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SCENE:  A high platform. On one side stands a film camera  [silent type, circa ]. Behind it is 'STONEHOUSE', the cameraman. 'He' is a shop-window dummy in plus-ours golf shoes and cloth cap, worn back to front. 'He' is bent over the camera, hand on the rank. At stage centre is a director's folding chair, with its owner's name, POSTERKRANTZ, painted on the back. POSTERKRANTZ himself, whom we shall meet presently, is the archetypal Hollywood director of the 'twenties: flamboyant, mercurial, megalomanic, vulgar, Middle-European. His clothes are also typical: riding breeches, black ribbon tie, soft, wide brimmed felt hat. When directing, he uses a viewing glass, which dangles on his chest from a ribbon and a huge megaphone. Lines shouted through the megaphone are underlined.

When the play begins, the stage is blacked out. We hear a loud din, as if "Birth of a Nation", "Ben Hur" and  "Napoleon" were being shot simultaneously.

The lights go on all at once. POSTERKRANTZ is discovered, standing by his chair, waving his arms as he directs the huge crowd scene. After a while, he relaxes, seems satisfied, sits in his chair and calmly contemplates the scene, a wide grin on his face.

He raises the megaphone to his mouth and shouts into it. He is not heard above the noise, puts the megaphone down, waves his arms. The din finally stops. He speaks through the megaphone:

POSTERKRANTZ: 

Ven I zay 'Cut' I vant you all to cut at vonce, not at tvice or even more. I vas obliged to shout 'Cut' four times. Cut!  

[To 'STONEHOUSE']  

Zank you, Shtonehouse.  

[To others, on both sides and in front of the platform]  

Zank you, everybody... To all of you, many, many zanks.  

[Speaks throughout with a strong Middle-European accent which shall not be further phoneticised ]  

Excellent... Very marvellous... Stonehouse, my friend, did you catch the overturning chariot in the pan?... Excellent... You can relax now, Stonehouse, my good friend. Don't move, fellers!... Freeze!  

[Surveys the scene with the viewing glass]  

What do you say, Stonehouse? Looks all right to me... Want a retake?... Well, then relax, relax, boyo... Okay, fellers, you can relax now. I have asked Mr Stonehouse here if he was satisfied with the take and do you know what he said? He said the answer was in the negative. Ha ha.  

[Loud and prolonged laughter]  

I said 'Cut!   

[The laughter stops abruptly]  

Okay fellers... and beautiful ladies... easy now. When ten thousand extras laugh all at once, you begin to see what a dangerous thing a sense of humour can be...  

[There is another, short, burst of loud laughter]  

Look, fellers... and beauts, too... take it easy, okay? No more guffaws, please... Good. Before you go, I should like to thank you fellows - and beauts, too - for all what you have done for me and my film. Special thanks to the beautiful Babylonian brothel people. Wunderschon. Wunderbar realism. Thank you, ladies of the brothel.  

[Springs to attention, clicks his heels and addresses someone standing down front of him]  

Yes, sir... Oh, thank you, Mister Sam... Tomorrow afternoon at two... At your office...  

[Writes in a small pocket diary]  

It's a date. Aufwiedersehn... Listen to this, ladies of the brothel. My friend, Mister Sam,  was very impressed by the  shooting.. and by you, too. He paid me great compliments. And he wants to take you over, lock stock und barrel. Isn't this great news? Three loud cheers for the GOLDWYN GIRLS! H hip...  

[The crowds respond with a resounding 'hurrah!']  

H hip...  

[The crowds respond with a resounding 'hurrah!']  

H hip...  

[The crowds respond with a resounding 'hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!' POSTERKRANTZ addresses another imaginary person, down front]  

Hello, Mister Carl.  

