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SYNOPSIS 

WILBERT, a "pure" novelist whose aesthetic muse has dried up, is com
missioned to write an episode for a prime-time, mass-market vulgar 
T.V. series by his former old friend SY, now the series' Assistant Pro
ducer. WILBERT is to inject new blood into the commercially flagging
series by creating a new character, a young romantic male lead. But
that character, THADDEUS, suddenly disappears from WILBERT'S work
ing script. WILBERT accuses SY of having THADDEUS kidnapped, but
SY denies it. WILBERT hires a tough Private Eye, BRUCE WAIN, to find
THADDEUS. Meanwhile, THADDEUS, who has amnesia, meets a lovely
young would-be actress, RoxY, in Sardi's; they fall in love. BRUCE WAIN
arrives too late at Sardi's: THADDEUS has gone to be auditioned for,
coincidentally, the same role for which WILBERT had created him. The
producers fly THADDEUS, whom they rename PRINCE GLITZ, to L.A. to
be filmed in the T.V. series, amid press media hullabaloo. BRUCE WAIN
follows him there, then ROXY, as well as WILBERT. The latter three find
themselves also cast as characters in the same T.V. series, along with
the series' actual producers, director, etc. Thus the drama merges on
two levels: the actual action and the T.V. series acting. These two levels
cpincide and become one.

ACT ONE 

SCENE I 

(N. Y.C.-WILBBRT's East Village apartment.) 

(WILBERT, feverish excitement in his eyes, leaves his 
paper-cluttered desk and rushes out of the room, and 

out of his flat, and out of the building. Silence. Then 

from below paper-cluttered desk, a weird slow-motion 

crashing-through occurs: the figure of THADDEUS
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to me. Bought a little place along the ocean, a little get-away, two ten
nis courts, pool, hot tub. I tell ya, this series has _been good to me, real 
good. You know I'm real happy that I could cut you in on some of the 
action. 

WILBERT: Thank you. 

SY: By the end of the season we'll be number one. If things work out 
(Looks at WILBERT'S briefcase) and Morton is happy with your work, 

maybe I can get you on the staff: it'll be an income like I know you 
never even saw yet, with all your lifetime struggling as a writer, you 
poor sap. 

WILBERT: Here I am-there you are. How changed we are from those 
old days when we started out together in the glow of youthful ideals. 

SY: Yeah, we sure go back, don't we. But when I think about it, it was 
another incarnation, Wilbert. Another time and another space. It sure 

don't stack up against what I got now. 

WILBERT: I've stuck to my guns nobly till recent years when my Muse 
dried up, thus sucking the life out of potential new novels. 

SY: Had a bad day, huh? This city is no good for the psyche. Maybe 
you've been havin' women trouble. I'll get you a drink. Scotch, right? 
(WILBERT doesn't answer; SY prepares a drink.) As for me, you know 
what? I can't even remember some of the titles of those novels I wrote! 
Poetic rubbish. 

WILBERT: You willfully, ignominiously sold out years ago. 

SY: (Vigorously, in self-defense, self-justification) Sold out? Bought in! 
Look at me now: I'm paid too much, do little work, get to travel a lot, 
have friends and fawners in abundance-(Forcefully, emphatically, rub

bing it in:) I have fun and still I reach twenty million plus a week! (Com

place11tly, as though that settles it:) Now tell me, what more can we ask 
for in this life, right? 

WILBERT: You've become a weary cynic, a conformist in the commer
cial exploitation of the lowest popular taste. It's a sad sight! 





176 

the credits; your name elevates our show-biz mass-market commercial 
classiness with the imported extra clout of your contribution to our 
product: your pseudo-intellectual literary pretentiousness. We'll get 
the cover story from T. V. Guide at least, and the highbrow press will 
fork over promotional coverage. 

WILBERT: I was hired for that? Is my name worth that much? Then I 
do have credentials! My devotion to pure writing has been vindicated! 

SY: You poor slob. Don't let it go to your head. All your hard work, your 
dedication to your so-called craft, makes you-you know what?-a 
nobody! Nobody recognizes you on the streets, but they're beginning 
to recognize me. I have a limousine, too. 

WILBERT: You've sunk as low as a snake in the grass. Your sneer has 
lowbrow slime written all over it. 

SY: Is that an example of your gratitude? I love you, we're old friends, 
so why come at me like I'm <loin' something wrong? 

WILBERT: (In ominous tone, to accompaniment of musical chord) 
Because you are-you've done great wrong! Where's my character? 

SY: (Perplexed, puzzled) Where's my what? Are you crazy? I throw a 
nice fat series commission at you, for old times' sake, and you make out 
like I stole your soul. 

WILBERT: (Staring at SY; still taken aback, finding new SY unrecogniz
able from old one) Are you human? 

SY: So Wilbert baby-(Eyes WrLBERT's briefcase) ... Where's the script? 

WILBERT: I knew you would mention it-hypocrite! 

SY: Don't be spiteful. 

WILBERT: (Sarcastic) Old friend! 

SY: (Earnest, busy, trying to get back to point) I love you, Wilbert, but 
another time. I have this dinner party, then I fly back to L.A. tomorrow 
afternoon. Come out there and spend some time pool-side. Do you 
play tennis yet? (Eyeing briefcase:) So let's have it. 

WILBERT: (Mocking) Sure, "let's have if' 
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acter-

SY: (Interrupting, impatiently) Yes, yes, fascinating, I only wish we 
could relax and have a chat, for old times' sake if for nothing else, but

I gotta get ready. 

WILBERT: (Sarcastically) Oh how disappointing for poor abandoned 
me. 

SY: (Interrupting) I'll read the script on the way to L.A. and give you 
a call. 

WILBERT: (Snatching back the briefcase) It's all your fault-you damn 
kidnapper! 

SY: Is something wrong with the script? 

WILBERT: Stop pretending you don't know what I'm talking about. 

SY: Wilbert, I love you. But this is no time for jokes! 

WILBERT: Who's joking? 

SY: Be professional, baby. 

WILBERT: Professional? I, at least, still have a profession! What's 
yours ?-Prostitution? 

SY: You disappoint me. 

WILBERT: Sy, you and I-we go back a long way together. 

SY: I don't have any more time to give you. Right now, I need this prod
uct. (Pointing to briefcase in WILBERT'S possession.) 

WILBERT: (Still stalling, to be spiteful, in power play) "Product!" I'm 
not some prefab-cranking piece of mass machinery. Respect me, I'm an 
artist, even if it takes me years, even though the script is commissioned 
by your time-bomb deadline-respect me-

SY: Look, baby, what are you trying to pull on me? You're getting me 
all tensed and stressed out. In this situation I'm in control, I'm the asso
ciate producer. 

WILBERT: You're not in control of this (Pointing to self) exploited peon 
scribbler! (SY aggresses, WILBERT pushes him away.) 
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SY: (Ignoring WILBERT'S tone) Did you develop him okay? 

WILBERT: (Blowing up) You took him! You helped yourself! 

SY: Take it easy: Would another drink tone you up? 

WILBERT: Under intense pressure to meet today's deadline, I was 
working away-

SY: (Interrupting, conciliatory) If all you could manage was a rough 
draft, that would be acceptable. 

WILBERT: I worked myself to a frenzy of exhaustion, till sorely need

ing a rest break to curb my whirling head. 

SY: I didn't ask you to write an epic. 

WILBERT: Anyway, to clear my fiery head I left off writing to go for a 
walk, to breathe the free and open air so far as this ever-crowded city 
would permit, with its big buildings bulging together to close me in 
with my head bursting out. 

SY: The script, Wilbert! 

WILBERT: Returning-somewhat refreshed and calmed down, ready 
for renewed exertions, in the ardors of verbal battle, I turned to the 
manuscript with a glorious glow, only to discover-

(Pause and organ chord.) 

SY: Yes?-Discover what? 

WILBERT: The brazen crime of an old and former friend, now ruthless 
and amoral! 

SY: What the hell are you talkin' about?! 

WILBERT: (Staring fixedly at SY) You play dumb so convincingly ... 
Braced by my head-clearing walk, fortified to the restored levels 
of working energy, I took up my pen, angled my typewriter to the 
ready ... first surveying my pages already written by dint and stint of 
brow-sweating labor ... 

SY: So what happened? 
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terrible! How could this happen? Blank spaces, more blank spaces! 
Some magic vandalism. Some leprechaun, some negative occult deity. 
The context reveals all the places he has to appear-and they're gaping 
holes!-white, wiped of type! 

WILBERT: (Himself re-examining a few pages) And here! And look here! 
Gone and stolen, bodily, from all these multiple places. I-(He looks 

ready to cry, in despair.) 

SY: This is like "Twilight Zone:'

WILBERT: Why me? Why Thaddeus? 

SY: Look, keep cool. (Tremblingly pours himself a drink, gulps it. Trem
blingly, reaches for phone.) I'll phone L.A. They'll know how to ... 

WILBERT: (Coming out of his grief-stultification) You know what 
they've done with him. 

SY: (Confused) What? 

WILBERT: I'm convinced by the conviction of logical intuition that the 
culprit stands before me-he's you! 

SY: Don't joke about it. 

WILBERT: (Taking over) No joking. Only a few questions. (Pushes SY 
into a chair.) 

SY: Hey, what-? 

WILBERT: Not you-me, I'm the one to ask the questions. 

SY: (Protestingly) Look-

WILBERT: (Interrupting decisively) Where were you at three-thirty this 
afternoon? 

SY: You think I have the key to your apartment?! 

WILBERT: My character-he's lost. 

SY: (Accompanied by organ chord) Are you sure you even had a char
acter? 

WILBERT: Extracted, lifted-bodily, entire, with all his soul's potential 
still immature but ripe in the brilliance of promise-from those script 
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before SY can.) 

SY: (Yelling) It's my phone! 

WILBERT: T.V. pillager! Stealing Thaddeus out of envy, spite, malice, 
and crass commercialization, you pilfered my soul's alter-ego, my noble 
created other self, the purity of my heart! 

SY: Search my whole hotel room, search me even. 

WILBERT: Your network hoods did the dirty work and have him in 
their clutches. I want him released-(1hreateningly:)-or-

SY: (Calmly, regaining control) Sit down and relax before you burst a 
blood vessel! Let me take over. 

WILBERT: (Irate, aggressing on SY) Arch enemy of art! You commer
cialized meddler, you character-flattener! This cynical tampering by 
envious, world-besotted villain-

SY: (Warding WILBERT off) Behave yourself. Wherever he is, we'll find 
him. 

WILBERT: How? 

SY: By assigning some reliable writers, and helping you patch up the 
script. 

WILBERT: "Patch up!" my beloved character! (Wails like a wounded 

animal.) 

SY: Wilbert, why not just fill in the blanks with a new character? 

WILBERT: You've lost all concept of the true writer's art. "Just fill in the 
blanks!" 

