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8. NEWSGIRL 

(DEVON, well-dressed woman, and the DOCTOR, listen
ing.) 

DEVON. What can I tell you? It made my career. I'm so hot 
right now. Thank God I live down there - cause I was 
right there. Made a call, grabbed a mike, prepped the 
crew and we nailed it. 
There was a burning car right behind me - very tele
genic. Tears in my eyes - they were real. Mixed in with 
the soot and ashes - people loved it. It's the new look 
- everybody asks Make-Up for soot and ashes. Revlon's 
coming up with a new blend - look fabuwus on your 
most catastrophic days! - No, seriously, I'm so popu
lar now. People actually tune in for me - Reports From 
Ground 'Zero with Devon Rice. It's what people seem to 
want right now - Nurturing ... non-threatening ... Plus I 
wear my hair different every day - Up, down, flip, back 
- Which is it? Tune in and find out! -

DOCTOR. What's wrong? 

DEVON. Nothing's wrong! - Haven't you been lis -
DOCTOR. Why're you here? 

DEVON. Okay get this. An hour before airtime last Thurs
day . .. Hives. All over my face. They had to bring in 
Cindy Worthington. I hate that girl. She's so blonde. 
- Can you help me, I -

DOCTOR. Did you try a dermatologist? 

DEVON. No. It's gotta be psychosomatic, right? I know that 
much. I mean you could set your watch by it. Every day 
since. One hour before airtime ... huge red blotches ... 
Cindy Worthington. And the camera loves me, I love 
the camera. Why is this happening to me? - Maybe 
because I'm the biggest opportunist who ever lived? I 
mean, this is me in Dallas -
Mrs. Kennedy? Outta my way, bitch, this is my story! 
- Caesar, your best friend, how does that make you 
feel? 
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- Why don't you ever stand up, Mr. Roosevelt? . .. 
Did I mention my divorce in there? My husband started 
an affair with his old journalism professor -And when 
I say old, I mean -
How can I be so superficial? Maybe I should just quit. 
Go home. Get a normal job. Do you have any idea how 
much I hate myself? 

DOCTOR. I think I do. 

DEVON. Make me feel better. 

DOCTOR. What d'you have in mind? 

DEVON. Make me stop. Make me go back to Hartford, write 
for the Courant. Keep me away from the camera. 

DOCTOR. Stop. Go back to Hartford. Write for the Courant. 
Stay away from the camera. 

DEVON. I don't know. God, I don't know.Just cure my hives. 
I'll give you anything. What do you want? 

(BLACKOUT) 
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