[Clicks his heels]  

Thank you so much... Very kind of you. I shall tell them right away. Listen here, boyos and beauts, my great friend, Mr Carl Laemle, of Universal Pictures Inc, says I must tell you you were wonderful. You were wonderful. Hip hip for Mr... Pardon, Mr Carl? I shall tell them immediately. Special message for the Persian and Babylonian armies. Mr Laemle adored the blood... Pardon, Mr Carl?... Certainly. Right away. He wants me to say it was wonderfully gory. How's this for a compliment, fellers and beauts!?... Oh, sure, Mr Carl, I shall get her for you... Will someone get hold of Mrs Levine from catering, please? On the double! Ah, there you are, Mrs Levine. Hurry up, all half-ton of you! Ha ha.  Come right up, Mrs Levine. Mr Carl Laemle of Universal Pictures Inc has asked to congratulate you personally for your adorable ketchup which made the battle scenes so realistic. Mr Carl, may I introduce to you our own Mrs Levine of the Catering and Blood Department? Listen, fellers and beauts, Mr Carl is shaking Mrs Levine's hand. He's giving her a kiss! Lucky Mrs Levine. Now she is giving him one. No, two! Lucky Mr Carl!... Okay, everybody, re
ax, relax... I beg your pardon, Mr Carl?... When?...  

[Takes the diary out of his pocket]  

I am sorry, but I have a previous commitment at two o'clock. Three?... Sure.  

[Writes in his diary]  

I shall be at your office on the dot of three, Mr Carl. Listen to me, fellers and beauts, Mr  Laemle of Universal Inc has just asked yours truly to direct a new movie for Universal Pictures. Lucky Universal Pictures. Ha ha.  

[Clicks his heels as addresses yet another imaginary person]  

Nice to see you here, Mr Irving... But certainly I'll tell them. Hold it, everybody, Mr Irving Thalberg of M.G.M. has asked me to say to the Royal Orgy People, how much he enjoyed the orgy... Pardon, Mr Irving?... Which one?... Third from the left?... One, two, three... Delicious, isn't she?  On a personal note, People of the Orgy, I would like to say that I loved it, too. It was so perfectly... How can I put it?... libidinously lusty ... Was it not, Mr Irving?...  I am so flattered you agree with me so absolutely... So much writhing passion and fulfilment that I could almost... how shall I put it?... almost smell the bloody hormones... What is it, Mr Irving?  

[Cups his ear in his hand]  

Why didn't you say it right away. You mustn't be shy with me, Mr Irving. Can I arrange it?  Most certainly I can. You, there, third from the left. From the l e f t, stupid! What's your monicker?... Well, my beautiful Orgy Beaut, I have good news for you: Mr Thalberg of M.G.M. Pictures Inc would like to have a word with you. Mr Irving, how about my private caravan? It can be locked on the inside.   

[Places his forefinger on his lips]  

Shtum, absolute discretion, top secret. You an count on me a hundred percent plus, Mr Irving. Listen, darling, Mr Irving wants you to wait for him in my caravan - you know where the key is:  under the mat -  and there, he will speak with you. Ha ha. So, good luck, Norma, and so say all of us. 'Norma's a jolly good fellow...'  

[The crowd join in the song]  

'And will be tops at M.G.M.!'  Yes, Mr Irving, certainly... Four o'clock in your office.  

[Writes in his diary]

On the dot. Listen, fellers and beauts, great news! Mr Thalberg, the boy-wonder of M.G.M. Pictures Inc has just asked me to direct a new super M.G.M. motion picture. H hip for me!  

[More imaginary people come up to POSTERKRANTZ and he clicks his heels with each encounter]  

Yes, Mr Adolph... Certainly, Mr Harry... But, of course, Mr Jesse... Anytime, Mr William... Listen, guys and dolls, I have just been graciously invited to direct super-duper colossal motion pictures for Paramount Pictures Inc and Lasky Pictures Inc and Columbia Inc and Fox Films Inc as well as for Path‚, First National, Paul Gesson and Christie Comedy - all bloody Inc And that's just the start.  

[Whispers to STONEHOUSE, with gritted teeth]  

Relax boyo, relax. Smile, for fuck's sake. You're embarrassing me in front of everybody... Wake up...  