SY: But why not? 

WILBERT: There can never be another Thaddeus, the whole world 
over. He was once-in-a-lifetime-a unique entity, irreplaceable, undu
plicable. 

SY: Oh, come on, now! 

WILBERT: (Earnestly) In him I'd found my own consummate charac-
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WILBERT: I need your help, please, and I'll pay promptly. 

WAIN: Make yourself at home. 

WILBERT: I have what must be the most unusual case you, in your 
professional capacity, have ever been asked to handle. 

WAIN: All my cases are unusual. 

WILBERT: Mine is truly extraordinary ... 

WAIN: I'll tell you how extraordinary it is after I've solved it. 

WILBERT: Good. I was told you're precisely the man for the job. 

WAIN: What's the problem, Mr. Wills? 

WILBERT: You must realize how difficult it must be for me to discuss it. 

WAIN: I've heard them all. 

WILBERT: This has been a most upsetting experience. 

WAIN: Relax, sit down. 

WILBERT: (Sits down) Thank you, Mr. Wain. 

WAIN: Cigarette? 

WILBERT: Thanks, but I don't smoke. 

WAIN: Chewing gum? 

WILBERT: No, I can't-dentures. 

WAIN: So start from the beginning. 

WILBERT: You see, I'm a novelist, poet, short story writer, and occa
sional essayist by profession. In addition, my lecture tours ... 

(Both WAIN and WILBERT go into fast action as WIL

BERT indicates his life history. Sound of WILBERT'S

sped-up dialogue comes over the P.A.) 

WAIN: You really make a living doing that? 

WILBERT: I do eke out a living, yes, not the best one ... 

WAIN: Okay, that T. V. stuff-what gives? 
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Some novice hack?! I 've written dozens of characters of every shape, 

color, size, period, style, and philosophical inclination. My works are 
well-respected and-if I do say so-elegantly formed. Because they 
haven't received a popular audience has no bearing on their aesthetic 
merit. Undoubtedly my fame awaits me, in the tardy irony of the post
humous. 

WAIN: What's this guy's name again? 

WILBERT: Thaddeus ... dear, poor Thaddeus. 

WAIN: (Spelling it) T-H-A-D-

WILBERT: (Finishing spelling) D-E-U-S: "Thaddeus:• 

WAIN: Last name? 

WILBERT: I didn't get that far yet. I was on the verge

WAIN: Keep calm. I'm here to help you. 

WILBERT: Sorry, sir. I had just begun to render him. The blood was 
beginning to flow. From my volume of notes I had introduced him to 
the script. He embodied the ideal hero. He was to become lifelike, real. 
This lost love of my soul was spontaneously developing into the distil
lation of all my toil and literary development. The culmination of my 
lifetime nurturing of genius, he was arriving, he was coming-

WAIN: Uh, Mr. Wills ... ? 

WILBERT: Certainly-yes? 

WAIN: You and this Thaddeus guy ... (Mimes homosexual gestures: 
limp wrist, etc.) 

WILBERT: (Indignant) Mr. Wain! 

WAIN: Then what was your relationship? 

WILBERT: Simply that of creator to creation. It's the consummate rela
tionship. 

WAIN: I see. 

WILBERT: I doubt if you actually do. 

WAIN: Look, Mr. Wills, you gotta help me find him-see? 
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WAIN: Build? 

WILBERT: Build? 

WAIN: Yeah. Build. 

WILBERT: An interesting problem. Medium. Well-toned, but not too 
muscular. Like a Michaelangelo figure in the heroic mold ... Or rather, 
Bernini: slender, supple. 

WAIN: Hair? 

WILBERT: Soft, slightly curly. 

WAIN: I mean the color. 

WILBERT: Black! ... 

WAIN: Black? 

WILBERT: Of course not! What was I saying?! Blond. And, of course, 
natural. 

WAIN: Eyes? 

WILBERT: Blue! 

WAIN: Beard or moustache? 

WILBERT: (Severely) Nothing of the sort. He's a classical inspiration, 
not a cartoon strip! 

WAIN: Birth marks, identifying scars, tattoos? 

WILBERT: How fortunate you mentioned that! 

WAIN: (To himself) Oh brother! 

WILBERT: What was that? 

WAIN: No brothers? 

· WILBERT: No, not the least.

WAIN: How about family?

WILBERT: He's the last remaining heir of a long and noble line ...

WAIN: Huh?

WILBERT: The long-lost last prince of an ancient royal duchy. Due to
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WAIN: Who's the dame? 

WILBERT: As pre-established, she's an ongoing character, an aspiring 
actress, a starlet in the making. 

WAIN: Name? 

WILBERT: Nothing I would choose. I suppose it's perfect for T.V. 
Catchy, sexy, actressy. How they meet ... 

WAIN: What type of a guy is this Thaddeus? 

WILB.ERT: (Indignant) Type! How dare you! What do you take me for? 
I create unique original individuals, not-

WAIN: Describe him. 

WILBERT: Brilliant. Articulate, well-mannered. Highly artistic, 
innately cultivated, distinguished superior. But tough, worldly, prac
tical, too. Confident, self-assured, quick to act. Magnetic. Electrifying. 

In short, dynamite. 

WAIN: Where was he last seen? 

WILBERT: In the scene I put him into. Late afternoon, sitting in Sardi's. 
That's where I had left him ... 

WAIN: Any chance he left on his own? 

WILBERT: What?! 

WAIN: Maybe he wanted to leave. 

WILBERT: (Indignant) He'd never be so ungrateful as to leave me-his 
creator-when only half-developed! 

WAIN: Mr. Wills, you're in a different medium now, where anythin' can 
happen. 

WILBERT: (On his knees,frantic) Promise me you'll find him! Promise 

me! 

WAIN: Cut the hysteria. (Pause.) One last thing. 

WILBERT: (Getting up) Yes? 

WAIN: What was he wearin' the last time you saw him? 
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quy, for it now becomes appropriate-sane-to change my monologue 
into a dialogue: losing, in the process, that solitary isolation called 
loneliness. 

(RoxY, having entered Sardis looking for someone else, 
but seen and been impressed by THADDEUS, has glided 
or sidled over to his table.) 

ROXY: Hi. Mind if I join you? I'm waiting for somebody-you know 

how it is to wait for somebody. 

THADDEUS: I've been waiting too. 

RoXY: Really? Who for? 

THADDEUS: You, perhaps. 

RoxY: Oh no, don't get me wrong, mister. I just thought

THADDEUS: How opportune you are! I was just feeling so self-pityingly 
lost. 

Roxy: (Sitting down at THADDEus's table) You don't talk like you look. 

THADDEUS: How so, my beauty? 

RoxY: (Blushing at what THADDEUS called her) Are you some professor 
or something like that? I went to acting school, because I'm destined to 

be an actress. I just can't wait! 

THADDEUS: You're the messenger, the go-between. I'm so grateful! I 
adore you! 

RoxY: (Surprised, not unpleasantly) what made you say that? 

THADDEUS: I don't know ... I'm not me. Are these words my own? Or 
am I a mouthpiece-

RoxY: But we've only just met

THADDEUS: Something destined us to meet. 

Roxy: Now look, you're putting me on, aren't you? 
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ROXY: (Exclaiming, as to a child) He's the biggest star of all soap opera. 
He's in-don't tell me you haven't seen it!- ''As All the Guilding World's 
Hospital Turns with Hope:' 

TuADDEUS: Bombastic, pretentious title. 

RoxY: I think you're fabulous. 

THADDEUS: Why, thank you. 

Roxy: The minute I saw you, when I first walked in, I knew you were 
the maximum! I knew it! 

TuADDEUS: You insist so convincingly, out of such conviction ... 

RoxY: What's your astrology sign? 

TuADDEus: I feel as ifl'm being taken over. But it's a pleasant feeling
with you. 

RoxY: (Passionately) Oh darling! (She impulsively kisses THADDEUS;

then backs off, looking abashed and self-conscious at what she's just done. 
Recovers herself, sighs romantically.) 

TuADDEUS: My life is a vacuum. Why don't you fill it? 

RoxY: (Begins to respond warmly, but then spots someone) Oh look! 
There's Tony Evans! 

THADDEUS: Sorry, 1-

RoXY: He produces movies and T.V. (Looking at THADDEus's no-recog
nition expression:) Where have you been? 

TuADDEUS: (Affectionately mocking) "Where have you been?!"-Your 
refrain, from which you couldn't refrain. 

ROXY: You're a real smoothie! 

TuADDEUS: Pardon. I didn't realize-

RoXY: (Taking out a pack of cigarettes) You want a cigarette? (Puts one 
in his mouth and lights it.) You know-you're really odd. Are you from 
L.A.?

TuADDEUS: L.A.? L.A.? That has a familiar ring to it.
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THADDEUS: Thanks. 

RoxY: (Fervently) We'll always be together! We'll be inseparable! We'll 
be known as the team-like Lunt and Fontaine, like Hepburn and 
Tracy, like Taylor and Burton, like-

THADDEUS: I was drowning, but you've pulled me ashore. 

RoxY: (Ecstatic) This was fated to be, Co-stars! Hollywood's top 
romantic pair! (In rhapsody:) I can see it! I can see it! 

THADDEUS: A lovely vision. And you're a vision in loveliness. 

RoxY: (Turning more coy) What a line! You don't waste much time, do 
you? 

THADDEUS: (Philosophically) What, then, is time? 

ROXY: (Literal-mindedly) Oh, don't worry. (Looking at her wristwatch.) 

It's still early. 

THADDEUS: You'll take care of me? 

Roxy: (Worldly) If this is an act, I can tell you-it's working. 

THADDEUS: Maybe it is an act. Am I playing a pre-ordained role? Am I 
being directed by some invisible hand? Am I, unwittingly, performing 
a part, in character, in some drama larger-or smaller-than life? 

ROXY: (Sympathetically) Don't let it bother you. 

THADDEUS: I'm being enveloped-taken over-I'm weak-I'm hun
gry ... Marconi. 

ROXY: Marconi! Do you know Marconi?! He's the biggest casting 
director in New York! I've been hoping to get in to see him for a year! 

THADDEUS: I have an appointment with him. 

RoxY: What?! When?! Where?! 

THADDEUS: (Pulls out a business card, shows it to ROXY) Here. 

RoxY: Two-thirty! Fabulous! He's only seven blocks away. We'll go 
together, he'll cast us as a team! Wait for me, be back in a jiff, just going 
to the little girls' room to powder my nose and fix my hair. 
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WAIN: Then I proceeded to-

WILBERT: (Interrupting) It's truly possible: Roxy is their instrument: 
a sexually alluring device planted by them to tempt my unsuspecting 
Thaddeus away from me-permanently. 

WAIN: Then I proceeded to-

WILBERT: (Interrupting) Mr. Wain-excellent detective work! 

WAIN: -To one-twenty-two Prince Street, that address you had for 
him. 

