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(With great bitterness.) I'm a hack. I was always a
hack and now I'm a bigger hack. I have sunk to new
depths of hackdom.
PAUL. George, come on. You can't give up. What about all
your fans?
GEORGE. My fans? (He laughs.) Fine. I'll call one, you call
the other.
PAUL. George, you made a mistake. Everybody makes
mistakes. Let me talk to her. She'll listen to me.
GEORGE. It's too late, Horatio.Just cancel the performance
for this afternoon. In fact, cancel the whole tour.
PAUL. You can't do that. You'll get sued.
GEORGE. Let the bastards sue me! Let them nail me to a
cross! God knows I've suffered enough.
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GEORGE.

(The phone rings, and PAUL grabs it.)
Hello?! (Covering the receiver, to GEORGE.) It's your
agent, from New York.
GEORGE. I'm not here.
PAUL. (Into the phone.) He's right here. (To GEORGE.) Would
you talk to him!
PAUL.

(GEORGE

snatches the phone.)

Hello, Henry. How's the blood-sucking business?
... Well it must be important. It's almost noon and
you're up for the day ... All right, I'm listening! ... Well
of course I know they started filming yesterday. I have a
little Ronald Colman doll that I'm sticking pins into ...
What? .. .You're joking.

GEORGE.

(The tone of the conversation changes completely
now; something incredibly wonderful has happened
and GEORGE becomes increasingly euphoric.)
1

... What? ... Henry, if this is a joke, I'll kill you .... Oh, my
God! I don't believe it!
PAUL.Whathi ppened?

(10 PAUL.) Shh. (Into the phone.) ... Oh, my God,
that's wonderful! Henry, I love you!
PAUL. George, what happened- ?
GEORGE.

Would you shut up! (Into the phone.) .. . Today?
. . .Yes, of course I'll be here ... Right. I'll call you.

GEORGE.

(GEORGE
PAUL.

hangs up.)

Well?

(Beside himself with excitement.) We're back in
business. (Calling through the door.) Charlotte, get in here!

GEORGE.

What did he say?
You are looking at a star, my boy. Gaze your
fill and disregard the radiance. Squint if necessary.

PAUL.

GEORGE.

Charlott.el
What happened?!!

PAUL.

Yesterday, on the set of The Twilight of The Scar!,et
Pimpernel Ronald Colman made his first enu-ance ... and

GEORGE.

fell down a flight of stairs and broke his legs.
PAUL.

Oh my God ...

GEORGE. As. a consequence, the director of the film, Frank

Capra, winner of two thousand Academy Awards,
Mr. Hollywood himself, is flying here to watch the
matinee.
PAUL. Frank Capra .. .?

Ha haaaa!

GEORGE.

OTTE enters, carrying a suitcase, and
heads straight or the street door.)

(C

CHARLOTTE.
GEORGE.

Good-bye, George.

(Intercepting her.) Yes yes yes. I'm sorry.

George-!
Now listen. The most wonderful thing in the
world has happened: Ronald Colman is crippled!

CHARLOTTE.
GEORGE.

CHARLOTTE. What?

Henry just called. It seems that Mister Colman
made a most dramatic entrance yesterday on the set
of The Scarlet Pimpernel by careening head first down a
flight of steps. (With great relish.) I'll bet it was the tights
that got him ...
CHARLOTTE. George-

GEORGE.

Q

There are fractures, apparently, in both of his
legs. Not one. Both!
CHARLOTTE. Henry told you this.
GEORGE. The studio is desperate! Every minute they delay
is costing a fortune. So: what director do you think is
on a plane this very second heading for Buffalo, New
York? I'll give you a h int. (Cheedeading.) Give me a C. C!
Give me an A A! Give me a P. P!
CHARLOTTE. GeorgeGEORGE. I know what you're thinking, Charlotte. Where
do you fit into all this. Well, if I do get the role, and it's
beginning to look extremely likely, I will insist that you
play Marguerite.
CHARLOTTE. I don't know what to say, George.
GEORGE. (Bows his head.) I know. I'm a saint.
CHARLOTTE. Except this is easily the most ridiculous lie
you have ever told me.

(GEORGE

GEORGE.

(CHARLOTTE

picks up her suitcase and starts to

exit.)

George? ... George ... ?
GEORGE. I'm going to kill myself. No. That's too easy. I'm
going to get very, very drunk, and then I'll kill myself.

PAUL.

Now wait a second! We can still do the matinee!
GEORGE. And who's going to play Roxane? Ethel?!

PAUL.

(ETHEL enters carrying GEORGE 's CYRANO

pants.)
ETHEL. There you are. Well I'm glad to say they're finished.

No thanks to you. Now try them on.

(She throws the trousers into
GEORGE stares at her blankly.)

STOP!/WAIT!
GEORGE. (lncredulous.)You don 't believe me?

CHARLOTTE. Oh, George, please-

(GEORGE looks at the pants ... then winds them
a:round his hands as if to strangle her.)

George, give me the pants ...

PAUL.

GEORGE. No.

George-!
GEORGE. They can give me the chair. It'll be worth it.

(Grabbing the pants.) Now stop it!

PAUL.

GEORGE.

Wait! Charlotte, believe me. You must believe me.
Have I ever lied to you before?
(CHARLOTTE staggers-then exits.)

GODDAlvfMJTTOHELL!H-

(Off) Charlotte! Charlotte, please!
(Off) I said good-bye!!!

CHARLOTTE.

GEORGE.

(Off) OOOWWW!!!

~oD(R.E f J)Atsl.ltLS

(GEORGE throws the pants to the ground and
jumps up and down on them. ETHEL turns
amund. The phone rings. And ROZ enters from the
street.)

runs after her:)

(We hear a crash, off CHARLOTTE has hit
GEORGE with the suitcase.)

Let me go!
(PAUL and GEORGE struggk over the pants. Then:
RRRRRIP! They rip the pants in half again.).

CHARLOTTE. Good-bye, George.

GEORGE.

lap.

Go ahead! I'll turn around. Puh. As if you're modest.
That'll be the day.

GEORGE.

I

GEORGE 's

PAUL.

GEORGE & PAUL.

(GEORGE

reenters, limping badly.)

Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!

GEORGE . ... What?

CHARLOTTE. Good-bye, George. Take care of yourself.
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ETHEL. I don't believe it.
ROZ.

Daddy! What's wrong?!

PAUL.

Roz!
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