[To some people nearby]  

I am afraid my colleague Stonehouse is a little put out. Between you and me and the lamp-post, gentlemen, it is because he is a bit of a prima donna and today he has had some competition. Right, Stonehouse, boyo? You haven't had all the limelight to yourself, have you, old boyo?  

[Whispers in STONEHOUSE'S ear]  

Smile, you dumkopf, smile.  

[Aloud]  

If you will take the trouble of looking up, you will see what I mean by 'competition'. A hidden cameraman! Ahoy. there! Are you all right, Mister Billy?! He got a little bored with Mr Griffith, so he asked to work with me on this film...  

[Whispers in STONEHOUSE'S ear]  

Okay, sourpuss, cool it. Cool it before I lose my cool with you.  

[Aloud]  

Mr Billy, believe or not is my second unit cameraman on this motion picture...  Look, fellers and beauts! Way up there is the fabulous Billy Bitzer, the great D.W. Griffith's fabulous Director of Photography. Unbeknown to you, he has been filming you all along from way up there, among the tree tops of the Hanging Gardens of Babylon. That shook them, didn't it? You can climb down now, Mr Billy. Take care how you go, Mister.. Are you all right? Just grazed all over? That's good...  And now, everybody look at the TRANSPARENT floor of the Royal Orgy Hall. Down there, behind his camera, is Mr Karl Freund. Unbeknown to you, he has been taking scorpion's eye view shots of the orgy. I hope none of you was wearing Y-Fronts in the orgy, or there will be hell to pay, when I view the rushes.  

[Clicks his heels]  

And good morning to you, Mr Charlie. Any time, Mr Charlie... Mr Charlie Chaplin has just graciously begged me to produce and direct a new film for United Artists! Pardon? A pleasure, Mr Charlie... With the poignant Miss Edna Purveyance.  

[Whispers in STONEHOUSE'S ear]  

Smile, boyo, smile. What's the matter with you? Don't you want to work on Miss Edna?... And listen to this, fellers and beauts: unbeknown to you, in those bushes taking chariot wheel eye views of the gory battle was Mr Rudolph Mat‚ and I do hope the Persian army wasn't wearing Y-Fronts under their tunics, or there will be bloody hell to pay. Yes, it is a well known historical fact that the Persians always fought with their balls exposed to the dust and draughts. And over there, in the Babylonian brothel, hidden underneath tigers' skins were Mr Karl Struss and Mr Gregg Toland. And, if, when I view the rushes, I see, from the tigers' skins' eye view, a single, Y-Front, there will be more hell to pay.  

[He is besieged  on all sides by eager producers]  

Please, gentlemen, please play it cool. One producer at a time... No, Mr Zukor, I am not willing to direct two motion pictures at one and the same time! I am an artist, not a cobbler! Please, gentlemen, I may be the greatest director in the history of the cinema. but I am also a human being. I have a private life... Please, I beg of you. No, you can't follow me in here. Even a king is left alone in this place.

[The lights dim down, leaving a narrow beam on POSTERKRANTZ. He unzips his trousers, turns his back to the audience, hums as he urinates. Relaxed. he walks about the room, flexing his muscles. For a moment, all is quiet after the bustle of the previous scene]  

Phew, alone at last... What a life... What a film...  

[Piano music. He executes a few short tap steps. Sings]

Oh what a gigantic picture!

Unique in every way!

In portraiture

and gesture.

In garniture

and posture.

Expenditure,

Photograture

and directure.

A wonderful picture

in every conceivable way.

Oh, what a stupendous epic!

Great in every manner.

Historionepic

Bibliophepic,

Kaleidosopepic

Theatricalepic,

Cinematepic,

Geniusepic,

A marvellous epic

in every imaginable manner.