WILBERT: Yes?-yes? 

WAIN: No cigar. I had to rough up the super a little, so he spilled what 
he had and it wasn't much. Apartment 3F is vacant, been for some time. 
He swore he don't remember any guy of Thaddeus's description bein' 
there. 

WILBERT: All this-it's too upsetting. 

WAIN: It's only the tip of the iceberg, Mr. Wills. 

WILBERT: The dreadful possibility occurs to me that, this very 
moment, my Thaddeus is being corrupted, contaminated, by the com
pany of actual T.V. characters in person! 

WAIN: Yeah, it sure could be. Got anythin' on the dame? 

WILBERT: Not me. I gave you all I had on her. They saddled me at 
the onset with her basic character outline to work from; but as for her 
particulars apropos of our desperate quest of Thaddeus; I'm at a loss. 

WAIN: Yeah? What happens next in the "plot"? 

WILBERT: (Admiringly) Of course! How logical you are! I knew I hired 
the right man! (Goes to desk and piles through his papers.) 

WAIN: Cut the flattery, Mr. Wills. 

WILBERT: I was assigned by plot requirement to follow Thaddeus on 
appointment to a leading major T.V. casting agent, for Scene Three. 

WAIN: What name you got for that guy? 

WILBERT: He too, is an ongoing character in the series. (Finds name at 
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WILBERT: No! There must be! (Takes the outline; reads; disappointed:) 
You're right: it says, "To be continued in L.A:' 

WAIN: Who gave you this Plot? 

WILBERT: Sy did-he's the associate producer, and story editor, of this 
series. 

WAIN: Then he's the man we want. 

WILBERT: When I first discovered my hero's disappearance, my suspi
cion pointed to Sy as the one behind it. 

WAIN: If it's that guy's plot, he's the one we're after. 

WILBERT: The villain-I can see him controlling, manipulating Thad
deus at the evil promptings of his whim, for slick commercial gain. 

WAIN: (Making aggressive gestures) Where do I find 'em? 

WILBERT: He lives in Los Angeles, but is at a New York hotel at the 

moment. But hurry-he's due to fly back to Los Angeles very soon. 

WAIN: Why would he want to take Thaddeus? 

WILBERT: The survival of his series-in fact of his career-depends on 

his getting his greasy paws on a well-drawn character to degrade into 
the vulgar appeal of stereotype. 

WAIN: (Philosophically-for him) It's dog eat dog, all right. 

WILBERT: T.V. is notorious for its plundering, pillaging of truly origi
nal characters and stories: they're stolen, raped for all they're commer

cially worth, then discarded broken, uselessly vulgarized, drained of 
soul and substance. 

WAIN: How come you didn't mention Sy before? 

WILBERT: You see, Sy, in years gone by, had been my friend; and for an 

old friend to stab me in the back-

WAIN: Those are the ones that'll do it to ya. 

WILBERT: Before desperation turns to despair, we must pull out all the 
stops, leave no stone unturned, nor guilty nose unbroken, pursuing a 
single goal-get Thaddeus back to me, intact! 
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THADDEUS: They are? Where? ... Is that who I am? I've been at a loss, 
pondering my identity. 

MARCONI: (Melting) You're sweet, dumb, and innocent-just the way 
I like them. But really-you must do something before I let you go in 

there. (Scolding like a parent:) Just look at you! 

(MARCONI takes it upon himself to adjust THADDEus's 

clothes to make him look up-to-date fashionable: takes 
off his glasses, puts his collar up, etc.) 

THADDEUS: I'm feeling awkward. 

MARCONI: Don't worry, my infant, big daddy will be there to help you. 
(Backing up to inspect the "new" THADDEUS:) Now you look more like 
the hunk you are, my gorgeous piece of handiwork! 

(MARCONI stares at THADDEUS, till THADDEUS finally, 

self-consciously, has to break the silent staring spell.) 

THADDEUS: Something else wrong? 

MARCONI: (Shaking his head-incredulous with wonder) I just can't get 
over it! 

THADDEUS: Over what? 

MARCONI: You look exactly like the character breakdown! It's incred
ible! 

THADDEUS: How happy I am, at last, to be rounding out into some 
identity! I feel I'm in good hands. What should I do next? 

MARCONI: That's the boy! Now, take this side and read it over. (Leav

ing.) I'll be right back out and they'll be ready to audition you, dear. 

THADDEUS: Read this? But you took my glasses. 

(MARCONI exits. THADDEUS tries to read by holding the 
paper close to his face. MARCONI enters again.) 
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VITTORIO: Buongiorno! 

THADDEUS: Placere, Signor. 

MARCONI: (Surprised) Oh-you speak Italian? 

THADDEUS: Huh? 
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MARCONI: And this is Maggie, the series' Associate Producer. 

THADDEUS: The series? 

MARCONI: Isn' t he fun? So Sy, would you like to fill Thaddeus in a little 
on the scene? 

SY: We'll just lay a few things on you; then you can take it from there. 
It's about a guy just like you: a good-looking guy, name of Prince Glitz, 
he's found wandering around New York-and he doesn't know who he 
is, or where he's from. 

MAGGIE: (Husky sexy throaty voice in all her speeches) And in this 
scene he wanders right into Sardi's, sits down, and has a beer. 

VITTORIO: (Italian accent in all his speeches) A lovely, universal scene! 
So touching! He is right in the middle of a pure, pure identity crisis! 

SY: And right then, this dame Roxy comes in-looking for somebody. 

THADDEUS: (Recognizing) Roxy! That's right, Roxy. 

MAGGIE: (Sexually responding to THADDEUS, to parallel her descrip

tion) As soon as she enters, without expecting to be, she finds herself 
attracted-immediately-to Prince as to a magnet, she's drawn to him. 
Why? Because of his irresistible sexual powers. He's a knockout! ... 
And that's you, all over ... 

THADDEUS: (As ifby belated discovery) Prince did you say ... my name 

is Prince Glitz? 

SY: You got it! That's you! 

THADDEUS: But where does he come from? What's wrong with him? 
Why doesn't he know where he is-and why he's there? Is he in posses
sion of his faculties; fully, to find his bearings, his orientation, and to 
locate himself, at the core of identity? 
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SY: Great! We love it! 

THADDEUS: (Indicating script) Let's read this. I've got to know more. 

SY: Yeah, you'll find your way, you'll make your own way. 

THADDEUS: I'm dying to! Please! 

SY: That's the spirit! You're getting there! 

MARCONI: Thaddeus's right-let's get back to the script. He can feel 
his own way. 

THADDEUS: I can! 

MARCONI: I' ll be reading the part of Roxy, the pretty girl who's just 

come into the restaurant. 

THADDEUS: Yes, Roxy-it's coming back to me. 

SY: That's terrific, Thaddeus baby. 

MAGGIE: (Winking at THADDEUS) We're ready if you are. 

THADDEUS: (Reading with some difficulty) Where am I? Oh, how did I 
get here? Why ... I must be lost! But how, how? Ah, why am I feeling 

this way? It's tragic! I'm overwhelmed! Who am I? 

(MARCONI, in playing RoxY, unwittingly imitates and 
mimes her precise voice, gestures, mannerisms, etc., as 

she was in previous scene, Scene IV:) 

MARCONI: (Playing RoxY; reading) Hi. Mind if I join you? I'm waiting 
for somebody-you know how it is to wait for somebody. 

THADDEUS: (Reading) Why of course, baby. Sit down and make your
self at home. You've chased all my loneliness away! You make me feel 

like a man! 

MARCONI: (Playing RoxY; reading) Oh no, don't get me wrong, mister. 
I just thought-

THADDEUS: (Reading) You sure are good-looking. Let's have a little 

chat. Who knows-it could lead to romance! 
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SY: Thaddeus baby, are you under contract now? 

THADDEUS: What? 

MAGGIE: How much camera work have you done? 

THADDEUS: What? 

VITTORIO: Is that you natural hair color? 

SY: Thaddeus, you see this paper? 

THADDEUS: Of course. What is it? 

SY: I'll tell you what it is. Now listen. 

THADDEUS: Please. 
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SY: It's a two-year contract to play the leading man in our T.V. series, 
"Fantasy Life:• Happy to have you aboard. Will you sign it, please? 

MAGGIE: We think the role was made for you. 

VITTORIO: You and the role fit, like the snug together. 

SY: Yeah, there's no difference. Sign, baby.

THADDEUS: I'm not sure. I'm somewhat scared by all this-taken 
aback, somewhat. Apprehensive. My life is at stake. My whole life. 

MARCONI: (In confidential, intimate tone) Darling, take it. They're 
making you a wonderful offer. 

MAGGIE: Yes, just think: for the next two years you won't have a thing 
to worry about! 

SY: Your slightest needs will be taken care of. You'll have tons of money, 
and future financial security. 

VITTORIO: Every week, twenty million Americans soak you up, they 
drink you in-you get fan mail! 

SY: You're star material. We'll smooth you out-polish you up. A little 
shading, here and there-presto!-you are the role! You're a star! 

MAGGIE: You' ll fit it perfectly. (Erotically suggestively:) You're a perfect 
fit! 

THADDEUS: I'm overwhelmed, it's too wonderful to be true. But-
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sure the limo is downstairs for me. (To everyone:) Let's get hustling. 

MARCONI: Sure thing, Sy. 

SY: Vittorio, you and I have that five o'clock at LaGuardia, or we'll miss 
our meeting with Morton ... Thaddeus, here's your copy of the con
tract. (Hands it to THADDEUS.) 

THADDEUS: Oh, thank you. 

(THADDEUS puts the contract in a pocket, but it falls out 
and onto the floor, unnoticed by himself and the others.) 

SY: Maggie, make sure Thaddeus sees video tapes of the series, get him 
caught up to date; get him loosened up for the shooting, he seems a 
little stiff. Make him natural, at home-you know what I mean, baby. 
(Pets MAGGIE on her behind.) 

MAGGIE: (Winking) Will do, Sy. 

(As SY, MARCONI, and VITTORIO leave in a rush:) 

SY: See ya in L.A., Thaddeus baby! 

(MAGGIE and THADDEUS then follow, together.) 

MAGGIE: You don't know how lucky you are, Thaddeus. Your day has 
come. 

THADDEUS: So I'm Prince Glitz now? 

MAGGIE: (Keeping close, clinging; to him physically.) You got it, sweet
heart. You've met your destiny now. Isn't it sweet? 

(MAGGIE and THADDEUS exit, and now everyones gone. 
After a moment, the sound of breaking glass is heard. 
From the shadows BRUCE WAIN, Private Eye, enters the 
office quietly, looking carefully around. Beginning to 
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(There's a flurry of flash photos.) 

MAGGIE: We only have time for a few questions. Prince has a very 

busy schedule . 

FIRST REPORTER: How does it feel, Mr. Glitz, to be cast in "Fantasy 
Life"? 

