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VIRGINIA. I'm only doing six. | don't even get che wnesptof &

matince. My agencs said L was crazy o do 2 play.

JAMES. A lot of people would sgree. Wild hoises couldn' get me

up there again

VIRGINIA. Wall oy loins e girded. Come on, Il b you a drink.

JAMES. Tdlove to but I'm waiting for our hosress

VIRGINIA. IF Lza sings, you'e going to miss it

JAMES. You mean there' 2 chance that she won'c

VIRGINIA. Thats unkind.

JAMES. I'ebeen onasitcom so long | tink | heve 1o say somerhing

Fanny even when | dorit. She's o of my best fiends.

VIRGINIA. She’s a cunt. | mean hat in the besc pessible seasc of
(She gocs, Jareslooks a bis watch.) —

JAMES. Tt must be gerring time for the firse review on New York

Onc. (He s on e televiston with the remote conol)

TV ANNOUNCER. — sccumulation of 11 inches. Afir the break,

el beright back wich the st review of onights bigopening a the

Exhel Barrymore — (Jomer i the e buton on e remate b belds

on 1 the remore ol inelf)

JAMES. 1 drcad chis. Theyre gonna crucify kim. (The door s fung

sgen. Erank Fingori seen s e top of thesavs Fie wears ey wncl
gloves and @ woolhas. He yells 10 Vinginia i she boiom of i stais.)
FRANK. Theyke al phorics down there, Vieginia, don't sty T dicdnt
s youl (He comes into the room and slams she door beind him) 1
hate theatre people. Kis, kiss, kiss. Darfing, darling, daring, [ donic
like being kisced, especially by men I don't know and don't care to.
Ercrybody's dacling this, darling thar. Docsn's anybody have 2
fucking name? You know what 1 say? Puke on those phonies, puke
2l oxer them. | might take 2 dump on them while I'm a i. & big
dump, dump, cump. (He finally acknowiedges a diombitruch James)
What are you looking a2

JAMES. Opening nights are dreadful —all that nervous insinceriy:
“This viting o the reviews i tortue. Can you imagine vt t musc
be like for them? P James Wickes

ERANK. [ know who you are.

JAMES. Yours the frse person chis evening who doss. Do you
know whe's reviewing for New York One now?

ERANK. Some idiot. .

JAMES. She gave me tht ineredible rave for Peter’s play.
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FRANK. Theyke al idioss. I¢s a job requirement — along with
dandruff and personal hygiene issucs

JAMES. Theyre just doing their job.

FRANK. Reviews are what's kiling the theatre.

JAMES. Good ones arcs'. I'm sl wying o get my nicce 3 pair for
Wicked. (Frasik is warming b gloved hands) Are vou cold?
FRANK. I'm always cold. T've been cold all my life. (Frank Jas
picked up asmall, decorasive objes dart and i mtently examining i)
Fow much do you chink somerhing like this is worth?

JAMES. Severa thousand dolars, T should think.

FRANK. Several thousand dollas for a hox!

JAMES, I¢s tore than just  box, its an antiqus bos.

FRANK. And someone like Arcaud and the entire Theatre of Crucly
died in total poverty:

JAMES. 1 ont think Mss. Budder personaly kille them. Whoever
they wers, they don':sound like very nice peopl.

FRANK. They weren', That' why the theatre necdied thean. Wee
overrun with nice people. W need shits and sons of bitches ifwe'e
ever going to gec i ight again. (e pocker: the . James ey widen
in disbelit Frunk 1»«%,1:7,44 him.) What:

JAMES, T saw thar.

FRANK. Sot

JAMES. Youre puting me in an extremely difficult posicion. Mrs.
Budder is one of my dloses: — (Jemer tes the criic he, o watiing
Jor finally coming p om the TV) Hete we go, the first review. (He
“preses i vemote onirel o he TV, The ound comes back wp at once)
TV ANNOUNCER. New York One’s theaue eritic was ar the
Barrymors Thearre for the opening of a new play ronight
FERANK. May I have thatt (Frank takesthe romote from James)
TV ANNOUNCER. Well, ifs like chis. Perer Austins eagerly
avesited new play, The Golden B, love thar e, is — (Frank preses
the remoie. The ound gos o)

JAMES, What bappened:

FRANK. T dor'c believe in reviews.

JAMES. Ase you cruzyl Toen chat back on. (Fraaek curas sbe sourd
back up.)

TV ANNOUNCER. ... working in an idiom torally dissimiler
from his provious plays, almost as if they were in preparation for
chis, his Broadway debut, Mr. Ausin has given us a pley chat is
Dot — (Frank turns the oend off)
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