you 
want? 
BRADLEY. I fired the U.P.M. 
VICTOR What's a U.P.M.? 

I BRADLEY. The Unit Production Manager. It's an imponant 
job. 



VICTOR. Is id 
BRADLEY. We don't have weather insurance. 
VICTOR. All right, what's weather insurance? 
BRADLEY. It means, if it rains, it's okay. 
VICTOR. So what did this guy do? He didn't get the 
weather insurance? 
BRADLEY. No. I didn't get it. But. 1 can't lire myself. 1 can't 
do that to George. So I fired the U.P.M. 
VICTOR. OF WHAT, SIGNIFICANCE, IS THIS TO ME! 
(Bradley s e e m  to see Victor for the first time.) 
BRADLEY. Hi, Victor. How you doin*? 
VICTOR. NOT SO GOOD! MY MOTHER'S DEAD! 
BRADLEY. We've got to cut ten scenes from this movie. 
VICTOR. I'm not cutting one fucking scene! 
BRADLEY. We're gonna lose this location after today. That's 
olray. It's just a walk-and-talk. But we're out seventy-frve grand. 
The insurance glitch. That's a problem. Why don't you sit 
down. I can't. 
VICTOR. 1 don't want to sit down. 
BRADLEY. I know I screwed you out of twenty-five thousand 
dollars yesterday, Victor, but ... 
VICTOR. yes; you did! 
BRADLEY. And I'll be honest with you. If I thought I could 
stick vou for another twenty-five today, I would. I would take 
it from you. If I thought you had it on your person, I would 
knock you down and take it. I'm a desperate man. But re- 
member this. I'm desperate for you. 
VICTOR. You misread the situation. I'm not desperate. 
BRADLEY. Oh yes you are! But you're not in touch with 
it. It's in you, but you're not feeling it. You're like George. 
George, at this point, is stupid with fear and weakness and 
exhaustion. But he doesn't know it. He thinks he feels fine. 
You know why? 
VICTOR. I'm not cutting one scene from this movie! 
BRADLEY. Because I'm protecting him and I'm protecting 
you by using my body as a host. - kc.'* ' , , % 
VICTOR. Why don't you just rip the pages out of the 
script?l I don't have any contract protection! What do you 

need me for? Just let me go home and bury my mother. Call 
me for the wrap party. 
BRADLEY. 1 can't let you go! I need you, Victor! Don't walk 
out that door! Listen. The director is weak! George is a great 
guy, hut he's weak. He wan@ to be liked. He wants w be able 
to look in the mirror. He doesn't want to stomp on you like 
some others would do. If they were in charge. In a minute. 
He wants you to approve. 
VICTOR. Approve what? 
BRADLEY. Changes. - 
VICTOR. You mean you can't cut unless I say it's okay? 
BRADLEY. That's right. 

v 
VICTOR. Well then, that's easy. I approve of no cuts, no 
changes, and I'm going home. 
BRADLEY. Wait a minute, Victor! With power comes respon- 
sibility! There isn't enough money to shoot this whole script. 
There just isn't enough money 
VICTOR. For real? 
BRADLEY. For real. 
VICTOR So what are you going to do? What's the scenario? 
BRADLEY. Shoot till we go over budget. That triggers 
Completion Bond. Then they'll seize the picture. Slap what 
there is of it together. Voice-overs or something. It'll go 
straight to video. If it gets off the shelf. 
VICTOR. Really? 
BRADLEY. I've been alone with this. I could use a friend. 
VICTOR. If you had a friend, you'd eat him. 
BRADLEY. George Lee Beech is my friend. 
VICTOR And you're about halfway through him. 
BRADLEY. I don't expect you to understand 
VICTOR. Listen, I don't want to understand, but unfortu- 
nately I'm starting to. 
BRADLEY. The one thing you don't see in this is yourself. 
That's understandable and dangerous. You're very inexperi- 
enced. You're from the theatre. That's like the Outback of 
entertainment. How'd you get to be in the movie business? 
VICTOR. I'm a writer. I wrote a script. 
BRADLEY. How come you didn't write another play? How 