THADDEUS: A new world, a new life, is opening up for me. 

SECOND REPORTER: Is this your first major network role? 

THADDEUS: Very possibly so. The past is somewhat murky. 

THIRD REPORTER: Who's your designer, Prince? 

THADDEUS: For now; whoever's writing the script. 

FOURTH REPORTER: What do you think of the "Fantasy Life" series so 

far, up to where you're climbing aboard? 

THADDEUS: I'm here to be directed. I'll do the best I can. I won't rock 

the boat. 

FIFTH REPORTER: Will it fit comfortably on your own style? 

THADDEUS: I'll learn my lines. I'm a good adapter. One can get used to 

just about anything, I guess. 

MAGGIE: (Beaming proprietorial, possessively) Isn't he charming, guys? 

He's the goods, isn't he? 

FOURTH REPORTER: How was Prince cast? 

FIFTH REPORTER: Was it a difficult choice? 

MAGGIE: Our Prince was selected only after the most exhaustive, 
nation-wide search for the positively absolutely right and perfect char
acter. 

FIRST REPORTER: How many were auditioned? 

MAGGIE: Literally thousands! It was like an all-points manhunt! But 
once we saw Prince, we knew that we had no choice-he made it seem 

inevitable. 

SECOND REPORTER: Do you predict he'll push "Fantasy Life" back into 
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FOURTH REPORTER: What's your definite opinion about the current 
political situation? What are you for? What are you against? 

THADDEUS: The political situation? Which one? 

SECOND REPORTER: What's your hobby, Prince? What sports do you 
go in for?-heh heh, I mean outdoor sports. 

THIRD REPORTER: Prince, who's number one in your love life? 

FIRST REPORTER: When did you first fall in love? 

SECOND REPORTER: What's your personal opinion about bisexuality? 

Does it agree with your own lifestyle? Or are you shy about it? Is it a 
closed secret? 

THIRD REPORTER: Have you ever been in love? I mean truly in love, 
with all the trimmings? What advice can you give on the subject? 

FOURTH REPORTER: Ever been married, Prince? For how long? 

FIFTH REPORTER: How many times? 

FIRST REPORTER: Who's your favorite pop star? 

SECOND REPORTER: Prince, what do you really like to do in your spare 
time? Be frank! 

THIRD REPORTER: Have you ever had a mystical experience? 

FOURTH REPORTER: Next to acting, what's your favorite activity? 

FIFTH REPORTER: Would you like to direct some day, Prince? 

FIRST REPORTER: Any tips for aspiring actors who are just setting out, 
Prince? 

SECOND REPORTER: Or words of caution? 

THIRD REPORTER: What's the worst thing that ever happened to you? 
Be honest! 

FOURTH REPORTER: What about your past, Prince? 

THADDEUS: My past-my past? It's sort of a blank right now. 

FIFTH REPORTER: (To MAGGIE) Can you tell our "Entertainment 
Tonight" viewers anything about this prime-time heart-throb new 
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I confess to having been confused, undirected-in a fog. The lines of 
my script-my role-have given fresh meaning to my life, as I replace 
my former vacuum with what comes next in the episodes to come. This 
serial is my life. I draw my vitality from it, and owe my identity to it. 
My veins of blue blood are nourished red by the characterization in the 
script. I'm wedded to my job-at one with it. Acting is my whole life. 

(This speech is treated as a great sensation-revelation by 
the media group. Uproar.) 

MAGGIE: Sorry, guys, but that's it for today. We've got to be on our way 
now. 

FOURTH REPORTER: Ah come on, Maggie-after what .he said, you got 
to let us at this guy! 

THIRD REPORTER: It could be the story of the season! 

FIRST REPORTER: You can't let us down! 

FIFTH REPORTER: Yeah, give us a break, Maggie! 

MAGGIE: You'll just have to make do with what you've got this morn
ing-and that's plenty! 

(Groans and cries of protests come from media group.) 

MAGGIE: You poor deprived babies! You're greedy! Well, I promise 
you a press conference next week, so you can save your ammunition 
for Prince for then, till then. 

(As groans, moans, outcries greet this, MAGGIE and 
THADDEUS start to exit. Reporters hound, surround, fol
low them as they exit. Photos flash madly. A reporter 
desperately tries to get in a question.) 

(BRUCE WAIN, straight from airplane, still wearing his 
N. Y. duds, goes to telephone booth, dials a long-distance 
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SY: Okay! Alright! Some background first. (Waves a paper aloft.) See 
this here? Know what this is? 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: What, boss? 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: Don't keep us in suspense! 

SY: It's market research survey our sponsors have just hit us with. 

SCRIPTWRITER FouR: Oh, tell us, what does it say, boss? 

SY: (Reading) The ratings are down two points from the beginning of 
the season. 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: (Taking blame hanging their heads in shame) 

Sorry, boss! 

SY: (Part-reading) It also says that eighty-five percent of our audience 
share is middle-aged or older. That's no good, since our sponsors are 
desperate to project a youthful image in their lines of products and 
appeal to the upscale, upwardly mobile market. 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: We'll go young, Sy, we'll aim for the kids and the 
yuppies. 

SY: That's right-give the money people what they want. 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: What do they want? 

SY: More action, more romance, a more exotic setting, glamor, intrigue, 

adventure, excitement, passion. That's what'll sell their products. Guys, 
have I been heard? 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: Loud and clear, boss! 

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: Let's get going! 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: We introduced Roxy two episodes ago. 

SY: A good move-that's a step we can capitalize on now. 

SCRIPTWRITER FOUR: She's young, sexy, but innocent. 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: We still need a male romantic lead in her age 
bracket to play opposite her but who'll turn out too good, too big, for 
her. That's what we need! 
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SY: What does the doctor order? 

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: A romantic scene. Dreamy but devastating. 

SY: You got it! 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: A triangle-to introduce conflict? 

SY: Specify! 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: Build up suspense? 

SY: I hired you, so think! 

SCRIPTWRITER FOUR: Lay on intrigue? 

SY: Don't stop the music now! 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: How about this scene: we build on the Grand 

Duke of Wilbertania, who arrives in L.A. looking for his long-lost 

nephew, heir to the noble legacy but currently amnesia-ridden-

SY: (Acting like an orchestra conductor) Fantastic! But let's not get 
ahead of ourselves. 

SCRIPTWRITER FOUR: I got it!-

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: Yeah-

SCRIPTWRITER Two: How about-

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: Roxy-she's in love with-

SCRIPTWRITER Two: Obsessed, driven by her love for Prince, 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: She follows him-doglike-to L.A. 

SCRIPTWRITER FouR: Groovy! Women become his slaves-he's an 
irresistible dreamboat of stunning clean-cut angelic sweet-tempered 
virility-

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: Sy, what's our golden boy look like? 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: Yeah, boss, can you precision him? 

SY: (Handing out identical copies to each of the SCRIPTWRITERS) Here's 
the data sheet. (Reading from his copy:) Obvious hero type. Built in 
the wholesome pure romantic mold. Age twenty-one, height six feet 
one, weight one-seventy-five well-proportioned pounds-build not 
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SCRIPTWRITER THREE: In the sweet but starchy innocence of a long
lost virginity. 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: This will titillate all fledgling imaginations

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: Of an increasingly switched-on young audi
ence-

SCRIPTWRITER Two: To whom our ecstatic sponsors will sell their 
soaring products-

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: In an expanding market of delirious consum
ers. 

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: Lovelorn, Roxy visits Prince in his bachelor flat, 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: And love rides the saddle in L.A.! 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: Their modest whispers grow risque! 

SCRIPTWRITER FouR: Just then-

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: Who should walk in-

SCRIPTWRITER Two: No less, but Maggie! 

SY: Music to my ears, I love it! Okay, now that that scene's sketched 
out, leading to the raging triangle in a tangle of wild passion with 
dreams that go boom or bust-we're hot!-so let's move on to the next 

scene. 

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: The one introducing the eccentric uncle, the 
Grand Duke? 

SY: (Urging them on) You got it! I didn't hire no dummies! Talk to me, 
make me happy. 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: The Grand Duke of Wilbertania, all the way 
from moldy old Europe, that jaded, decadent nest of history-

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: Arrives in clean and shining L.A., desperately 
seeking-

SCRIPTWRITER FouR: his amnesia-ridden nephew, who's none other -

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: than our own local stud-in-residence, Prince 
Glitz-
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boss! 

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: We got rhythm! 

SCRIPTWRITER FouR: Momentum! 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: We're on top of the game! 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: We're ahead of the game! 

SY: You won't let me down? 
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ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: (Singing operatically in chorus) No! A million 
times no! 

SY: Convert this stuff to exotic magic. 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: You got it, boss! 

SY: Fulfill all romantic dreams ever dreamed. 

SCRIPTWRITER ONE: In no time, boss! 

SY: Will our ratings go juicy? 

SCRIPTWRITER FOUR: Our ratings will ejaculate, boss! 

SCRIPTWRITER THREE: Our ratings will cream in their panties with 
multiple orgasms! 

SCRIPTWRITER Two: Our ratings will scream themselves breathless! 

SY: Well, what do I hear? 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: "Fantasy Life"! 

SY: This one's for the Gipper! 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: Hurrah! 

SY: Shall you earn your salaries by putting in an honest day's work to 

dignify labor in our capitalistic society? 

ALL SCRIPTWRITERS: We'll do it or die trying! 

SY: Then unleash your minds. Let it rip! Bang out the shooting script! 

(Pandemonium is thrown loose, no holds barred: 

Speed-up soundtrack, speed-up visual motion. Script 
pages, pens, pencils, typewriters, glasses, bottles, are 
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SY: What are you doing here? Our security here is as tight as the Krem
lin's. 

WAIN: I ain't here for politics. 

SY: What do you want?-I didn't do anything! 

WAIN: Who's askin' the questions-you or me? 

SY: Please don't hurt me-I'm too important, too responsible! 

WAIN: I checked it out. The door's locked, the room's sound-proof. So 
I don't want no unnecessary screamin'. 

SY: (Meek, cowardly, cringing, whining, simpering) You look like you 

mean business. 

WAIN: I ain't here to take no vacation. 

SY: (Cringing) I'll answer your questions! (WAIN grabs SY.) My nerves 
are delicate-my skin is too sensitive, 

WAIN: Yeah? (A mock-cordial offer:) I can toughen it up. (Laughs bru
tally. Points to notes on desk:) Those notes on Prince Glitz where'd you 

get all that info? 

SY: (Helpless) I made it up: Give me credit! I'm creative! 

WAIN: Sensitive, delicate, creative, eh? You a fairy? (Slaps SY hard.) 

SY: Were you hired by another network? 

WAIN: Who's askin' who questions? (Slaps SY again.) 

SY: (Hurt with pain) Oh! That hit home! 

WAIN: So where's Thaddeus? 

