
A conversation 
with Audrey Hepburn: 

Audrey Hepburn: 
Are you Christmas 
shopping, Sir 
Brett? 

ϝ!ǳŘǊŜȅΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 
whispers on the 
wind.* 

Brett Weber: Yes I 
am, Ms. Hepburn. 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 
to get anyone this 
year.  

Brett Weber: Any 
ideas? 

Audrey Hepburn: 
Sure, but 
Christmas should 
be more than just 
gifts, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: 
¸ŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ 
most of the time. I 
would steal 
Christmas if I 
could, Ms. 
Hepburn! 

Audrey Hepburn: hƘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ to me, Sir BrettΧ truth is stranger than 
fiction sometimes. You have heard of ǘƘŜ DǊƛƴŎƘΣ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ΚΚΚ 



Brett Weber: hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Well youΩǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎound a little like him. PƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŜŀƭ 
Christmas Mr. Grinch!!! 

 
 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vZ9uvtkggOc 

Brett Weber: Well, for you little Cindy-Lou Who, the Grinch stealing Christmas, he 
will not do! 

Audrey Hepburn: Thank goodness, Mr. Grinch! 

Brett Weber: And, thank you for that comparison, Ms. Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: Oh, the kids are going to love you.  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vZ9uvtkggOc


Brett Weber: I hope so. 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VmEGEmUBJUI 

Audrey Hepburn: Thank you for doing the play with me this year, Sir Brett. I 
already know that ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ will light up when they see you as the real 
Grinch! 

Brett Weber: Sure thing, I love kids. I still wish I had a few of them ǘƘƻǳƎƘΧ 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VmEGEmUBJUI


Audrey Hepburn: I know of many children who would happily adopt you, Sir Brett. 
Have you read the story of Abraham and Sarah, yet? 

Brett Weber: No. 

Audrey Hepburn: ²ŜƭƭΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΧ There is a message in that story for 
youΧ from God above! I think there must be, Sir Brett ??? Your Abraham Lincoln 
and Sarah McLachlan sign the other day really convinced me. 

Brett Weber: I have Christmas Shopping to do, Ms Hepburn. I have no time for 
reading books. 

Audrey Hepburn: Well then fine, but keep it simple, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: This from the lady who wore The Tiffany Yellow DiamondΧ a rock 
worn by only two women in its entire geologic life ???  

Audrey Hepburn: {ƻ ǿƘŀǘΧ 

Brett Weber: So what ??? So, you are one of those two women my dearest movie 
star friendΧ ǘƘŜ famous Hollywood actress Ms. Audrey Hepburn. Oh my, what 
would the Grinch have to say about that my lady ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, I also wore a ring given to me from the inside of a Cracker 
Jack box, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: Yeah, yeahΧ for your ƳƻǾƛŜ .ǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŀǘ ¢ƛŦŦŀƴȅΩǎ, but would you 
ever be caught dead wearing that ring in real life, Ms. HepburnΧ I wonder ??? 

*Audrey sighs* 

 Audrey Hepburn: Of course, I would.   

Brett Weber: Yeah, I guess you mightΧ for the right man maybe ??? Your Cracker 
Jack Prize will be forever out of my reach though, Ms. Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: Only because you say that it is... 

Brett Weber: hƘΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƴƻǿΧ If I asked you to marry me tonight, this Christmas 
Eve, I would need a rock the size of The Tiffany Yellow Diamond to do you justice. 



Audrey Hepburn: Then, you would clearly be waiting a very long time for your 
answer, Sir Brett. 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QI6R3cpDvZo 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QI6R3cpDvZo


Brett Weber: Well, it would be worth the wait! Women do not exist like you 
anymore, Ms. Hepburn. Sad, but true! ¢ƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Sir Brett, if you place me any higher on your pedestal, I will 
surely break when you drop me. 

Brett Weber: Well, I will never drop you, Ms. Hepburn. By the way, how old are 
you during this dreamΧ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΣ this time around ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Oh perfect... nowΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛke you, Sir BrettΧ !sk a girl 
something superficial and shallow.  

Brett Weber: L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƎŜ ƛs superficial or shallow. Your age is 
always changing anyway! One day you are a child in Nazi occupied Holland, and 
the next a UNICEF Ambassador close to the end of your life.  

Audrey Hepburn: How many dreams like that have you actually had of me ??? 

Brett Weber: Just a few dozenΧ day dreams. 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, Sir Brett. HaǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ that you should 
never ask a woman her age ??? 