[Quietly, with compassion]  

How strange that of all people, Mr Rudolph should turn out to be such a vile, amoral queen. There I am, taking a cool shower in Culver City changing rooms when I feel a finger being thrust up my asshole. Naturally, it makes me take notice fast and, lo and behold, if it isn't Mr Rudolph! I don't want to hurt his feelings, but what can I do in such queer circumstances?  So, I tell him to pull himself together and he bursts into tears, like a child. 'People know me as a Sheik but I am only a queen.' I forgive him on the spot and swear not to whisper a single word of it, ever... So, shtum, shush. A hundred percent discretion. I am a grave...  

[Rubs his hands]  

I think I am game for some 'quick action'. That's the wonderful thing about this town: there are so many of them and they are all yours for the asking... if you have the Power.

[Piano music. POSTERKRANTZ croons]

I saw her smiling on the silvery screen,

And my heart broke at the sight..

I wandered home with a thousand tears unseen

And my fancy took to flight.

Bim bum. Bim bum. Op, op, ow.

But she is the queen

Of the silvery screen

And I am a just a small-time clerk

In a bank.

Bim bum. Bim bum. Op, op, ow. .

He may be a small-time clerk, but I am a BIG-TIME DIRECTOR!  

[There is a knock at the door]  

Come in.  

[To an imaginary person, who has just entered]  

Oh, Mrs Mary, you mustn't come in like this. What will Miss Hedda say, let alone Miss Louella?... Not to mention Mr Doug. 

[Tearing himself from imaginary arms] 

No, please don't. You promised... No, no, it's just your over-fertile imagination... Of course you can live without me... Easily, with a husband like Doug!... Oh, all right, then. Five minutes and not one second more... I have important rushes to view...  

[Begins to strip down to his Y-Fronts]  

I feel so stupid doing this. I know Hollywood is Hollywood, but you are the World's Own Sweetheart, Mrs Mary. I also have my Clara to think of... Yes, three days already. Don't you read the papers? Hurry up, Mrs Mary, time is money. 

[About to divest himself of his Y-Fronts, reacts to someone who has just come in]  

Ach, Gott! It's you! What an unpleasant surprise, my good friend Doug. How the hell did you get in?... But it's a penthouse apartment... I'll have those damn palm trees chopped down... I stand guilty, my friend. Mrs Mary is not to blame. She loves you, but I gave her the Posterkrantz Stare and she succumbed in no time... Kill me if you feel like it. But remember, the whole world is waiting for my next unfinished picture, "The Birth of the Persian Nation"... What?! What is it, a kind of bad California joke? The three of us!? Together? But Doug, you are the original Clean Cut American Boy!... Oh, all right. Four minutes and not a second more.  

[Looks at the audience, shrugs his shoulders.]  

Hollywood...  

[ 'Sensual' piano music.  He dances a few 'suggestive' steps. The music is now lively. POSTERKRANTZ sings]

Hollywood's the place for me, sir!

And Hollywood's the place for her!

Hollywood's the place for YOU, sir

If you can break in too sir!

Hollywood! Hollywood! Hollywood!

[Subsides, sits in the chair]  

Ah, what a life... So different from Vienna... or even Berlin. Rush, rush, rush. And, if it's not rush, rush, rush, it's rushes, rushes, rushes. Ha ha.  

[To someone behind him]  

Okay, Buster, roll it.  

[The lights flicker, creating a film projector effect]  

Good... good... I am not bad as director, eh, Stonehouse?... Fabulous... Quite a genius... What was that?! Have you seen the chariot, Stonehouse? I'll get you for this!... A pan?! Don't make me laugh, you bloody anti-cameraman. It was an epileptic fit!... Gutten grief! Look at this! A Y-Front in an orgy! I'll be the laughing stock of... Himmel! Look at those stupid Persian 'warriors' in Y-Fronts! Cut! Cut! Cut it at once! Buster! CUUUUT!  