SY: Thaddeus? Who's he? 

WAIN: (Slugging SY a Jew times) You're saying "who?" -I'm sayin' 

"where?" 

SY: Enough spare me! I don't know who "Thaddeus" is. Obviously, 

you've come to the wrong department. (Desperately trying to help, to 
be of service:) You must want the "Movie of the Week" department. 

They're in the next studio. 
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WAIN: (Raising his hand threateningly again) What else? You ain't 
through yet. 

SY: (Cowering in fear) That's the limit of my knowledge! I swear! 

WAIN: Where're they keepin' Prince? 

SY: They found him a split-level-modest by Hollywood standards-a 
nice pool and hot tub but no tennis court. 

WAIN: Yeah? What's your end of all this? 

SY: I'm only a functionary. I have no executive responsibility. I'm an 

unimportant cog. 

WAIN: That wasn't your tune before. 

SY: I'm merely paid to do what the producer and the sponsors tell me 
to. My nose is clean. 

WAIN: It is? (Gripping SY by the nose, and twisting it hard.) Seems 
pretty dirty to me. 

SY: (In physical agony: having difficulty talking with his nose closed by 
WAIN'S grip, he talks in a funny way with distorted sounds and nasal 
grunts) I'm personally innocent. I'm not involved. Morton Ray is the 
one. (Reduced almost to his knees in WAIN'S tightening grip:) You should 
be doing this to him-all this pain is being wasted on me! (Sobbing:) 
How unfair, that innocence should he a martyr, a scapegoat! 

WAIN: Yeah? Go ort, talk. 

SY: (In agony) I already talked. I even shouted. Maybe your babushka 
is too tight over your ears. 

WAIN: You don't like my babushka? (Slugs SY a final time; SY slumps 
over.) Thanks for your help. I appreciate it. 

(WAIN goes over to retrieve his cleaning gear and bucket. 
While exiting with them, he glances at SY out cold on 
the floor:) 

WAIN: Hollywood's a weirdo town. 
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THADDEUS: Who? 

RoxY: (Passionately) Oh, how I've missed you! 

THADDEUS: Pardon, but-

RoxY: Why did ypu run out on me like that? 

THADDEUS: Did I? 

Roxy: Don't you know me?! 

THADDEUS: Sorry, I

R0XY: This takes the cake! 

THADDEUS: What cake? 
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RoXY: I came all the way from New York to find you-and this is how 
you greet me? 

THADDEUS: (Reflecting) Yes-you are somewhat familiar. 

RoxY: Thanks a lot! How can you forget your own words to me: "My 
life is a vacuum; why don't you fill it?" 

THADDEUS: Of course-it's coming back. 

RoxY: We were in Sardi's-I was looking for someone, you were wait
ing for someone or something. 

THADDEUS: Yes-and my waiting hasn't stopped. 

ROXY: Then you asked-I'll never, ever forget it-"You'll take care of 
me?" Oh, you were the cutest! 

THADDEUS: Of course! You're-

RoxY: Roxy-my darling! (Embraces him.) 

THADDEUS: (Belatedly, anti-climactically finishing his own sentence) 

Roxy. 

RoXY: (Looking around split-level) Boy, look at this place! You really 
made out alright for yourself, didn't you? Wow! Classy! What's the rent 
here? 

THADDEUS: Where did we meet? 

RoxY: (Laughing) Still spaced out , huh? In New York, you were wait-
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find out who I actually I am-the real me? 

RoXY: You're really stuck on that, aren't you?-you're obsessed. 

THADDEUS: Of course. Isn't that everyone's quest? 

RoxY: Thaddeus-I understand-I want to help you more than any
thing! (They embrace.) 

THADDEUS: Yes? Then all that's required is that you play your part. 

ROXY: My part? 

THADDEUS: Roxy. 

RoxY: But I can't just play Roxy! 

THADDEUS: You're the only Roxy I could play opposite to, with the full 
conviction of love. 

RoxY: (Melting) Oh, if only I could! 

THADDEUS: I'll insist that you alone play it. Otherwise I'll refuse to be 
the Prince Glitz they're so eager for me to be, 

RoxY: (Melting) Are we dreaming? (They kiss.) 

THADDEUS: And anyway-even as we're talking-you're already being 
a convincing Roxy: the only true authentic Roxy there can be. So go on 
with it, to help me discover myself. See: (Pointing to script:) It says so 
right here. 

RoXY: (Looking at script) You're right-I'm the only one to help you! 
You're my tender crusade! (Suddenly looking in alarm at THADDEUS:) 

Oh honey-you've gone pale! Is something wrong? 

THADDEUS: (Looking pale, with eyes fixed) A vague voice keeps uttering 
that I'm not what they've forced me to be: despite this script, "Prince" 
doesn't fit me; I'm in the wrong place; I'm in a false position. There's 
a different path I should have followed: somehow, I miss my calling; 
I've fallen into hands that misguide me. I'm led away from where by 
rights-if I can only locate them-I should be. You're here, so I appeal 
to you-can you straighten me out? My gratitude is love itself. For your 
love is all I can go by-my sole certainty. 
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MAGGIE: Since you don't belong here, I don't acknowledge you. 

THADDEUS: My memory is appallingly erratic. 

ROXY: Thaddeus-don't let this woman snap our spell. 

MAGGIE: She's a dime a dozen, Prince. I gave you credit for better taste 
than this. 

RoxY: Say something, Thaddeus-tell her about us! 

THADDEUS: I'm at a loss-I don't know what to say ... 

RoxY: Take your cue from here. (Reading from script:) "Prince, oh 
Prince. We love each other, don't we? And that's all that matters! Right, 
my dear?" 

MAGGIE: Sorry, that's not right. Let's take it back. 

RoxY: See, look. (Showing THADDEUS the script:} This is what you say 
next, Thaddeus. 

MAGGIE: Let's take it back. Ready, Prince? 

THADDEUS: Okay. 

(All three actors return to original positions as they redo 
following lines with same inflections and gestures as 
before:} 

THADDEUS: Your job? 

RoxY: (Sarcastically, to MAGGIE) You must have made a great impres
sion on him! 

MAGGIE: Since you don't belong here, I don't acknowledge you. 

THADDEUS: My memory is appallingly erratic. 

RoxY: Thaddeus-don't let this woman snap our spell. 

MAGGIE: She's a dime a dozen, Prince. I gave you credit for better taste 
than this. 

RoxY: Say something, Thaddeus-tell her about us! 

THADDEUS: I'm at a loss-I don't know what to say .. . What am I 
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RoxY: Thaddeus-we're in love, remember? 

THADDEUS: (Reading) We are, my dearest. But I have to be at the Stu
dio. I'll make oodles of money, to set off the jewel of our love in a glit
tering setting! Have to run now. You just keep the home fires burning, 
honey! 

MAGGIE: Look, Prince: Your career comes first. You'll have to learn 
to sacrifice a few cheap temptations (Indicating Roxy) for the sake of 

your future stardom. You'll have to give up some things now. You need 
discipline, Prince-I'll enforce it. 

RoxY: I wouldn't put it past you, bitch! 

MAGGIE: Prince-I'm leaving now. Either you come with me, or 
remain behind and ruin your whole career before it even starts! 

Roxy: (Scorning) A showdown, huh? 

MAGGIE: What's your choice, Prince? Be a man! 

THADDEUS: I'll be a man-but I wish I knew what man. 

MAGGIE: We're late already. 

THADDEUS: (Reading) Roxy! (Takes her in his arms and kisses her ten

derly.) I'm leaving now, don't grieve, it's not forever. You must trust our 
love. It's sacred to me. I'll be back. 

RoxY: (Weeping) Men are all alike. Stringing us along with promises! 

THADDEUS: (Reading) But Roxy!-

RoxY: (Sobbing) You'll forget me-I know you will! She can offer you 
fame, fortune, glamor, excitement. But Thaddeus-I can help you find 
yourself-just give me the chance! With me, you'll find the true you: 
the you that only I can see, it's so deep within. Oh Thaddeus! 

THADDEUS: (Reading) Roxy-I hate to, but I must go! But make your
self at home. Help yourself to the fridge-anything you want, especially 
the perishables. I'll phone later. Be patient, love! 

MAGGIE: (Proprietorially victorious) Come on, my dear. We mustn't 
waste any more time. 
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WILBERT: I fear the worst-that something terrible might have hap
pened to Thaddeus. 

WAIN: (Looks around) There's still time. 

WILBERT: What have you found out? I've been a nervous wreck since 

leaving New York. 

WAIN: We're closin' in. 

WILBERT: How close? 

WAIN: (Putting his finger to his lips) Act natural. 

(A STUDIO TECHNICIAN walks by with a head-set on. 
WAIN assumes a ''casual, natural" pose.) 

WAIN: (Voice disguised, for benefit of passing TECHNICIAN) So the guy 
says to the dame, "Well, whataya got, baby?" And the dame says to the 
guy, "That's not the point. The point is what you got:' So he rises to ... 

(The Srumo TECHNICIAN has left; Wain looks around.) 

WILBERT: Is this elaborately melodramatic caution quite necessary? 

WAIN: Like you said, Wills-this is another medium, where anythin' 
could happen. 

WILBERT: Threats abound in vague shapes of dread. 

WAIN: L.A. is a nutty place. You think you got a fact; then the fact, in 
fact, ain't there no more-in fact, you got an illusion. 

(They keep looking around in cautious alert suspicion, 

but it's always a false ''alarm.") 

WILBERT: Thaddeus may be in a web of peril and all is lost if we waste 
a minute. What's your rescue plan, Wain? 

WAIN: We got to wait now; And he ain't Thaddeus. 
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purgatorial claptrap. 

WAIN: Calm down, Wills. Seems like Morton Ray done this kind of 
dirty work before. 

WILBERT: His evil must be sharpened to routine formula! How many 
worthy characters from actual or potential literature-not to mention 

the stories themselves-has he bleached of original substance, and 
drained dry of artistic merit, till the meaning runs out? Till one day 
there'll be nothing left from our literary heritage except what's crum

pled to palpable pulp for popular consumption. The wreckage and 

remains of cultural genocide, beaten down to the idiotically plain. 

WAIN: Relax, Wills. (Looking cautiously around.) While you're out 
here, maybe you oughta get a little sun. 

WILBERT: Forget about me-get Thaddeus! They

WAIN: Shhh! .... 

(Like two identical mechanical dolls or toy soldiers, they 

simultaneously look around, then wait stock-still in fro
zen dummy silence for a moment-all in unwittingly 
comical pantomime.) 

WILBERT: (Whispering) What is it? 

WAIN: Dunno, thought I heard somethin'. 

WILBERT: Mr. Wain-I'm deathly afraid! 

WAIN: Nothin's gonna happen to yuh if me and Bessy have anythin' to 
do with it. 

WILBERT: Bessy? 