 Brett Weber: ΧōǳǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ my dearest. Most women cannot 
change their age so fast, and in both directions. 

Audrey Hepburn: I think you may have just dropped me, Sir Brett. Six feet under 
possiblyΧ I am older than dirt. Far older than my human age on Earth!  

*Audrey giggles mischievously.* 

Brett Weber: Oh shucksΧ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΧ dirt ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Very old, but I appear to be 20 to 25 years old during most of my 
dream visitations with you, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: E-gad.  

Audrey Hepburn: Hey look, these are your dreams, Sir Brett. 



Brett Weber: But, you are just a baby, Ms. Hepburn! You must be more like a 
daughter figure to me ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Well no, truthfully, L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΧ ōǳǘ part of the blame is my 
own actually, I guess. In the άspirit worldέ a girl gets to decide for herself at what 
age she felt most attractive. 

*Audrey begins humming Christmas Bells.* 

Brett Weber: She does? 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, of course. Besides, you aǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ȅƻǳƴƎΧ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊǘȅ 
years old yet, Sir Brett. Hollywood was always pairing me with older more 
distinguished gentlemen anyway.  

Brett Weber: Well, this is true... 

Audrey Hepburn: ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōŀōȅ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ most of ǘƘŜƳΧ My first husband 
was over ten years my senior. 

Brett Weber: IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ȅou, Ms Hepburn. Neither of them did, actually! 
Your second husband was even debatably worse than your first husband in my 
humble opinion!!! The two of them put togethŜǊΧ a perfect ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎΧ 
@#$%! 

Audrey Hepburn: Sir Brett! 

Brett Weber: OopsΧ Sorry. 

Audrey Hepburn: You have had SOME bumps in your road too, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: Yeah, yeah, I know... Sorry, love is blind I guess. 

Audrey Hepburn: Seems as so, Sir Brett. Which reminds me, would you like me to 
teach you how to dance sometimeΧ ǿhen you are finished with your Christmas 
shopping ??? 

Brett Weber: Of course, I would! You can age yourself a few more years for me 
though, Ms. Hepburn. You were very attractive at any age. 



 

 Audrey Hepburn: Oh, you are such a charmer, Sir Brett! L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ would 
complain if Sabrina wanted to dance with you though... I have already experienced 
our dance lessons together, and you learn quickly, and become my very closest 
and perfect partner ever. 

Brett Weber: I do ??? Really ??? 

*Audrey remains silent for a moment drying her eyes, unseen to Brett.* 

Audrey Hepburn: I will teach you hoǿ ǘƻ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎǎ ƻŦ мфрпΧ  

Brett Weber: That was the same year your Sabrina movie was released.  

Audrey Hepburn: It was a fun time to be alive! I will teach you all the steps you will 
need to know, but only if you would truly like to learn? 

ϝ!ǳŘǊŜȅ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜέ ŀǎ .ǊŜǘǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΦ 

Brett Weber: Of courseΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ΚΚΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ know how to dance in my dreams any 
better than real life, but at least I can still learn how to dance in my dreamsΧ 
without that damned ǇƻǿŜǊŎƘŀƛǊΧ if someone as marvelously kind as you would 
take the time to teach me. 

Audrey Hepburn: What I will teach you will help you dance from your powerchair 
as well. Stop being such a Grinch, Sir Brett! Your waking disabled life is not so bad. 
Your disability is what makes you special, when you have a good attitude about it. I 
am so tired of your complaining about life! 

Brett Weber: {ƻǊǊȅΣ aǎΦ IŜǇōǳǊƴΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: And, stop apologizing to me. You drive me crazy! 

Brett Weber: SoΧ 

*Brett catches himself.* 

Brett Weber: I guess I am in practice for tomorrowΩǎ ǎƘƻǿ. Call me grumpy!  

Audrey Hepburn: ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ DǊƛƴŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΦ 



Brett Weber: I suppose you are right. Hey, why do I only hear your voice? Where 
are you hiding ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I am Christmas shopping with you. A girl can only be in one place 
at a time, Sir Brett. At any ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƛƳŜΧ Lƴ ŀƴȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΧ That is the most 
basic rule of time travel, Sir Brett! We must obey our ǎŎǊŜŜƴǇƭŀȅΩǎ MOST BASIC 
ruleΧ 

Brett Weber: We must ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: We must. 

Brett Weber: Well, your voice is here with me now. How does that work? 