[The flickering stops. POSTERKRANTZ speaks quietly, sadly, containing his anger with an effort]  

Stonehouse, my ex-friend, what unspeakable, unmentionable bestiality have I committed upon you, that you... all right, all right, I admit you were not to blame for the Y-Fronts... Shut up!... But how about the epileptic fit?! No, Stonehouse boyo... This time I mean it. This is the last last-straw. I have no choice in the matter. I have to be cruel to be kind - to my motion picture.  

[To an invisible messenger boy]  

Hey, you, messenger boy. Get Mr Sam to rush here right this minute... Tell him it is urgent... Sorry, Stonehouse, that's the way the cookie crumbles... Go on, boy, get going. Tell Mr Sam 'on the double, eins, zwei, drei!'... I don't want to do it to you, Stonehouse. I know that if I give you the sack, no one in Hollywood will ever employ you again. I create the fashion in this town and you are out of it, Stonehouse. Stonehouse ist Kaput! You'd better go back to beach photography. You know what that chariot means? It means I have to shoot all the crowd scenes again. Because of one chariot... and half a dozen Y-Fronts... Ah, Mr Sam, about time, too. 

[Patronisingly] 

I have some news for you: I have to reshoot everything from scratch... Hold it, hold it. The reshoot is going to be even better than the shoot... 

[Impatiently, curtly] 

Please don't ask me why, Mr Sam. If you make me explain, I shall lose my temper and I am not very nice when I am really angry. I know it's ten thousand extras, but you have their 'phone numbers, haven't you?  And I want a word with wardrobe about... What do you mean by 'in two voids im-possible?' First of all, 'impossible' is one 'void', even in English and, secondly, I never take 'impossible' for an answer. Never!... What?! What did you call me? You back alley peddler! When I was already a famous Continental director, you were skinning dead cats in a stinking Chicago backroom, Mr Sam  

 [Testily]  

Goldfish... Me, fired?... Oh, no, you are fired - by me, Goldfish. Get lost, scram! Fuck off! Yeah, we shall 'see about it' okay!  

[Subsides, turns to STONEHOUSE]  

Some 'loyal' friend, you are, aren't you, you, jellyfish. You just stand there, like a mummified dinosaur, saying fuck-all, doing fuck-all, while that Polish Jew 'moneybags' Goldfish abuses me. A fucking 'friend' you are... What are  you? A man or a dummy?... Answer me. Open your mouth and defend yourself, damn you! Okay, carry on. Stand there, behind your silly 'coffee grinder', like a bloody monument and shtoom up. I'm not moving from here, either. Not before I have reshot the whole damn motion picture, every single scene, every single shot - extreme long, medium long, plain long, close , double close and treble close up. The whole damn lot. Reshot and, if necessary, re-reshot. And I'm not going to remove my ass from this until Goldfish gives me better crews, bigger sets, brighter lights, sharper cameras. I want my new cameraman, behind his damned coffee-grinder, on top of the tallest setup Hollywood has ever seen and will ever see. I will have more juniors and yes-men than ever before. And the lights... Oh, boyo, the lights... I want everything brand new: three hundred new 'bonbons', two kilowatt each; two hundred new 'juniors'; a thousand new 'babies' and any number of new 'inky-dinks'; fifty new 'scoops'; a dozen new 'twins'; two hundred new 'floods'! And the best juice hands and focus pullers, gaffers and grips to go with them. I want twice as many bit players and stunt men and women and not one Y-Front between the lot of them. I'll rip all their clothes off their bodies, including knickers. So help me, I will. Dangling balls, dangling all the way, in battle and in death! And real orgies. I want then totally real. I want the smell of hormones up my nose until I choke. I shall start a new trend; everything for real. Real McCoy blood, too. I'll grab that she-elephant Levine out of her kitchen and cut her varicose veins. No more ketchup, Mrs Half-a-Ton... 

[Alarmed] 

What the hell is going on?... Mr Billy, where are you going? Don't you know that Mr Griffith is finished as director? I need you in my second unit, Mr... He's gone deaf. He just walked away. Bugger him, I don't care. I'm not short... Mr Rudolph, would you please... where do you think you are off to? 