(WAIN identifies "Bessy" by pulling out a 45 automatic 
pistol, then quickly reconcealing it.) 

WAIN: They got this place rigged up so eerie, yuh don't know if you're 
comin' or goin'. I think they hypnotize yuh with that electronic wave 
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(WAIN and WILBERT immediately, simultaneously strike 
exaggerated "nonchalant" poses as a CAMERAMAN 

wheels a camera by them and across stage. Once coast is 
clear, they resume their normal hushed, huddled, intent, 

suspicious, cautious postures.) 

WILBERT: Why isn' t it that easy? 

WAIN: There's complications. How come you never told me Ray owns 

Thaddeus? 

WILBERT: (Taken aback) I own Thaddeus! Don't you try to mix me up, 

when all the elements here conspire to my befuddlement. 

WAIN: You signed a contract: any characters you made for the show 
are Ray's property; he commissioned you to write the stuff. 

WILBERT: He commissioned me to write for a T.V. show. But the char

acter I created belongs beyond T.V.-in a literary work of art. 

WAIN: It's all the same as far as these guys go. 

WILBERT: This is a nightmare. My lifetime's supreme creation is law
fully maimed and tainted to the banal promptings of a gold-chained, 
suntanned T.V. tycoon-vulgarian without a soul to his name! 

WAIN: How do yuh know he's suntanned?-Shhh! 

(WAIN and WILBERT look apprehensively in opposite 
directions; then, like clockwork, back to each other.) 

WAIN: I'm still with yuh. Nobody got a right to mess with another 

guy's character-I don't care how much money is behind it. I don't care 

if this is in the nineteen-eighties, I don't even care that this is L.A.
there's still rights and wrongs, right? 

WILBERT: Why, Mr. Wain, what a noble manifesto, a humane procla
mation, and a testament of personal loyalty that exalts me above the 
role of a mere paying client. It honors me-





246 THOMAS RICCIO/MARVIN COHEN

(Confused, scared, WILBERT obediently moves again.) 

(VITTORIO enters in a flurry and flourish, with two 

ASSISTANTS in tow. He goes immediately to WILBERT.) 

VITTORIO: At last! Where were you? I am too busy to go chasing 
around! 

WILBERT: I've been here. 

VITTORIO: (Surprised) Here?! (To AssISTANT ONE:) Where was he sup
posed to be? 

ASSISTANT ONE: (Looking at clipboard) In Wardrobe. 

VITTORIO: See? In Wardrobe. Half-hour ago. (To ASSISTANT ONE:) 

Half-hour, right? 

ASSISTANT ONE: That's right, sir. 

VITTORIO: So, what do you do here? 

WILBERT: Sorry, but what are you talking about? 

VITTORIO: Please, this is no time for the jokes. I am very, very busy. 
(To ASSISTANT Two:) Right? 

ASSISTANT Two: A schedule so tight you can barely breathe. 

VITTORIO: (To WILBERT) You see? 

(SET MAN ONE enters with chair.) 

VITTORIO: (Shouting at SET MAN ONE) You are blind! No! No! Not 
that color! It must be blue to show regal power! Take it off, I don't want 
to see it! 

(SET MAN ONE obeys. SET MAN Two enters with a desk.) 

SET MAN Two: Where should this go? 

VITTORIO: Here ... No, no, to the left. (To ASSISTANT ONE:) Where 
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WILBERT: (Blurting out) I'm here to find my character-that's my sole 
purpose for being here! Otherwise, I'm back in New York! 

VITTORIO: I am no interested in character motivation-I want the 
results. (VITTORIO'S attention is drawn away to the set. To SET MEN:) 

No, no, I tell you before, you don't listen! Producer's desk to be clut
tered with work-he is busy making deals! Hurry! And bring the light
ing! Do what you are told! 

(The two WARDROBE PEOPLE have resumed their hur

ried, professional pawing at WILBERT.) 

WILBERT: (Resisting again) Stop! Leave me alone! I'm not who you 
think I am! 

VITTORIO: (To ASSISTANT ONE) My distractions are being interrupted! 
What is this? 

ASSISTANT ONE: (Pointing to WILBERT) He's acting up. 

VITTORIO: (To WILBERT) Professional standards I insist here! Unions 
or no Unions! I am too efficient for anarchy, I am too streamlined for 
chaos! 

WILBERT: I'm not an actor, and never was! I want my Thaddeus back! 

VITTORIO: Who is Thaddeus? 

WILBERT: They kidnapped him; he has no recollection of his past, 
poor boy; they were going to manipulate-to corrupt-him into the 
broad flat pulp of mass-market vulgarization as the top T.V. romantic 
commodity-

VITTORIO: (Relieved) Good, but you must read scripts more carefully; 

the names you must get right. Thaddeus is the original name, but the 
T. V. people make him into Prince Glitz. Prince Glitz is his name. (To
both ASSISTANTS:) These actors!

WILBERT: That's right-I heard he was renamed into that ugly, trivial 
name! I demand an audience with the Producer! 
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are right and I am wrong. Please, I am sorry. (Screaming to ASSISTANT 
Two:) Go to get the new version of the second episode-hurry! Sub
itto! (ASSISTANT Two obediently dashes off.) 

WILBERT: (Exasperated) But you don't understand: I'm no actor! 

VITTORIO: Absolutely no! Prince is the actor-you are the uncle, the 
Grand Duke! (Looking over WILBERT carefully:) You are perfect for this 
character! 

WILBERT: You're not listening to me!-must I scream? 

(Camera crews roll in with the lights and microphones.) 

VITTORIO: No, no. We are getting you the new script. You must to look 
at Episode Two, Scene Thirteen. This Scene, you are convinced that 
the Producer has kidnapped your nephew. You will confront the evil 

television people at a Beverley Hills party. Then you find the precious, 
long-lost object of your longing soul's mortal quest. 

WILBERT: (Suddenly overjoyed at this "news") I will? Oh Lord! Deliver
ance, after long travail! (Sighs with his first contentedness in � long time.) 

VITTORIO: Ah, at last you are happy! Finally, we have found a way to 
satisfy you! (Indicating WARDROBE PEOPLE:) Go with them now. They 
will get you ready to confront that evil Producer and find your dear 
lost one! 

(WILBERT is pulled off-but without resisting-by the 
WARDROBE PEOPLE, who, even in motion, start disrob
ing him of his inappropriate-for-I.A. clothes he's worn 
from New York; they garb him bit by bit with his new 
T. V-script-scenario costume.)

VITTORIO: Pah! These Method actors! Psycho cases! What ever hap
pened to just pretending? 





252 THOMAS RICCIO/MARVIN COHEN

Then BRUCE WAIN enters, dressed the way we last saw 
him. He takes a quick look around, then goes to RAY, 

who, just now, startled, notices WAIN.) 

WAIN: You Morton Ray? 

RAY: How did you get in here? Who are you? 

WAIN: I'm askin' the questions. (Pulls out his 45 automatic pistol

Bessy-and points it at RAY.) 

RAY: What do you want-I didn't do anything. Please, put that away
please-then we can talk. 

WAIN: I want Prince Glitz. 

RAY: Who? 

WAIN: Clean your ears. Prince Glitz! (Waves his gun at RAY.) 

RAY: Why, but, but,-if-but-and-if-

WAIN: I don't want no "ands;' "ifs:' or "buts!" 

RAY: I mean Prince Glitz is just a character! 

WAIN: I know that. 

RAY: But why do you want him?-what's he to you? 

WAIN: I ain' t here to discuss things. 

RAY: Who sent you? You're not from another network? 

WAIN: What'd I tell you about questions? (Cocks his pistol, alarming 
RAY.) 

RAY: Okay, okay! Whatever you want! 

WAIN: That's better. 

RAY: But you're not going to get away with this. 

WAIN: You gonna stop me? 

RAY: I mean, I own Prince Glitz legally. You can't just come in here and 
take one of my characters and expect to get away with it. Just a matter 
of time, and we'd find him and take him back-So you see, I'm trying 
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you-how about you? How much do you want? You want a part in the 
series?-you'd be great! Just name your price, you're a reasonable guy, 
I can trust you; you'd get a lot farther with me than some old coot like 
the Grand-

WAIN: (Cutting him short) You finished with that writin' yet? 

RAY: Sorry, here it is. (RAY gives WAIN the document, WAIN looks it 
over.) Think about it, it's a great opportunity for you! You'd never have 
to work again. It's an offer-

WAIN: (Interrupting) There's some things you just can't buy, chump
or sell. Loyalty to an aesthetic ethos is one a them. 

RAY: There's got to be more to this than you're letting on. 

WAIN: Okay, enough chit-chat. Where do I find him? 

RAY: (Stalling) Who? 

WAIN: Prince Glitz, dummy. 

RAY: Sorry, I'd like to help you, but I just don't know-(WAIN pistol
whips RAY a few times.) 

WAIN: Maybe that 'll help to jog your memory. 

RAY: Okay, please, no more. He'll be at a party in his honor. Everybody 
who's connected with the show will be there. 

WAIN: Write down the address. 

RAY: No, wait, here, here's an invitation. 

(RAY hands WAIN an invitation, then suddenly reaches 
for WAIN'S gun. They struggle, till gun goes off, blasting 
RAY backwards, covered with blood. WAIN looks around 
to make sure he hasn't been heard.) 

WAIN: You shouldn't a' done that-that's how people get hurt. 

(WAIN exits, with document RAY signed. RAY's body is 
left slumped.) 
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ASSISTANT DIRECTOR: (To VITTORIO) All go. 

VITTORIO: Good. We wrap this episode, so then we can go to the party. 

(Blackout simultaneous with curtain fall.) 

SCENE V 

(T. V. monitors are in position downstage. '1/i.pplause" 
and "Quiet" signs appear, also an "On Air I Off Air" 

sign. The set is either in blackout or behind a curtain. 
Then ANNOUNCER enters, with microphone in hand, 
accompanied by a musical fanfare.) 

ANNOUNCER: (To audience) Hello everybody and welcome to Studio 
Eighteen. I'm Bert Convoy and this is "Fantasy Life:' (''Applause" sign 
flashes; an applause track echoes over the sound system.) Thank you, 

thank you! As you all know, "Fantasy Life" is one of television's most 
popular dramatic series, and it's our pleasure to present the finest for 
your entertainment. ('1/i.pplause" sign flashes; a short applause over 
sound system.) Thank you! For those of you who never before attended 
the live taping of a television program, I must explain a few ground 
rules. (Looks at his notes.) You've probably noted the signs on display 

here. When the ''.Applause" sign goes on, that of course indicates that 
you should applaud. And when the "Quiet" sign flashes, then every
one please be quiet. Over here (Pointing) we have this "On Air" sign 
when we're taping, and this (Pointing) "Off Air" sign when we're not 
taping. See?-it's simple. Now these (Pointing) two monitors will show 
you what the camera is seeing, and that's what will be broadcast not 
only throughout the country but in many other parts of the world as 
well. And you'll also see the commercials that will be broadcast. That's 
when we<i like you to cough, sneeze, shuffle your feet, and whatever 
else you want to do-save it for then. (Spontaneous but moderate audi
ence laughter.) Okay, so does everybody got it? (Looks approvingly at 
audience.) Good! (''Applause" sign flashes; applause comes over sound 
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level: Prince represents a new way for the American image. After him, 

it's all been said and done, there'll be nothing else, nowhere else to go. 