come you didn't write a novel? 
VICTOR. I've been asking myself that. 
BRADLEY. You know the answer. Moneyl Jing Jing. Money! 
VICTOR. Yes. 
BRADLEY. I work with money. Money is my life. Money's 
all I know, and there's only one thing I know about it. 
Money's just the smoke before you get to the bottom. Money's 
just confusion. 
VICTOR. I don't think it's good to listen to you. 
BRADLEY. Money's the place where morons stop and gape. 
Money isn't the root or flower of anything. You think you're 
in the movie business for the money, but nobody's in anything 
for the money. You were born to be in the business. 
VICTOR. I was? 
BRADLEY. Yes. 
VICTOR. I don't think so. 
BRADLEY. I know. It's my business to know. I would be use- 
less to George Lee Beech unless I had this knowledge of 
people. 
VICTOR. Where is Cnorge Lee Beech? 
BRADLEY. Not far from here. In a hotel room. Resting till 
be's needed. 
VICTOR. Why isn't he needed now? Why isn't he here tell- 
ing me we're in big uoublc and the script needs to be cut? 
BRADLEY. Because it would endanger your and George's 
relationship. 
VICTOR. What relationship? I never see George! 
BRADLEY. Your future relationship. 
VICTOR. You know, I'm just like amazed by something. 
BRADLEY. What? 
VICTOR. Why haven't 1 left this room? 
BRADLEY I'm gonna tell you a little story. 
VICTOR. Oh, please don't. 
BRADLEY. Once there was a great big pregnant bear. 
VICTOR. Are you really doing this? 
BRADLEY. And after a painful labor, she gave birth to seven 
baby bears. 
VICTOR. Seven. 

BRADLEY. So she was very tired. 
VICTOR. Sure. 
BRADLEY. And she looked at her seven babies, and they 
were all gooey and slimy with afterbirth. And in that miracu- 
lous way that Nature has built the bear, she felt in her heart 
a tremendous welling up of material feeling. 
VICTOR. Maternal feeling. 
BRADLEY. Right. And this maternal feeling tilled her with 
strength, so she licked and licked and licked her babies, one 
after the other, rendering them dean and fre.ih and beauti- 
ful. That is until she got to the seventh little bear. Right then, 
she ran out of gas, hadda seizure, and dropped dead. Muerto. I And the six, well-tended little bur. with their Mutjful brown 
coats, shed a tear, a tender tear, and bounded off into the 
woods. TO have wonderful lives. And the seventh cub, the 
unlicked cub, went into show business. 
VICTOR. That's it? 
BRADLEY. That's it. Whenever I can't believe the behavior 
of somebody in the business, I think, this is an unlicked cub. 
Whenever I can't believe my behavior, I think, I am an 
unlicked cub. Being shocked, being taken aback, it's a waste 
of time. This is the way we are! This is the skhouse we're ._ _ 
in! Let's get on with it! 
VICTOR. I'm not like you! ..\ ~ - ~~~ . .. - ~- 
BRADLEY. OH? HOW'S YOUR HOMELIFE? I 

VICTOR Fine! 
BRADLEY. Liar. But 1 expect you to lie. I don't mind. Re- 
lax. Lie. You can't help it Just like a baboon can't help it that 
God painted his butt red. Now listen, Victor. If there's a 
power play now, you can ta and win. But what are 
you winning? A bad name on it. (Brenda 
throws y e n  the door. fife rnin and s k 5  
drenched.) 
BRENDA. 1s it a11 right if I come in? 
VICTOR. Brenda, you're soaked. 
BRENDA. Oh, I'm fine. 
BRADLEY. An unlicked cub, Wctor. Keep the image in your 
mind. It can be useful. (To Brenda.) l found out two things 



