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COMMENTS ON THE CHARACTERS

Sergius  O'Shaugnessy: An Ex-Air Force Flyer on the
Loose. (23 or 24) He is the narrator of the play. A
tall, well-built young man. Is cocky with an under-
tone of sadness, and a constant hint of humor. Wry,
tough., but always intelligent—which is to say he
does his best to conceal the quality of his intelligence.

Marion Faye: A Pimp. (24) Medium in height or under,
very special, slim, tight-knit, beautiful, as angelic in
appearance as a choirboy, but moves like a quick
animal and is possessed of a fine voice, which is by
turns rough-edged, musical, incisive, or sadistic as a
whip. His presence is intense. He has an arrogance
which is made up of staring at you, measuring your
value, and deciding you are not there.

Bobby: A Call Girl. (22) Sweet, not too bright, vulner-
able, a little brain with quick calculations. A tendency
to girlish sighs. A wan, demure expression; a cheer-
ful, valiant, phony tone. She has been taught an
actress must use her personality, so she is forever
using it, forcing her voice into artificial enthusiasm,
artificial disgust, artificial gaiety.
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Lulu Meyers: A Movie Star. (25) A little turned-up nose, ,
a dimpled chin, a pouting mouth. Cuddling, curving f
motions. She seems to bounce when she walks, her 1
shoulders sway in a little rhythm with her hips, her ‘
neck curves, her hair falls in a golden sheath, and
her husky voice laughs at everyone’s jokes. A child- |
woman, a mistress, a bitch, an absolute narcissist, ‘
and most profoundly an actress. Her life is most ’
real when she is acting.

Charles Francis Eitel: A Movie Director. (40 to 55) A
man neither handsome nor ugly, but strikingly attrac-
tive. His smile is more than normally engaging and
his voice is rich in subtle accents—New York is in it,
and the theatre, a trace of the South, a hint of the }
fashionable-—it is a voice which varies its style to "
accommodate the person to whom he speaks, he com-
municates a sensitive, even fastidious sense of a man
playing a scene to some private audience in his mind.
So his manner has a way of offering some promise
and then pulling it back; the moment you decide he’s
laughing at you, he seems to like you—about the time
you expect things are going well, his voice will turn
you away. If his sophistication is always evident, the
facets of his nature are revealed by degrees—cynical,
sly, idealistic. romantic, noble, corrupt, visionary,
strong, weak, tortured, tender, a lover finally.

Carlyle Munshin: A Producer. (40 to 45) Has a broad
heartiness. His voice is an appurtenance, it booms, it
bleats. it whines, it shouts, it attacks, it groans, it ]
runs away, and all the while he is hiding behind it
shrewdly estimating his next move.

Herman Teppis: Head of Supreme Pictures. (in his sixties)
A florid man, with a powerful and overpowering man-
ner, sly, sad, incisive, brutal, mean and farcical by
turns. An amateur philosopher whose compulsion is to
philosophize in every remark. A man utterly in love

with his own voice.
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Elena Esposito: A Dancer, (25) She is a near-beauty,
but this is misleading, for she is not so much beautiful
as sexual. She moves in a vale of deep sexual musk.
Yet her manner is awkward, vulnerable by striking
starts, and a good bit rough. It will take years to
finish her. Her voice is thus not one of her assets.
By times rich and musical, it also reveals the snarls,
the whines, the nasalities, and the sneers of a poor
and cruel childhood. Her basic stance is to be wary
and sullen, but this is a depression designed to hold
together the furious contradictions of her nature; for
she is murderous and suicidal, loyal and treacherous,
devoted and savage, uneducated, but sensitive, stupid,
but lightning shrewd, brave, but timid, cheap finally,
and yet in search of an honesty other women
might choose to ignore.

Teddy Pope: A Movie Star. (30) Tall, slim, handsome,
athletic in appearance, but not rugged—the build of
a good tennis player. Probably blue-eyed and blond.
Until he begins to camp, there is no particular reason
to suppose he is homosexual.

Tony Tanner: Young Actor on the Rise. (25) Big, muscu-
lar, vain, animal—patterns himself after the early
Brando, but does not quite capture his scene—shows a
crudeness Brando managed to avoid.

