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Premise:
At the dawn of Hollywood's sound era, a second-generation 

German composer, an aspiring actress, African-American doctor 
and powerful studio mogul find themselves transformed by love 

and all of life's other monsters.

Act 1, Scenes 2 & 3:
Chicago & Hollywood, 1931

Speaking / Singing Parts:

DOCTOR LIME (30s):
Chicago-born, African-American studio physician.

NEWSSTAND GIRL:
Extra in Scene 3 only.

BERNHARD KAUN (late 30s):
Second-generation German composer contracted to Universal 

Pictures.
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ACT 1, SCENE 2:

Movie theater, Chicago. Earlier that same year.

We're still in that movie theater at Stage Right, but now the 
air is thick with tobacco. The projector beam highlights a 
thirtysomething African-American male. With his professional 
bearing (courtesy of a brown check suit from Carson Pirie 
Scott's mid-ticket line) and educated demeanor, one might say 
he's at the epicenter of Chicago's postwar black renaissance. 
Moreover, he's the same DOCTOR LIME Bernhard and Laemmle were 
talking about just now.

LIME: They're tearing down the Home Insurance building. Not 
that insurance is my line. You see, those insurance guys with 
their actuary tables and year-on-year projections stack their 
chips on what might happen. Like meteorological forecasters or 
racetrack hustlers. It's kinda the same for me -- Only I 
evaluate the human body's propensity for containment or 
capitulation. (Pause) Put simply, it means that for the past 
six years and two months I've worked out of a modestly 
furnished surgery on the ground floor of that Home Insurance 
building. It was there I ran into almost every condition known 
to modern man: hereditary diseases, congenital diseases, 
infectious diseases, allergic diseases, metabolic diseases, 
hormonal diseases, circulatory diseases, degenerative 
diseases, neoplastic diseases, nutritional diseases, emotional 
disorders, and diseases caused by physical or chemical agents.

Lime's hands trace the contours of his own face. As if he were 
examining himself for the first sign of one of these diseases.

LIME: In other words, I was an audience to misfortune. Maybe 
you'd find me applying callipers to the spindly legs of a 
malnourished child, or treating an entry wound the authorities 
would describe as being "firearm-related". Other times I'd run 
tests on some adolescent with lungs eviscerated by tiny 
particles of metal, silicon or asbestos. Maybe those kids were 
the lucky ones? Hell, I've trawled the accident records – 
subdivided by Construction; Ports & Waterfronts; Motor-Vehicle 
Collision, etcetera, etcetera – and I thank God for the folks 
I didn't see.

Lime gets up from his seat. Makes his way up the aisle.

LIME: I guess that lately I've thought a little more about my 
own wellbeing. Maybe it has something to do with them tearing 
down that Home Insurance building. It exposed all my old 
uncertainty. I mean, it's a well-documented irony that a 
physician cannot heal himself. Still, we can't be expected to 
know everything. Like, for instance, whether homosexuality 
should be classified as a congenital disease or an emotional 
disorder? Maybe it's both. Or maybe one day I'll come across a 
different explanation altogether.
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The stage goes dark as Lime heads for the exit.

ACT 1, SCENE 3:

Street outside theater.

A trolley rattles through the dusk as light snowfall 
accompanies the refrain of a child practicing scales on a 
rickety piano somewhere close by.

Lime exits the theater. A gaudy placard declares:

THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA
Starring LON CHANEY ~ Man of a Thousand Faces

A frail, but cheerful GIRL steps out from behind her newsstand 
and approaches Lime. Oblivious to the fact he's somewhere else 
entirely.

NEWSSTAND GIRL: (Brandishing color magazine) Photoplay, Doc? 
It's a terrific edition this week. And if I say it's terrific 
then you can bet your last dime on it. Yes, sirree... You got 
Mary Astor, David Manners, Loretta Young, Douglas Fairbanks, 
Norma Shearer, Dolores Del Rio. They're all here. Still, 
acting's a funny business -- I reckon they get this dandy idea 
they'd be better off being somebody else and spend half their 
lives waiting around just to walk down some staircase. No 
wonder they keep buying all those fancy houses and fancy cars. 
You can read all about 'em right here. (Pause) I guess it pays 
well out there in Hollywoodland, but they're all gonna wind up 
needing shrinks. Whadda you think, Doc?

LIME: (Half to himself) Imagine changing your face at will and 
walking these streets as if wearing a disguise.

NEWSSTAND GIRL: Oh brother, you ain't listened to a single 
word I said.

LIME: I'm sorry, Martha. I guess it's the Lon Chaney effect. I 
shouldn't keep coming to see this old picture. (Gesturing at 
placard) What were you saying?

NEWSSTAND GIRL: I was giving you my ten-dollar pitch for this 
week's edition of Photoplay magazine.

LIME: Although you knew I'd buy one anyway?

NEWSSTAND GIRL: Sure I did, but I gotta keep in practice. If I 
don't sell every last copy my boss gets cranky... 
(Impersonating) "Beats me how you can't sell the world's best 
movie magazine outside a goddamn picturehouse?" (Pause) Oh, I 
didn't mean to blaspheme, but it ain't me -- It's my boss. I 
said he was cranky.
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Lime gives the Newsstand Girl a quarter and she hands him that 
latest edition of Photoplay. He opens it up immediately.

LIME: Hey, I think you missed something -- Seems monster 
pictures are gonna be all the rage: "Carl Laemmle Junior, head 
of Universal, has promised to thrill and terrify audiences 
with vampires, werewolves and men brought back from the dead 
with electricity and body-parts from the grave."

NEWSSTAND GIRL: Sounds like a hayride; although from what I 
hear that Laemmle's a certified crazy. Sure glad he ain't my 
boss!

LIME: I wonder what it's like out there...?

A streetlight comes on.

Music #2: CREATE A LIFE

LIME: GLOW STREET LIGHT
RID THE DARK OF ITS BITE
BETWEEN THE LINDEN BOUGHS
OUT OF THIS COBBLED DROWSE
WHEN YOU CREATE A LIFE
FAR FROM YOUR OWN
FALLS EARLY THE DARKNESS
AND THE TROLLEYS CAN'T CARRY YOU HOME
CHICAGO...

Our street now becomes the entryway to Universal City. A world 
glistening with California sunshine.

FROM A WALK-UP NEAR MIDWAY
TO SUMMA CUM LAUDE
I DREAMED OF YOUR LIGHTS
DESPITE MY CAST
I GRIP MY VALISE
A MEDICAL DOCTOR
THROUGH THOSE STUDIO GATES
PAST THE CAMELS AND GAFFERS
I NEVER IMAGINED
HOW THE STARS WOULD ALIGN FOR ME
-- CUT SO DEEP AND FAST.

Bernhard and Laemmle cross the stage in silent conversation; 
before all of a sudden Bernhard stops in his tracks.

BERNHARD: HEAR MY FRIEND
NOTES THAT FLY FROM THE PAGE
UP TO THE SILVER SCREEN
HE TOLD ME OF HIS DREAM
THAT HE'D CREATE A LIFE.
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LIME: GLOW STREET LIGHT
RID THE DARK OF ITS BITE.

Bernhard and Laemmle exit. And we're still on that Chicago 
street. It's still snowing and that child is still going with 
those scales. Night has fallen.

Lime comes to from his reverie. He looks up from his magazine. 
The Newsstand Girl smiles back at him.

LIME: I wonder...?