about you, sweetie. You're not related to Dustin Murphy and 
you do not have notes from Bill Goldman. You don't even 
know Bill Goldman. 
BRENDA I do know Bill Goldman! 
BRADLEY. How do you know Bill Goldman? 
BRENDA. I know his son! 
BRADLEY. Bill Goldman doesn't have a son. 
BRENDA. Yes, he does! He has a stepson1 
BRADLEY. Oh, we're back to the stepstuff! Lucky us! (Hits 
the infercorn.) Get me Bill Goldman. 
BRENDA All right! 
BRADLEY. (To infercat.) Forget it. 
BRENDA My notes are still good! 
VICTOR. You have notes? 
BRENDA. Just some ideas. 
BRADLEY. Ten pages, singlespaced. 
BRENDA. I wanted to talk to you ... 
BRADLEY. You know, you're interrupting a meeting, 
Brenda ... 
BRENDA. But CoIIette told me you were going to be at 
Orso's. 
BRADLEY. I'll bet she did. 
VICTOR. Where'd she get that idea? 
BRADLEY A matchbook. Listen, Wctor, can I count on you 
not to be a big baby? Can I count on you to step f o m d  like 
a man and cut this script down to something we can shoot? 
VICTOR I know there's a problem with length, Bradley, and 
I wanna solve it, but I don't trust you! 
BRENDA. Why would you? He's a snake! 
BRADIXY. So I'm a snake! Don't m s t  me! Join the crowd! 
But notice the moment exclusive of me! Listen, Wctor! Can 
you hear that whispering wind? It's a fateful breeze, Vlctor, 
very gentle and very rare. IT DOES NOT LAST. It brings 
words many long to hear and few do hear. It's the Picture 
talking. It's saying: Shoot me. Take me out and shoot me. 
BRENDA. I don't hear anything. 
BRADLEY. Don't ignore this breeze, Victor, and the words 
it brings. It blows for you today, but tomorrow, I promise'you, 

it muss somebody else's hair. 
BRENDA. Is he talking in code? 
BRADLEY. I'm talking to Victor. I'm talking about control. 
with cutring comes control. 
VICTOR. Am I understanding you? 
BRADLEY. You are understanding me. 
VICTOR. I don't trust you. 
BRADLEY. Don't trust me. Use me. Exploit me. 
VICTOR. All right. I'll cut the script. All right. , 

-. . BRADLEY Now? Today? 
VICTOR. Yeah. t- ~. 
BRENDA. What are you going to cut? You're not going to -  
cut anything of mine, Victor, are you? (She +Us out he* notes.) 
I have some ideas about one way you could condens& ,.. , 
VICTOR. I think I know what to do. 
BRADLEY. Good! 
BRENDA You do? 
BRADLEY. Will you let the guy breathe! 
BRENDA. Does Johnny live? 
VICTOR. Yeah, Johnny lives. 
BRENDA. He does? 
VICTOR. Yeah. (The door slam open again. A so& Collctlc 
stands there.) 
COLLE'ITE. There you are! 
BRADLEY. Here you go. Another unlicked cub. 
BRENDA. Collette, Johnny lives! 
COLLE'ITE. Did you think you were going to away with 
that? 
BRENDA. Let me get you a towel. (Collctte leaps on Bmtda 
and sta* fo stran& he*.) 
COUETTE. Did you? Did you? (Vicfor p l k  he* off B m d a . )  
VICTOR. Collette, what are you doing? 
BRENDA. She's crazy! Help me! 
COUE'ITE. "She's crazy1 Help me!" Bitch! 
VICTOR. What are you doing? 
COLLETTE. She locked me in the trailer! 
BRENDA I lost my big scene today! 
COLLETTE. Oh, so you're what? Encrazed with grief to 



screw me over with your .... What are those? Are those your 
notes? Lemme see those! 
BRADLEY. Let them go, Victor. This has been coming on 
for a while. 
BRENDA. These are my ideas! This is America! No Way! 
COLLETTE. Way! (Collette weriles the n o w  from B m d a  and 
reads them.) 
BRENDA. No! Don't read those! Don't read! Don't read! 
COLLETTE. I am reading. 
BRENDA. Don't! 
BRADLEY. I think she's reading. 
COLLETE. Oh, you oinking pig! 
BRADLEY. Recent graduates of charm school,.no doubt. 
COLLETTE. You couldn't leave me anything, could you?! 
Have you read these, Victor? 
VICTOR. No, I haven't. (Gllette team them up.) 
BRENDA. You can't do  that! Those are my ideas! Collette, 
no! 
COLLETTE. I'm doing you a favor, Brenda. If he saw how 
greedy you are, he might start to feel about you as I do. 
BRENDA. I hate you. 
COLLETTE. Fine. Just as long as you don't go into that 
speech about being incested. 
BRENDA I told you that in confidence! 
VICTOR. She told you about that? 
COLLETE. She tells everybody about that! 
BRENDA. I do not! 
BRADLEY. She told me. "It's a chain," right? 
COLLETTE. So who's going to save Johnny? 
BRENDA. Me! Make it me! 
VICTOR. Helen. 
COLLETTE. Helen? 
BRENDA. Helen? 
COLLETTE. Who's Helen? 
BRENDA. Helen? Her? You don't even need that character! 
BRADLEY. Helen? My niece plays Helen. 
VICTOR. That's right. And she's a good little actress. 
BRADLEY. Helen. That would he good for my marriage. 