Dorothea O’Faye: A Gossip Columnist. (early 40’s) Hand-
some woman with a full body, notorious as a showgirl
years ago, famous in her nightclub days as a singer.
Her boast is that she has been everywhere, has done
everything, knows everything there is to know. Rough
wit. Forceful style. Brutal but classy. She is Marion

Faye’s mother.

Don Beda: A Millionaire. (45) Top echelon of the jet set.
Beda is tall, distinguished, a goatee, speaks in a
slight foreign accent, which could be French, Spanish,
Italian, or South American. He is famous in the un-
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derground history of the fashionable world for his
orgies. His charm should suggest the magnificence of
someone who pursues the moment with all magical
intensity, for one step behind is total boredom.

Zenlia: Beda's Wife, (somewhere in her twenties) She is
tall, slender, with platinum silver hair, and a delicate,
even exquisite beauty. Speaks in a complete English
accent. Her manner betrays the distance, even the
island-like isolation of a famous model forever lost in
a castle of mirrors which contemplate her loveliness.

NOTE: The age of the characters may be difficult to fulfill.
It is not easy to get young actors to play Sergius, Lulu,
Marion, or Elena, since if they have had sufficient ex-
perience to understand the role, they have thereby lacked
training as an actor, for such experience is opposed 10 the
discipline of schooling. It is suggested therefore that one
employ older actors if necessary—the discrepancy in age
may be accounted for by Sergius, who could say: (See
Page 45—after . . . sometimes our memory”) “But memory
is willful. I cannot control the images it offers. People 1
knew when they were twenty or more are thirty now and
thirty-five. They have aged in my mind. Not all, but some.
My memory is like a tent which collapses here and pokes \
up there.”

40




f‘
|
I

ACT ONE




PROLOGUE

(From the wing of the theatre, Ser-
gius O’'Shaugnessy walks out and
stands before the audience. He is
dressed in a First Lieutenant’s Air
Force uniform. In one hand he
holds a fifth. As he looks about, he
takes a belt of whiskey, and wipes
his mouth with the back of his
hand. A spotlight is on him.)

SERGIUS

Good evening. My part in what you
are about to see is unimportant,
yet by another measure I suppose
I am very important, even essential.
For everything you see here tonight
takes place in my mind. Assume we
are going then on a little excursion
on an underground river of whis-
key.

(A nip from the bottle)

Yes, this may be the best oppor-
tunity I have to talk about myself,
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and I admit I feel like talking.
There's an unmistakable feeling of
nourishment you get from talking
to people with real faces. You see,
I am not alive.

(Another belt from the bottle)

At least T am not alive as most of
you would understand it. Something
happened to me while flying an
airplane which dropped fire bombs
on Orientals. Since I burned more
than a few to cinder and enjoyed
myself in the act, I was sent here,

(Indicates the set behind him)

here, to this mysterious dimension
of moral consequence which most
of you call Hell. And here I have
remained. But I believe I may not
be here forever, because I know
where I am. ] know that one life
ended for me and something else
began. This distinguishes me. The
men and women you are about to
meet believe they are alive. They
think they are enjoying themselves
in a resort in Southern California.
Of course, some of them may guess
that if they are a little better than is
expected of them, they can return
to your side of the footlights. May-
be that is the reason some of us are
so moral in our immoral way.

(Another belt from the bottle)

Yes, before you stands a young
man who evidently likes to drink.
But then a man must drink until
he locates the truth, which means,
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I suppose, that I am a little out of
balance. So I suppose are most of
you. For we are all obsessed with
reality; we wonder what it is. Real-
ity is real only at moments. Yet
what vitality persists in the frag-
ments. How real they are—even
when they are not necessarily real.
Our imagination of what happened
to other people becomes sometimes
our memory.

(A dance, suggestive of the life of
the court at Versailles, strikes up as
he continues. The actors enter to the
lilts of this dance, some from the
wings, some from the rear of the
theatre and remain through the pro-
logue.)

