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Plp€e: New York City 4
Bree Daniels wants to b#a serious actress,
her living as a hig 1
pered as a call gif

#BREE DANIELS y
All right. Loneling#s. Well—separated. Fro
ple. Forgotten, JMell, as if I can be here, I gfff go through
the motions, g#ht? But the truth is, I dog#t belong. Well,
.it’s more tifin loneliness, Hate. PeopJ€ hating me—and
watchinggfne and following me an dyh
you knéw. I'm all screwed up. Jf
they must hate me. All right, gfle money. All right, not the
money. A kind of put-on. Iifets things back together. Well,
let’s say I go to one of Yose cattle calls, a tryout.
before—before I got g#is job—and the
you very much andg#’
didn’t want me. 4¢
feel lonely—yg know, the hate—or—gf you take a call
and you go t8 some John you've
never seen before, but he wants yoy¥ He must, he’s paying
for it. And usually they’re nervou€and that’s all right too,
because you’re not; you know this thing. And then for 3

Who Is Harry Ke"erman and Why Is
He Saying Those Terrible Things
About Me?

Cinema Center (Produced by Ulu Grosbard
and Herb Gardner), 1971
Screenplay by Herb Gardner

‘Directed by Ulu Grosbard t
Time: 1971

Place: New York City
Linda is an aspiring singet/actress who, at the age of thirty-
four, has not made it. She’s auditioning for a new musical
entitled Now. Present at the audition are Peter Halloran,
the director; George Solloway, the famous composer/lyri-
cist; and Sid Gill, George’s collaborator. :

At the audition Linda sings for Peter, George, and Sid
in a voice that is, in the words of the screenwriter, “qQuiet
and lovely and theatrically hopeless,” While she sings, Sid
makes a fast exit. When she’s finished, Peter thanks her
and waits for her to leave, but she explains to him that she
can’t, her hand js gripping a work-lamp pole and she is
rooted to the spot. Peter leaves, convinced that she’s nuts,
and Linda is left alone with George. (Note: The following
monologue does not include George’s brief reply to Linda.)

&m LiNDA (ALLISON)

I can’t leave. I'm sorry. I can’t leave.
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(She remains frozen on the chair; one hand

gripping the briefcase, the other hand gripping

the work-lamp pole; transfixed. ) '
I can’t seem to let go of this lamp right now. You fellas go
ahead. I'll be all right soon . . . I feel like I just auditioned
for the part of human being, and I didn’t get the job. See,
it took me three weeks to get this audition and [ bought a
new dress and I worked on ‘my song and I had my hair
done by Mr. Max at $22.50, a work of art, with lashes . . . and
now I can'’t just leave right away . . . Ican’t just leave right
away. I will just have to hang around here for a while, see?
Thank you, but I can’t move anyway; my hand is stuck. . . .
It happens all the time, I get stuck onto things. Chairs,
coffee cups, doorknobs, people. I'll be all right soon. Just
don’t shake hands with me or anything. You have kind eyes.
It’s funny to see your face after all that darkness. A nervous
face, but kind eyes. Oh, God, I hate these auditions. I'm
not what you're looking for.

#¥fcase) .
péra is the best. People live at
y¥die very beautifully. Lucia and
#this moor at dawn. Sh
ild bull, and

im . . . butso they each other. . . .

fiditioning. I wake y®In the morning and the
whole world says “Thank you very much, Miss Densmore,
that'll be enough for now.”
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- one eye at a time . , .

#arts to cry)
I'm crying so oddg#
#  (shakes her head)

J4D. I have to go
gotbrarian. That’s a file
g th only three good notgsyou gotta back yourself
p with something. You thigl#?'ll be able to get this lamp
inataxi?. .. I'm crying#from the left eye now ... It’s
not the audition, it'ggflot that . . . It’s my birthday 3
thirty-four years g}¢ today. I'm not prepared. I'm p#&
for twenty-twg#Right now, I could do a greajg#venty-two.
#S morning, and all of a suddeg

#not old, but I'm all of a sugdé
w2 enough for this dress, An d g
a Corporate Librarian with thre#good notes and a briefcase
11 don’t understand what hap-

pened to the time. All of# sudden I'm going into my tenth
year of looking for géew apartment. I'm not much of a
singer, and I'm ng#a gifted file clerk, either. The one thing
I'm good at is 4. being married. But my
That was tgsf

. (laughs)

I've never learned another trade. The giffie, mister. It’s not
a thief at all like they say. It's sqpe€
It's an embezzler, up nights,_jp#¥ling the books so you don’t

- notice anything’s missing, . . Hey, I let go of the lamp.,

\