Audrey Hepburn: Even in my day, people used telephones, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: Where is my telephone ???  

Audrey Hepburn: I am an android, Sir Brett. I am your telephone! Would you 
prefer if I text message you on your actual cell phone ??? 

Brett Weber: bƻΣ ƴƻΧ L ŜƴƧoy hearing your voice without the iPhone. Though, I am 
not sure that I like you as my android in our screenplay yet, Ms. HepburnΧ I really 
have to think about it more. 

Audrey Hepburn: ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ thenΧ scratch the two new iPhones 
on your Christmas list, Sir BrettΧ We will not be needing a pair of those this year. 
Sadly, I am an android, Sir Brett.  

*Audrey sighs, but with a deeper sadness than the conversation seems to 
warrant* 

Audrey Hepburn: You see, I am a rather high tech girl, Sir Brett, as you will soon 
ƭŜŀǊƴΧ but I have an acute disdain for technology of any kind. Nothing of lasting 
good ever seems to really come of it, including myself.  

*Brett seems not to have heard her entirely.* 



Brett Weber: If I cast you as my android in our screenplay, you will surely be a 
force of good, Ms. Hepburn! Do you know that I talk to you more than any other 
person on Earth even without my iPhone ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Χōǳǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ever listen to what I am saying to you, Sir Brett ??? 
What about other planets? Do you talk to them ??? 

Brett Weber: Hey, I do listen to you. And, L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ at all, Ms. 
Hepburn. 

 
 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jx8HyBCgDhE&feature=related 

Audrey Hepburn: ¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦΧ 

Brett Weber: Well true, my X-wife may have been from another planet. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jx8HyBCgDhE&feature=related


Audrey Hepburn: Sir Brett, be nice! The Holidays should not include poor 
mouthing people who obviously mean so much to you that they can still 
apparently provoke an emotional reaction from you. 

Brett Weber: I hate how you can always reverse things around on me, Ms. 
HepburnΧ ōǳǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΧ ƛǘΩs Christmas. I am very sorry. 

Audrey Hepburn: No apology please, but tƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΧ 

Brett Weber: Ms. Hepburn, you died far too young in life. I adored you! 

Audrey Hepburn: Life is very short, Sir Brett. Even when it seems endless! 
wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΧ  

*Audrey dries another tear, unseen to Sir Brett.* 

Brett Weber: Yeah, yeah, L ƪƴƻǿΧ I wish that you were really here shopping with 
me though, and that L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ... 

Audrey Hepburn: You are not just making me up in your head. ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ 
ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: What does that mean ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: It means that you are my screenwriter, Sir Brett. And, that you 
are going to play the best Grinch ever ƛƴ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΩǎ Christmas Show for the 
children.  

Brett Weber: Okay, what did I just miss ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Your Grinch heart will melt away tomorrow for all of those 
children without parents, Sir Brett. I will do better than predict that much, because 
I have seen your opening night alreadyΧ  

Brett Weber: Did you watch us in rehearsal ???  

Audrey Hepburn: No. I have seen your opening performance. 

Brett WeberΥ Χōǳǘ ǘƘŀt ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣ ȅŜǘ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: You always did love children, Sir Brett. 



Brett WeberΥ ¸ŜŀƘΧ but ??? How did you ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: 5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ōƭǳŜΦ L ŀƳ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ŀ lovely present. 

*Audrey opens a VictorƛŀΩǎ {ŜŎǊŜǘ ŎŀǘŀƭƻƎǳŜΣ ǳƴǎŜŜƴ ǘƻ Brett.* 

 Brett WeberΥ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ōƭǳŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ you often times ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: You willΧ one day. 

Brett Weber: I will ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. 

ϝ!ǳŘǊŜȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΦϝ 

Audrey Hepburn: You will remember this Christmas, and my gift to you for a long 
time, Sir Brett. ¸ƻǳǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƭƛŦŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭȅΧ 

Brett Weber: L ǿƛƭƭΧ Ǌeally? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. And, I am selecting something for Sophia too!  

Brett Weber: Oh, that will make her very happy. Thank you, Ms. Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: You are welcome, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: I will have to find you something special too. 

Audrey Hepburn: A gift from your heart is all I want.  

*Audrey folds up her eyeliner stained handkerchief and puts it in her purse, 
unseen to Brett.* 

Brett Weber: I caƴ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: bƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩt. You cannot do better than what you have already 
given me. 

Brett Weber: What ??? 