[Turns in all directions]  

Mr Karl! Mr Gregg! Mr the-other-Karl! Come back! Don't abandon me! Don't... Deserted. Just like that. Without notice. I might have guessed. I might have imagined... Thank God you haven't budged, Stonehouse. You couldn't walk out on me, could you?... You wouldn't do such a thing, would you? A pal's still a pal, eh, pal? You're staying!... Good.  

[Puts his arm around STONEHOUSE'S shoulder]  

Remember when you first started, Stonehouse? Berlin... the old UFA studios. I was directing Miss Pola and Mr Emil in "Madame Dubarry"... All right, I know Ernst Lubitsch got all the credit for that motion picture, but you know who was the real McCoy director. I remember you coming up to me, cap in hand... I was standing behind Mr Ernst, whispering in his ear 'Do this, do that, roll it, move it, cut'...All the little things that make up the so-called 'Lubitsch Touch'... You were then a mere boy, a whippersnapper. 'Would you teach me the art of the cinema, sir?'... Would I?... Sir?... 'Of course I would, whippersnapper...' And I did teach you everything you know, didn't I? How many movies have we made together since Berlin? Hundreds! At least. Yes, I did. 'Sir' did. Didn't he? 

[Angrily]  

Didn't he?  

[Slaps STONEHOUSE'S face]  

Didn't he?!  [Subsides]  Forgive me, whippersnapper. I am so damned impetuous these days. It's all the fault of that bugger Goldfish. 'In two voids, You're fired!' You were here, Stonehouse. You've heard it all. You did, didn't you?  [Angrily]  

Didn't you?  

[Raises his arm to strike STONEHOUSE]  

Answer me!  

[Subsides, lowers his arm]  

See what I mean?  I can't control myself any more. I used to be so relaxed, when I directed Miss Pola Negri and Mister Emil Jannings in "Madame Dubarry"... I told you it was ME not HIM! I don't care what the history books say. They are written by liars. Lubitsch bribed them all. He bribes everybody. This is why he is always broke. There is no such thing as the 'Lubitsch Touch'! There is only the 'Posterkrantz touch'!  There, Posterkrantz...  

[Turns the chair around to show his name inscribed on its back. The back of the chair is now blank]   

What's this?! Someone must have scraped it off. Crept up behind me, while I was busy directing and... Will the dirty little snivelling yellow son a bitch cunt who crept up and did this take three steps forward eins, zwei, drei... No one moves. Who could have been so mean to me, Stonehouse? Who is it who dislikes me to such an extent as to touch my personal chair?  I don't get it. I, who haven't a single enemy in the whole world... Unless... unless it was...  

[Lowers himself onto the chair, misses it and tumbles to the floor] 

What the hell!  

[Gets up]  

What the hell! Who has moved that chair? Okay, Goldfish, you can come out of the woodwork now... or whoever it was you paid to pull that chair from under me!... You saw it, Stonehouse, with your own eyes. Don't they know who I am? What I am? What I still am? Ever heard of a film called "The Cabinet of Dr Caligari"? I directed it!  

[To STONEHOUSE]  

No, he didn't. All the time he was 'directing' that film, there was someone whispering in his ear. It's a well-known historical fact! And I didn't bribe anyone!... What's the matter with you, Stonehouse? Do you achieve some perverse climatic sexual kick out of contradicting me at every step of the way?... Then shut up!... On the strength of "Caligari", I was invited to Hollywood, with my cameraman Stonehouse. In Hollywood. my first film was "Tol'able David", a masterpiece... Officially, it was him, Stonehouse... Stonehouse here reminds me that officially, Henry King directed Tol'able David"... but no prizes for guessing who was whispering in his ear...  