He's it! Do you understand what I'm trying to say? 

CELIA: You're building up my blood pressure. If! don't meet him soon, 

I'll die! 

SY: (Flattered, triumphant) That's the spirit! (Looking at watch:) He's 
due any minute now. 

CELIA: (Suspicious) Sy, you didn't invite any other reporters, did you? 

SY: You have an exclusive: but only if you promise me a cover story. 

CELIA: (Admiringly) You devil! You strike a hard bargain, as per usual! 

SY: (Nonchalant, suave) Care for another drink, darling? 

CELIA: (Winks at SY suggestively, seductively) I'm a working girl today, 

remember? (They come closer together, betraying intimacy, familiarity.) 

(BRUCE WAIN, though recognizable to audience as him
self, enters dressed as waiter, with fashionably servile 
demeanor; wearing white jacket, glasses, and mous
tache; and carrying a serving tray.) 

CELIA: (Calling WAIN) Boy-over here, please! 

WAIN: (Going over to CELIA and SY and serving them. Throughout this 
Scene his voice is disguised until he reveals himself) I recommend the 

shrimp-it's extra tasty today. 

SY: (Eyeing WAIN with curiosity) Don't I know you? 

WAIN: No way. I'm new to town. (Laugh track.) 

SY: In New York, possibly? 

WAIN: Not me; I came here straight from Cleveland. (Laugh track.) 

SY: You were never an extra in "Fantasy Life"? 

WAIN: No, I only do principals. (Pause.) On principle. (Laugh track at 
pun. WAIN turns politely and exits.) 
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SY: (Briefly looking after WAIN) I know I know him. (Perplexed, con
founded:) But where? 

(VITTORIO enters. Applause sign and track.) 

VITTORIO: Ah, so here is the party! 

CELIA: Vittorio-darling! (They embrace.) It's been ages! And you hav
en't changed a bit! 

VITTORIO: (With Continental gallantry) Nor have you-still as fabu
lously beautiful as ever! (Kisses her hand-the Continental touch.) 

CELIA: Vittorio! Your charm is irresistible! 

SY: Vittorio's been so busy at the Studio, we haven't been able to see 
each other since New York. 

VITTORIO: (To SY) And you too. 

SY: (Puzzled) Me too? 

VITTORIO: You have not changed a bit, either! (Kissing SY's hand, in 
mock-duplication-parody of his having just kissed CELIA 's hand. Laugh 
track.) 

SY: · So how's the shooting been with Prince Glitz? 

VITTORIO: (Semi-swooning) Need you ask? It is Heaven! Every director 
should be so lucky! 

CELIA: (Professionally skeptical, suspicious of promotion ploys) That 
sounds extravagant. Tell me more. 

VITTORIO: (With extravagant gesticulating) He is a charm to work 
with-a dream-such a beautiful performer as never before there has 
been anyone like him in front of a camera. He is a blessing that God 
has sent us. 

CELIA: Oh, my panties are getting wet! (Laugh track.) I haven't ever 
been so excited about something all my life since Santa Claus. (Laugh 
track.) In fact, maybe he is Santa Claus. (Laugh track.) Adult version, of 
course. (Laugh track.) 
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(MORTON RAY and MARCONI enter. Applause sign and 
track. RAY is wearing same oversized jacket and wig he 
had on during last Scene's "shooting" scene and which, 
when shooting was over, he took off with relief-bloody 
then, but not now.) 

MARCONI: (Making a mincingly showing-off, conspicuous self-conscious 
"entrance") Well, hello, darlings! I was wondering where all the fun peo

ple were! (Laugh track.) 

RAY: Hi everybody! 

MARCONI: High? No, not yet! Give them time. It's too early! (Laugh 
track, due to pun.) 

SY: The party can't officially even begin to begin till you show up. 

MARCONI: We've been here for an hour, haven't we, Morty? 

RAY: Yes, we were sitting pool-side. 

(Both RAY and MARCONI, in unison, sniff as in comical 
pantomiming of cocaine-sniffing. Laugh track.) 

MARCONI: (Phony melodramatic scene-stealing, hogging limelight, as 
though discovering CELIA there for first time) Celia! Darling! It's been 
ages! (Swooning gesticulating.) 

CELIA: We miss you here. All L.A. does. 

MARCONI: The feeling's mutual! All this wonderful sunshine, it's so 
much more natural than going to those tanning spas! (Laugh track.) 

VITTORIO: (Greeting MARCONI) Wonderful again to see you, sweet
heart. 

MARCONI: (Sexually clowning, pulling VITTORIO toward himself) 
"Sweetheart!" Ah, another one who's just come out of the closet! (Laugh 
track.) 

VITTORIO: (Offended; on his starchy masculine dignity) Sorry, I not 
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(Laugh track.) I wish I could have such a hunk in my bunk! (Laugh 
track.) 

CELIA: Where the hell is this media messiah? 

RAY: My personal guarantee-you won't be disappointed. 

VITTORIO: He is one of a kind . 

MARCONI: Yes; and one is too few. I wish he could clone his body. 
(Laugh track.) 

(WAIN re-enters as WAITER, as before, carrying tray.) 

(MAGGIE enters. Applause track.) 

MAGGIE: Hi, everybody! 

RAY: Hi, yourself, Maggie. But where's Prince? 

SY: (To MAGGIE) Wasn't he coming with you? 

MARCONI: (Enviously, lasciviously, erotically) Why wasn't he coming 
with me? (Laugh track, for punning on "coming.") 

CELIA: (To MAGGIE) So where is he? I'm so impatient for him, I could

MARCONI: (To CELIA) Keep your panties on, dear. We're in public. 

(Laugh track.) 

MAGGIE: He's in the bathroom combing his hair. 

MARCONI: His hair needed coming? (Laugh track due to risque "comb
ing'' -"coming" pun.) 

MAGGIE: He's in the bathroom. 

MARCONI: I volunteer to do everyone a favor, by going to the bath
room to get him. (Laugh track. MARCONI making as if to go there.) I 
won't be long now. (Laugh track.) 

CELIA: No? How long will you be? 

MARCONI: (Winking, wickedly, suggestively looking down to his own 
crotch) Very long-it's all up to him. (Laugh track.) 
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turned on, in awe. They freeze in long, awestruck pause. 
Finally:) 

THADDEUS: Well, here I am. (The others, paralyzed, remain dumb
founded and speechless.) This is some dull party. (Smiles with self
assurance.) 

(Following, in overlapping gushes:) 

MAGGIE: Prince, you're wonderful! 

THADDEUS: (In his stride) Why, thank you! 

MARCONI: We've been waiting for you, sweetheart. 

CELIA: He's been well worth the wait! 

SY: He's everything he should be-and more! 

VITTORIO: Finest actor I have ever been privileged to work with! 

SY: You're a destined superstar. 

THADDEUS: Of course. 

WAIN: (Uncertain that this star, Prince Glitz is the THADDEUS he's look
ing for) You Prince Glitz? 

MARCONI: His name is on everyone's tongue! 

CELIA: (To SY) This is overwhelming. Need I even mention that you 
have that cover story? 

THADDEUS: It's so nice to be here with everybody. Are you all having 
fun? 

VARIOUSLY: (In overlapping gushes) Darling! / Smashing! / Fantastic 
/ Loads of fun / Delirious! I Having a ball! / Best time in years! / Of 
course! I Wonderful! / etc. 

THADDEUS: Good! 

MAGGIE: Care for a drink, Prince? 

THADDEUS: Ought I? 
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MAGGIE: Or pay for. 

THADDEUS: The charm you see in me, dear Celia See, is but the reflec
tion of your own, as moon to sun. 

CELIA: What a gorgeous compliment! What a flowery phrase! It's a 
line that would melt any woman in the world: make her pant for you, 
make her your slave. 

THADDEUS: Why, Celia-

CELIA: (With notebook and pen) May I quote you, Prince? 

THADDEUS: (Gallantly, with old-world charm) But Celia-of course! 
I'm all yours-words and all! 

(WAIN enters with drink on tray. He wants to test to see if 
"Prince" identifies himself as THADDEUS, with appropri
ate response. WAIN has doubts, since THADDEUS defies 
all of WAIN'S prepared description-expectations of him.) 

WAIN: Hey-Prince Glitz! 

THADDEUS: (Turns around to WAIN) Yes? (Takes the drink.) 

WAIN: (Eyes THADDEUS closely, still doubting) There-that's your drink. 

MAGGIE: (Severely, to WAIN) Boy, don't you have better things to do 
than to stand with your impertinent gawking at Mr. Glitz? 

WAIN: Sorry, lady. 

MAGGIE : Your tray is empty. Go get the marinated caviar shrimp hors 
doeuvres and start serving them! 

WAIN: The what? 

MAGGIE: (Impatient) Go see the chef, he'll tell you what to do. 

(WAIN exits, shaking his head doubtfully about THAD
DE us really being THADDEUS, still not convinced.) 

MAGGIE: (Muttering indignantly) The help these days! Revolting! 
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CELIA: So tell me, Prince-how is Hollywood treating you? 

THADDEUS: It's been wonderful, Celia. Hollywood's been heaven. Per
haps I was born to be here-perhaps it was my destiny. 

CELIA: Your press packet says you derive from an ancient lineage of 
European royalty. 

'THADDEUS: Tradition has always run deep in my family, extending 
from the origin of language itself. 

SY: Yes, Celia, Prince is the last of a long and noble line; everyone else 
has died off. 

CELIA: (With notebook and pen) How quaint, Prince; but first tell me 
about "Fantasy Life." 

'THADDEUS: "Fantasy Life" is my life-that's how natural it comes to 
me. It's like I've been doing it all my life. It fits into my identity so 
smoothly-or rather vice versa. Were it not for "Fantasy Life:' I just 
don't knew what I'd do with my life-I'd have no focus point, no defi
nition. 

(Roxy's voice is suddenly heard off-stage, mingled with 
various noises. People are trying to prevent her entrance.) 

ROXY: (Offstage) Let me in! Let me in or I' ll slug you! Leave me alone-I 
need to see Prince-Please-tell him I'm here-let me in! 

CELIA: (Tartly, jealously, to THADDEUS) One of your fans. 

RAY: The nerve some people have!-

(Roxy bursts into the area,frenzied, hysterical.) 

SY: Hold it! Who are you, what do you want? 