cOLLETTE. But then it's just a red hening movie. 
VICTOR. No, it isn'r Helen is a beautiful character. I just 
haven't brought her center stage. I can do that in one scene. 
BRENDA. But why Helen? Why not me? 
COLLETTE. Because you can't act, Brenda! You oughta 
thank Cod you're in this movie! You should be selling 
makeup at Macy's. You walk through your scenes like Bambi 
with polio! 
BRADLEY. JESUS! MY ASS IS ON FIRE1 Would anybody 
mind if I changed my dressing? 
COLLE'ITE. Don't you change that dressing in front of me, 
you animal! 
BRADLEY. Well, I'm not leaving the room! You two harpies 
might influence Victor to muck up the script. 
VICTOR. I can handle myself. 
BRADLEY. I believe you, hut I'm still not leaving the room. 
VICTOR. What's the matter with your ass? 
BRENDA. He has a sore on it the size of a jumbo shrimp. 
BRADLEY. Not anymore. Now it's the size of a Dungeness 
Crab! 
COLLETTE. E m !  
VICTOR. I can cut thirteen scenes. Then I'm going home 
to bury my mother. I'll fix the end later. 
BRADLEY. Perfect! 
BRENDA. What happened to your mother? 
VICTOR. She's dead. 
COLLETTE. (To Brenda.) Oh, I forgot to tell you. His 
mother's dead. 
BRADLEY. This is gonna salvage George Lee Beech's career, 
and I believe, literally, it may save my ass. 
BRENDA. I'm sorry about your mother. 
VICTOR. Thank you. 
BRENDA. Please don't cut all my scenes. 
COLLETTE. I know why you won't let Brenda save Johnny, 
but why won't you let me do it? I could do it. 
VICTOR. Because, Collette, you're a character actress! (CoUette 
S'nggm and collapses into a chair.) 
COLLETTE. Ohh! Urn! Duh! 



BRADLEY. I didn't think you had it in you, vctor! N~ce  
going! Straight, savage, beautifull Death in the afternoon! 
VICTOR. Shut up, Bradley. 
BRADLEY. Ladies, I think we may be witnessing the birth 
of a terrible thing: a movie director. 
VICTOR. That's it! That's what you should do! You should 
fire George and let me take over this picture! 
BRADLEY. Don't get ahead of yourself, Victor! There's al- 
ways another day to stab Caesar. Do you work, go home, and 
bury your mother. 
VICTOR. She's dead, 1 cried, now my first responsibility is 
to this picture! You need me! This is a rudderless boat! 
BRADLEY. I see your point, but this is George Lee Beech's 
picture. 
VICTOR I'm not even convinced there is a George Lee 
Beech. There's some guy you polnt out and say is George Lee 
Beech, but how should I know? I don't think anybody's direct- 
ing this movie and somebody has to! 
COLLETTE. Do any of you have a dream that you like, r e  
sort to, to escape from this business? 
BRADLEY. COME ON, LET ME CHANGE MY DRESSING?! 
COLLErn.  NO! 
BRENDA. You want me to change it for you? 
COLLE'ITE. Smy away from thatl E w f  Skiev! 
VICTOR. This movie's about my childhood. My childhood 
was a mess. This is my chance to straighten it out  Don't deny 
me that! 
BRADLEY. I hear you, but you've got to understand my loy- 
alties. 
COLLETTE. Okay, I've come up with a dream 
VICTOR. And I guess we're gonna hear it. 
COLLETTE. I'm dressed in rags, and I'm missing a few 
teeth, and I sell apples in the snow. Oh, yeah, and I have my 
dignity. 
BRENDA How much can you make selling apples? 
COLLETTE. Just enough to buy some more apples. (Brmdu 
and CoUertc h i t  into teak) 
BRADLEY. It's never really about money. 