[To STONEHOUSE]  

Oh, all right, wise guy. But you can't deny I directed "Greed"... No, it wasn't Stroheim and you know it!... I directed "Greed"! I directed "Greed"! I directed "Greed"! There!... What's ailing you? You are damn contrary these days. Are you trying to reduce me to your size? Are you denying that I am Mr Hollywood in person?! Didn't I discover Gloria Swanson and Mary Pickford and Doug Fairbanks and Adolph Menjou and Montague Love and Bessie Love and Billie Dove and the Gish and Talmadge sisters and Rudolph Valentino... Let me tell you something I swore I would take with me to the grave. I was taking a cold shower in Culver City and this grease-boy... Oh, you know the story?... You've heard it more than a hundred times?... At least?... Who could have told you?... Well, anyway, who discovered John Gilbert and George Bancroft and Donald Crisp and Ronald Colman and Noah and Wallace Beery and the girl with the ginger-sharp monicker, Zasu Pitts and Clara Bow - she is my current lay, by the way - and Theda Bara, who was a virgo intacta until I ran into her - and Ramon Novarro and even Buster Keaton, not to mention Rod la Rocq and Monte Blue and Henry Bergman  and Geraldine Farrar and Rene Adore and Ala Nazimova and Nils Astor and Asta Nielsen and Maria Ouspenskaya and Mabel Normand and Mae Marsh and Marie Dressler and the incomparable Seena Owen? Didn't I? And who coached them all? Even the cowboys: Tom Mix and Tim McCoy and W.S. - for 'William Shakespeare', would you believe it? - Hart? I taught them to act and they taught me how to draw.  

[Makes a gesture of drawing a revolver out of a holster]  

And if it wasn't for me, the three Barrymores would still be wasting their time on Broadway! And I dread to think where Lon Chaney would be today... Or Eugene Palette? And how about all the directors who leeched on  my talent and imitated my styles? Yes, I did say 'styles'. I have a style for each occasion! The Posterkrantz comedy touch and the Posterkrantz drama style and the Posterkrantz melodrama effect and the Posterkrantz Western method! They all envy me and want to send me to hell. That is why they tiptoed behind my back and scraped my name off my private chair. I'm not afraid to tell the world who they are, those cheap, cheating bastards, style-poachers. One - Mr Clarence Brown, who began as my focus puller. Two - Mr Cecil B. de Mille, who was my shoe-black. Three - Mr James Cruze who used to fetch me ice water when I was directing "The Covered Wagon" for him. Four - Mr Ernst Lubitsch, who stole the 'Posterkrantz Touch`. Five - Mr Gregory la Cava, who used to be my personal pimp. Six -  Mr Fred Niblo, my third assistant grip on "Ben Hur". Seven -  Mr Stroheim, an inflated, amplified megalomaniac who begged of me to let him pass as the director of "Greed". Also Mr Moritz Stiller, who screwed Miss Greta Garbo although she was his natural daughter. And also Mr Josef von Sternberg, Mr Maurice Tourneur, Mr Lewis Milestone, Mr Robert Flaherty, Mr Rene Clair, Mr Jean Renoir - the lot. You name them, I trained the bastards.  

[Wipes the sweat off his forehead]  

Who said 'balls'? Who said 'balls'?... Who was it?  

[To STONEHOUSE]  

You? Did you say 'balls' to me? To Mr Hollywood in Person?  

[Sings]

Hollywood is swell for me, sir.

Take your hat off to me, sir!  

[To STONEHOUSE]  

Go on, take it Off. Be man enough to take it off. I'm going to give you three seconds to take it off. Or else!... One  

[Long pause]... 

Two  

[Long pause]... 

Three!!!  

[Long pause]... 

Well?  

[Gently]  

Look here, Stonehouse, I really don't want to make trouble for you, so take your finger out and off with your hat, eh?... All right, just tip it, then... Go on, tip it, symbolically.  

[Touches STONEHOUSE lightly. STONEHOUSE topples over with a crash]  

Stonehouse... I didn't even touch you... You saw I never touched him!   

[Kneels down beside STONEHOUSE]  

Stonehouse, speak to me. Open your eyes, boyo, please.  