MAGGIE: Not you again! 

MARCONI: (Bitchy) This is a private party, honey. 

RAY: Crashers aren't welcome. 



268 THOMAS RICCIO/MARVIN COHEN

MARCONI: (Bitchy) We like to feel exclusive. 

VITTORIO: (Melodramatically, arms skyward) Oh, Hollywood, the city 
of endless drama! 

RoxY: (Spotting THADDEUS) Thaddeus! (Passionately:) Oh, Thaddeus! 

THADDEUS: Roxy! My Roxy! 

RoxY: My darling! Thaddeus!

THADDEUS: It's really you! Roxy! 

MAGGIE: Stop them! 

SY: (To Roxy) What's going on here? Who are you?! 

CELIA: (Writing in pad) ls that Roxy with a "y" or an "i-e"? 

RoxY: (Unthinkingly, mechanically semi-posing, automatically to 

media) With a ''y': thank you. 

THADDEUS: But Roxy! Why are you here?! 

RoxY: Thaddeus-I'm here to rescue you from this den of vipers. 

(Indicating all the T. V. people.) 

MAGGIE: I've had enough of this! 

RAY: Somebody call the police! 

SY: Why are you here? 

MARCONI: You crazy intruder! 

CELIA: Are you Prince's secret lover? 

RoxY: I'm his real lover, his true-love! And anyway, he's not Prince
he's Thaddeus! 

THADDEUS: Rescue me? What from? 

CELIA: "Thaddeus"? Is that a pseudonym? 

MAGGIE: Do something, Sy-she' ll ruin us! 

SY: What can I do? 

RAY: Rip her away from Prince! 

RoxY: (Trying to take THADDEUS away) Let's leave this dreadful place! 
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VITTORIO: Wonderful! So true to life! 

RAY: Come on, Maggie! 

MARCONI: Oh-sexy! 

(CELIA takes out her camera, takes flash photos.) 

RoxY: (Struggling, puffing, out of breath) Thaddeus-help me ... 

MAGGIE: (Also struggling, puffing, out of breath) Prince-don't listen 
to her! ... 

THADDEUS: (Helplessly) Roxy-haw can I help you?-I can't even help 
myself-(Wailing:) Who am I? 

MARCONI: (Obscenely rooting MAGGIE on) Grab her by the crotch, 
Maggie! 

VITTORIO: (Ever the Director; admiring RoxY) This Roxy is a sensa

tional new actress! 

CELIA: (To THADDEUS) Prince-er Thaddeus-which are you? Make 
up your name-I mean your mind. And who do you really love? Are 
they fighting for your love? For you? For your name? What's behind all 
this? 

ROXY AND MAGGIE TOGETHER: (Still struggling) None of your busi
ness! 

MARCONI: (Amorously) Poor Prince-I'll take care of you! 

THADDEUS: I'm at a loss! I haven't the foggiest notion. Who I am-it's 
anyone's guess. I don't know anything except for what I 'm doing now
but what am I doing? 

VITTORIO: (Ever the Director; admiring the wrestling) Such a fight 
scene! It links the real world to art itself ! 

RoxY: (Still wrestling) Run, Thaddeus! Run for your life! They'll make 
a zombie out of you! 

THADDEUS: Where do I go? My will is paralyzed. Like Hamlet, I'm act
ing the part of a man who can't take action! 
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RoxY; then he stops, indecisively. RAY and MARCONI 

grab Roxy just as she's getting upper hand over MAGGIE.) 

VITTORIO: (As if directing) Enough! Basta! You must be civilized, 

refined, ladylike! 

(Roxy is still kicking and struggling. RAY feels Roxy up.) 

RoxY: (Struggling) Help me, Thaddeus! We've got to escape their 

clutches! Help! 

THADDEUS: (Indecisive, broken down) I ... you ... I ...

ROXY: (Being held by RAY and MARCONI) Who'll help us? Who'll save 

us? 

(As if timely, dramatically answering Roxy's urgent plea
summons, WAIN enters, with full tray of hors doeuvres 
that MAGGIE had ordered.) 

MAGGIE: You little bitch! You'll pay for this! 

RAY: (Still fondling, feeling up, Roxy) We've got you now! 

SY: (To CELIA) Celia darling, I beg you-please forget that any of this 

happened! 

CELIA: Forget!? This is Hollywood's biggest story in years! 

(WAIN throws down his full tray of hors doeuvres and 
whips out his 45 automatic "Bessy.") 

WAIN: All right, everyone, I'm in charge. (To RAY and MARCONI:) Let 
that dame go, or I'll drill ya. 

(MAGGIE screams; RAY and MARCONI obediently release 
RoxY.) 
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with it, eh? Well, I'll teach yuh not to go around stealin' someone else's 
character and messin' around with 'em. Some people still think their 
character's sacred. What's the world comin' to, anyhow? 

SY: (Having been conspicuously studying WAIN'S face) You're the clean
ing lady! 

WAIN: Brilliant deduction, sleaze-bag. But watch out! (Waving gun.) 

SY: (Scared) Sorry-I didn't mean it. 

CELIA: You just can't be for real. I have a real nose for these things. 

WAIN: Yeah? Go powder it, lady. 

MAGGIE: (Still defiant) What do you want? 

RAY: We' ll make a deal. 

SY: What's your price? 

WAIN: (To Roxy) How's the kid <loin'? Still dizzy? 

RoxY: He's still in left field, but he's coming back to his senses. 

WAIN: Think he can travel? 

RoxY: Give him a minute. 

WAIN: We barely got that. 

RAY: Look: He's clearing his throat! 

CELIA: He's trying to say something! 

THADDEUS: (Mumbling, barely coherent) What happened? Who am I? 
Where am I? Who are all of you? 

WAIN: (To T. V. GROUP) You guys really did a number on him. 

RoXY: (To T. V. GROUP) You didn't give him a chance to find out who 
he really is. Knowing how vulnerable, defenseless, impressionable he 
was, you exploited him to your own mean ends. Indecent, cruel, inhu
mane! 

SY: Not me-I didn't do anything! 

RAY: I'm innocent! 

VITTORIO: I am only under contract. 
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posed? Are we professionals? 

MARCONI: (Marveling, and drawn amorously to THADDEUS as well as 
admiring his acted speech) Oh, how beautiful! 

VITTORIO: A brilliant actor! 

RAY: (Despairing) There goes our whole series! 

SY: (Despairing) We just blew it-we'll be cancelled-we'll be out on 
our ass, with this intellectual literary stuff. 

MAGGIE: Prince-we're your friends! 

RAY: Were your colleagues! 

SY: We're your allies! It's a team, Prince! 

MAGGIE: We're in a show together. Don't let us down! 

RoXY: (To counter MAGGIE) Thaddeus, don't listen to them! 

SY: (To THADDEUS) You just can't do this! 

RAY: You're under legal contract. 

MAGGIE: We can sue-

RoxY: (Interrupting) He'll do what he wants. 

THADDEUS: My sense of self-if I ever had it, however tentatively-I've 
lost it. I'm directionless, lost in a maze, devoid of future, empty of past, 
bankrupt in will, floating free-fall in a vacuum, blind to all boundaries. 

WAIN: (Angrily accusing the T. V. GROUP) Hear that? That's what you 
bums did to him! 

THADDEUS: (To T. V. GROUP) "Him"? "I"? what "I"? ... Will someone, 
among you, please explain certain fundamental puzzles: What am I 
supposed to feel? What do I think? What am I? Who? What's my defi
nition? 

CELIA: That's my job. 

THADDEUS: (Exasperated; to audience) Is there anyone out there, 
somewhere, who can possibly tell me just what or who I'm supposed to 
be? Someone with the authority to speak? 
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WILBERT: My Thaddeus! Over many miles have I traveled, to seek you 
out and reclaim you, many dusty miles for a worn-out old man; and I
come to you, at last, in love and duty I hold sacred. I started my journey 
when your absence was discovered. Now, this is my journey's end. You 
are here! Return with me, my nephew. You must assume the mantle of 
your great destiny. 

THADDEUS: Sorry. Something inside me says no. 

WrLBERT: Your heritage is an obligation. You derive from exquisite 
breeding. No expense was spared in your upbringing, your education. 
You have a duty! 

THADDEUS: Just like I reject these T. V. freaks (Indicating the T. V.

GROUP), so what you have to offer is suspect too. The family glory on 
which your appeal is based does seem true. But I deny any commit
ment to it. To me, this "noble old family" business is as much a fiction, 
as alien to me, as what they (Indicating the T. V. GROUP) represent
their T.V. fantasy. I don't want other people's reality to be imposed on 
me. I just want my own way to make. 

WILBERT: Spare me, for I am venerable. 

WAIN: He only means you good, kid. He came a long way for yuh. 

RoXY: (Protectively) Please-Thaddeus must decide for himself. 

THADDEUS: I will remain detached-lost-independent-remote. For 
all my traveling, my transformations, I belong to nothing, I'm not a 
part of anything. I'm not as yet a whole person-and might never be. 

WILBERT: I beg you not to break my heart. 

THADDEUS: (To WILBERT) Sir: I respect you, I venerate you-yet I 
must reject you. While duly appreciative how far you've come, how 
hard you've toiled just to find me, and how noble your intentions on 
my behalf, still-no. (WILBERT weeps.) And as for these people (Indi

cating T. V. GROUP:), they would have lobotomized me into a T. V. robot 
star. They would have bleached me dry, had I remained their stultified 
victim. Miraculously, I was rescued by Roxy, and by this very kind man 
(Indicating WAIN). 
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R AY: It's a disaster! 

ROXY: (She and THADDEUS still staring longingly at each other) Thad
deus-beloved! 

THADDEUS: My Roxy of Roxys! 

M AGGIE: Oh brother! 

RoXY: (Tenderly) My Thaddeus ... 

THADDEUS: (In deep, breaking, cracking voice) I'll carry you in my 

heart forever. 

RoxY: No-not in your heart-by your side. Along with you. 

THADDEUS: I can't ask you ... 

Roxy: But you can! And I accept! 

THADDEUS: You'll come-? 

RoxY: Of course! Together, we'll find your true self-and mine. In 
each other! (They embrace ferociously.) 

THADDEUS: (With deep voice) We'll begin our journey, into the stars, 
the unknown, the drama of the self, of the void, of the world. The age

old journey, but with two new travelers. (Pause. Turns to WILBERT:) My 
ancestors! Farewell. (THADDEUS and WILBERT embrace and kiss, Euro
pean style.) 

(As THADDEUS and Roxy are leaving:) 

M ARCONI: (Covering his eyes) No-I can't bear it-he's leaving us! 

MAGGIE: (To MARCONI) You think you've lost something?! 

VITTORIO: (Anguished) What a career! What a career-that shall never 
be! 

WAIN: (Tender-tough) So long, pal. 

(THADDEUS and ROXY exit.) 