VICTOR. No, it's not. It's about getting it right. Right, Bn, 
dlev? 
B&LEY. Yes, of course. And we will get it right, Victor! 
You and me and George Lee Beech. That triumvirate. He's 
given you approvals I wouldn't give to Yahweh. Stayed out of 
your footpath. You can continue to get that kind of support! 
You can get this picture right! But hear me when I say, 
there's beauty to staring in the background. Remember 
Brutus. He did very well. Till he wanted to direct. And in this 
case, even if you do wanna direct, do you have to put a name 
to it? Can't you just do it? The environment is there. 
VICTOR. I see. 
BRADLEY. Just don't put it into words. Put it into action. 
Quo mdis, Victor. quo mdis? 
VICTOR. All right It's a deal. 
BRADLEY. And don't wony whether people like you. 
VICTOR. I don't care now. I don't care whether anybody 
Iikes me. 
BRENDA I liked you better before. 
COLLETE. I never liked you. 
BRENDA That's tiue. I never liked him either. 
VICTOR I knew you never liked me. 
BRENDA. You did? 
VICTOR. Yes. 
BRENDA. Shit! 
COLLEm.  At least we're all talking English now. 1 VICTOR. That's right. You're language of choice (Bradlq 
opens his anns and states the mth.) 
BRADLEY. The rain's stopped. We can shoot. 
BRENDA. We're gonna shoot my scene! 1 VICTOR. We don't need it. We just need a shot of the two 
of them, these two, walking away. 
BRENDA. Walking away? 
C0LLEl-E. Walking away? 
BRADLEY. I don't have to call George if it's a second unit 
h o t  Tell me it's a second unit shot! 
VICTOR. It's a second unit shot. ( B m d b  heads for the he.) 1 BRADLEY. I'il get the crew! (Brad& is gm.) 



BRENDA. Where are we walking? 
VICTOR. You don't need to know. (Brenda starts q i n g  I 
harder.) 
BRENDA. I wanna know where I'm walking! 
COLLETE. I don't. 1 would be very satisfied to, without 
any idea of what I'm doing, walk away. Just point me. 
VICTOR. You know, I think this is going to be a good 
movie. 
COLLETIE. Hope springs eternal. Among the monkeys. 
BRENDA. 1 really am sorry about your mother. Can we at 
least walk toward the camera? 
VICTOR. We're going to get thts together. We're going to 
have major distribution. This is going to be a Disney Picture! 
COLLETIE. Just tell me where to go. Better yet, just draw 
a line along the ground, and mutely point, and 1'11 know what 
you mean. 
BRENDA. I swear to God. I do know Bill Goldman's s t ep  
son! 
COLLETTE. Do I have to be in the shot with her? 
BRENDA. 1 am famous, I am famous, I am famous. 1 am 
famous ... 
COLLETI'E. There she goes. I swear on the experience of 
my Life, on everything I hold either sacred or profane. I swear 
to God she's saying Uncle Remus! 

THE END 

PROPERTY LIST 

ACT ONE 
Scene 1 
Wastepaper basket with picture resumes 
On table: magazine with Steven Spielberg on cover 

note paper cube 
pens and pencils in holder 
2 copies of new scene on yellow paper 
tray with: Scotch liquor bottles 

glasses 
ice bucketwith ice cubes 

5 scripts in William Moms Agency covers 
bandages for butt, in decorative holder 
script in black k i n g  binder 

Scene 2 
On table: full bottle of white wine 

wine glass, full 
stemmed water glass, full 
rocks glass 
dinner plate with half a chicken and sliced carrots 
salt and pepper shakers 
2 candles in glass baskets with netting 
5 fork/knife/napkin set-ups 
1 fork/knife set-up 

Offright: rocks cocktail (cranbenyjuice with ice) (VICTOR) 
call sheet with notes (VICTOR) 
hard-boiled egg (VICTOR) 

ACT TWO 
Scene 1 
Wastepaper basket with used bandage in it 
Silk blouse, on chair back 