[STONEHOUSE is towed towards the wings by a rope tied around the leg]  

Where are you going, Stonehouse? Come back! You can't leave me now! Not when your pal is down? How much has he paid you to go?... The bastard. You are a bloody bastard, you stinking cat-catcher from the Warsaw ghetto! You will never know what a movie is - AS AN ART FORM!   

[STONEHOUSE has vanished into the wings. Now the camera is being pulled away by a 

rope tied to its tripod]  

What the hell! WHAT THE HELL!...  

[The camera is pulled out completely]  

Well, I'm not budging. I haven't been making sockeroos all these years for nothing!  

[As he is about to sit down, the chair is pulled by a rope from underneath him and he crashes to the ground]   

What the hell... Stop it, Mr Metro-Goldfish, or else!  

[Gets up, sees the chair disappearing in the wings]  

That's my personal chair! Anyone sitting in it will be fired on the spot! Come back, chair! Come back this minute!  

[The chair is gone]  

Okay, if that's the way the cookie crumbles, I'll stand my ground. Erect. With pride.  

[Clicks his heels and speaks to someone down front]  

Yes, Mr Sam... Of course I didn't mean it. It was, ha ha, a joke. J-O-K-E. I know it was on the feeble side. I apologise. I have no sense of humour. Ha ha. But I am man enough to apologise. In five voids, I a-po-lo-gise. Ha ha.  [Lightly]  

See, I apologised. It wasn't easy. It was quite hard. But I was man enough to... Lick your boots?! What is this? A nightmare? Never! I shall never never lick anyone's boots! Anyway, not with all the lights on.  

[Blackout]  

What the hell?!  

[Laughter is heard over the speakers, loud and short. The lights go on again and we just catch sight of POSTERKRANTZ jumping up from an undignified posture on the ground. A black smudge covers his face around the mouth]  

I said I'd never do it! I said 'no' to Goldwyn! Can any of you guys out there beat that?  

[A short burst of laughter is heard over the speakers] 

What's so damn funny?!  

[Touches his mouth, looks at his fingers]  

It's just the Los Angeles smog! It's not what you think it is. Natural smog. I'll have it analysed for you. Stand back! Back!  

[Draws a revolver out of his pocket]  

I discovered Tom Mix, the great Drugstore Cowboy and William Shakespeare Hart. I taught them to act and they showed me how to draw a six-shooter!  

[Sings]

Alone and unafraid,

The cowboy stood his ground.

And when he heard the sound

Of distant drums, he said:

Alone and unafraid,

I shall stand my ground.

[Clicks his heels and speaks to someone passing down front]  

Hiya, Mr Jack, remember me? I directed "The Marriage Circle" for you and your brothers, back in 'twenty-four... No, it wasn't Lubitsch! You know full well it was Posterkrantz!... What do you mean, 'Who's he?' He is me. Listen, Mr Jack, I had a bit of a shindig with Mr Sam... so I am in kind of... liberty... You have who?... Oh, yes, I've heard of this coke-faced fool. But he is a bloody jazz singer! Have you heard that?! Warner Bros Inc have signed a vocalist for a movie! Hollywood has gone completely meshugeh! Stand back! You bastards, turn the studio guard dogs on me, will you?! I'll show you!  

[A dog barks. POSTERKRANTZ points his revolver and shoots. A dog whines briefly]  

Got you! Stand back, the rest of you! Stand back and listen to me. I told my lawyer to freeze all my great masterpieces of the Silver Screen. Frozen, out. "Beggar on Horseback" - out! "The Thief of Baghdad" - out! 'The Sheik" - out! "The Big Parade" - out! "The Black Pirate" - out! "The Battleship Potemkin" - out!  

[All the lights go out. Simultaneously, a flickering beam of light, from a film projector, is trained on POSTERKRANTZ. He shouts]  

I said 'NO MORE MASTERPIECES!' I SAID 'CUT!' NO MORE! STOP THE SHOW! CUUUUT!  

[He freezes. The flickering light continues to play on his face for a while].

BLACKOUT

end
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