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(CHRISTINE)

State... How about four?
(She places the bet. The CROUPIER spins the wheel.)

CROUPIER
Mesdames et messieurs, les jeux sont fait. Numero dix-sept. Rouge.
ALL
Awww...
CHRISTINE
(to FREDDY)
I'm sorry.
FREDDY
(bravely)

That's okay. Excuse me.

(He stifles back a sob and starts to wheel himself away, bumping his way through the
crowd as he goes. LAWRENCE leans in to CHRISTINE again, is about to resume his
introduction, when:)

CHRISTINE
Excuse me.
(She rises from the table and follows FREDDY out. LAWRENCE and ANDRE look at

each other. The lights dim on the casino and come up on the garden just outside, where
CHRISTINE is rushing to catch up with the whimpering soldier as he rolls away.)

#10a — Casino Terrace

Pardon me, are you all right?
FREDDY
Thank you, but I'd really rather be alone right now.
CHRISTINE
Oh, I'm sorry.

(She reluctantly starts to turn back inside, when FREDDY lets out a pitiful wail, grabs
her hand and jerks her back.)

FREDDY
It’s just that chip was my last hope. I thought maybe if I could spin it into enough to
pay for the treatment... I'm so naive. I'm sorry; I can’t believe I'm telling my troubles
to a total stranger like this.

CHRISTINE
I'm Christine Colgate.
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FREDDY

Sergeant Fred Benson.
CHRISTINE

(smiles)

See? Now we're not strangers anymore.
FREDDY

(smiles)
I guess you're right.
(then)

I don’t mind for myself so much; it’s just that Grandma was sorta counting on me to
come back and run the farm.

CHRISTINE
Shouldn’t the Army pay for your treatment?

FREDDY

It's a little more complicated than that. You see, my problem isn’t really physical.
It's emotional.

CHRISTINE
You mean — ?
FREDDY
Yes, I'm afraid what I have is... Dance Fever.
CHRISTINE
What happened?
FREDDY

You see, I was engaged to the most wonderful girl back in the States. We loved to
dance. We wanted to be professionals. Then one day some talent scouts came to
town with a contest for “Dance USA.

CHRISTINE

I love that show.

FREDDY

Me too, oh my God. We decided if we won, we’d pay off the farm, put Grandma in
a home, sell the horses for glue and live happily ever after. Then suddenly it was the
big night... We won! Somehow in all the excitement, we got separated. I looked
everywhere. Then I went back to the studio, and there they were. Dancing.

CHRISTINE

Dancing?
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FREDDY
Naked.
CHRISTINE
Oh my God. Who was she with?
FREDDY
The “Dance USA’ Orchestra.
CHRISTINE
All of them?
FREDDY

Just the brass section. That night I tried to sleep, but I just kept dreaming of them
dancing, making love, dancing, making love...The next morning I woke up, and I
was numb from the waist down. I've been this way ever since.

CHRISTINE

There must be someone who can help you.

FREDDY
Well, there is one psychiatrist...Dr. Emil Shuiffhausen of the Shiiffhausen Clinic in
Vienna.
CHRISTINE
Well, why don’t you go to him?
FREDDY

A man like Dr. Shiiffhausen is in demand all over the world. His fees are astronomical.
It's just not something I can handle.

CHRISTINE
How astronomical?
FREDDY
Fifty thousand dollars.
CHRISTINE

That is a lot of money.

(FREDDY sighs and looks away. His face goes white. A young couple is dancing on
the casino patio.)

What is it?

#10b — They're Dancing

FREDDY
Oh, God. They’re dancing. Dancing!