So accept me as your guide on a
tour through strong sunlight, deep
nights, hey hey! and conversations
about movies, money and love—
love, that roller coaster! The tour
begins!

(The actors are seated)

In the cactus wild of Southern Cal-
ifornia, a distance of two hundred
miles from the capital of cinema,
is the town of Desert D’Or. It is
the only place I know which is all
new.

(Lights play about the theatre as
if to suggest that the area comprised
by the cast and audience is the town
itself. Perhaps the cold shriek of
an eagle should be heard—the
scream of brakes.)
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I dropped into the resort with four-
teen thousand dollars, a sum I
picked up in a poker game in a
Tokyo hotel room while waiting
with other fliers for our plane
home. Let me leave it at that. It is
the way I remember it. I came out
of the Air Force with no place to
£0, no family to visit, and wandered
down here, here to Desert D’Or.

(A third belt from the bottle)
Here—

(The sound is hollow, haunted by
reverberations in some tomb of his
psyche.)

I got to know a few people.

(Sounds of laughter and ice cubes
in glasses)

For instance—I came to see a lot
of a highly developed and most
mysterious character named Mar-
ion Faye.

(Spot on Marion)
He fascinated me. That’s the truth.

MARION
How many planes did you shoot down?

SERGIUS
Just three.

MARION
Just three? They lost money on you. You'd have shot down
more if you could.

SERGIUS
I would have tried.
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MARION
You dig killing Asiatics?

SPERGIUS
I didn’t mean it that way.

MARION
They know how to train you characters. I wasn’t an officer.
I went into the Army a private and I came out that way.
I'm the only private they ever had.

SERGIUS
They kept booking you in the stockade, I hear.

MARION
Yes, I learned a thing or two. You see, it’s easy to kill a
man. Easier to do that than chase after a roach and
squash it.

SERGIUS
Where do you end up with this?

MARION
I don’t know. I got to work it out.

SERGIUS
Faye was a businessman. His oper-
ations were modest. He dabbled in
handicrafts.

BOBBY
Marion, I’'m sorry, I had to see you.

MARION
Charmed.

BOBBY
It was so extraordinary and unexpected . . .

MARION
I thought I told you never to visit me after three.

BOBBY
Marion, our mutual friend gave me five hundred dollars.
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MARION
Congratulations,

BOBBY
It was a wonderful night, Marion.

MARION
Sure, vou made five hundred,

BOBRY
Oh, it wasn't that. He was so nice to me. He called it a
loan. Do you know, Marion, if T ever hit it, I'm going to
pay him back.

MARION
Say. it must have gone well.

BOBRY
What a trip.

MARION
Yes, Eitel’s got a lot of technique.

BOBBY
t wasn't technique. I think Charley has a crush on me.

MARION
You don’t know how sweet he is.
He's a sweet guy.

BOBBY

It was so funny when he saw the kids. Veila woke up and
began to cry and he held her and rocked her. I could swear
there were tears in his eyes.

MARION
This is before he paid you?

BOBBY
Yes.

MARION
Well, what do you know?
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BORBY
You're not being nice. You don't understand. I had the
blues today. T was thinking that maybe I couldn't make it
sensationally for this kind of work, and Charley Eitel gave
me a ferrific type lift. He makes you feel like you're some-
thing.

MARION
Five hundred. Figuring it one-third to me, two-thirds to
you, you owe me one hundred and sixty-six and toodle-
deec-0o. I can make change.

BOBRY
Marion, I thought I only owed you seventeen dollars. After
all, he was supposed to leave just fifty dollars, wasn't he?

MARION
One-third, two-thirds. That's how it’s done.

BOBBY
But I didn’t have to tell you how much he gave me.
You're penalizing me for being honest.

MARION
Baby. you felt like shooting your mouth off. That’s what
you're paying me for. Vanity. It's all vanity. I have vanity
that I want to be paid.

BOBBY
Marion, you don’t know what the extra money means for
my children.

MARION
Look, you can go and drown them. That’s all right with
me.

(This is said with such quiet author-
ity that we can see the children
about to drown)

BOBBY
Marion, I feel as if there’s something I ought to tell you.
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