*Audrey changes her tone completely.* 



Audrey Hepburn: Well just rememberΣ {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘΧ nothing too extravagant for me. 
We are keeping Christmas simple this year.  

Brett Weber: ¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΧ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ, I can afford amazing gifts.  

Audrey Hepburn: Χōǳǘ gifts from the heart are of more value than material 
thingsΧ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΗ  

Brett Weber: Well, time will tell.  

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, time tends to do thatΧ I mean, I could easily give you 
ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΧ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƭŘ ƎǊŜȅ CŜǊǊŀǊƛ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
admiredΧ Or, I could simply give you a kiss. 

Brett Weber: ¸ƻǳΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ CŜǊǊŀǊƛ ???  

 

Audrey Hepburn: Sir Brett, you are missing my point. 

Brett Weber: hƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΧ 



*Brett smiles.* 

Brett Weber: ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΣ aǎΦ 
Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: Hm. You are the Devil.  

Brett Weber: I have the truly difficult task this year, Ms. HepburnΧ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ 
ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ƎŜƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƧŜǿŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƻŦ ŀǊǘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǘƛǇǎΦ What 
does a man give the girl who already has everything ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Give her a kiss. 

Brett Weber: L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, only if you insist, Sir BrettΧ  

*Audrey hesitates.* 

Brett Weber: Um. What ??? 

*Audrey answers seductively.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, Sir BrettΧ  

ϝIŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΧ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƭŀǊƛŦȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦϝ 

Audrey Hepburn: Χif you insist on gifting me something material, I would 
especially like a piece of your artwork, of courseΧ ƘƛƴǘΣ ƘƛƴǘΦ 

Brett Weber: My artwork ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  Of course... 

Brett Weber: Oh, ǳƳΧ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ƻŦŦ ƎǳŀǊŘΦ 

*Brett jostles through his gift bags.*  

Brett Weber: Well, I can make a piece of artwork for you tonight I supposeΧ 
something quick! HoweverΧ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƳǳǎŜ ōȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΩǎ 
artwork anyway ??? 



Audrey Hepburn: I didnΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ work on a piece of artwork for me 
tonightΧ ƛǘΩǎ Christmas Eve, Sir Brett! We only have a few more hours together! 
Χǘƻ ǎƘƻǇ ΚΚΚ Honestly, all I want is a kiss from you. 

 Brett Weber: Well, in order to give you a kiss, I will have to know where you are 
located, Ms. Hepburn! That figures too, I just bought you a book.  

*Brett takes out a book from one of the bags.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Oh, please put that awaȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǇƻƛƭ Ƴȅ surprise. 

Brett Weber: Well, then I will have to find you something else, as well. 

Audrey Hepburn: But, I thought we were trying to keep things simple this year ??? 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊƛƴŎƘ ǿƘƻ {ǘƻƭŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ, Sir Brett! 

Brett Weber: 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ Ǝƛft for meΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 5ǊΦ 
Seus, although Dr. Seus would probably be an easier read than this stuff ??? 
Possibly anyway ??? 

ϝ.ǊŜǘǘ ƻǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ŀ ǇŀƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƻƻƪƳŀǊƪ ƛƴ ƛǘΦέ 

Audrey Hepburn: L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ōƻƻƪǎ ΚΚΚ 

*Brett looks up, and smiles at a picture of Audrey in the store. * 

Brett Weber: ¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜƭƭΧ L ŀƳ a time traveler I guess. I make the time! 

Audrey Hepburn: Not without me ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ. 

Brett Weber: How would you know, Ms. Hepburn ??? 

*Audrey puzzles for a moment. * 

Audrey Hepburn: You died too young Ms. Hepburn. I remember it so ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎŀŘƭȅΧ 
one month after Christmas in 1993. 

*Reading from the page.* 

Brett Weber: He wrote of her, following her death, that ά¢ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ōŜtween them 
was wholly spiritual.έ  



Audrey Hepburn: Χand he also wrote that άŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŘŜŀǘƘ Dante realized she was 

ƳƻǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŜǾŜǊΦέ 

Brett Weber: Yes, he did Ms. Hepburn! Dante saw BeatriceΧ  

Audrey Hepburn: Χas his savior figure. 

Brett Weber: Yes, he truly did, Ms. Hepburn. Beatrice removed all evil intentions 

from him.  

Audrey Hepburn: Or, so he believed. 

Brett Weber: Yes, of course, and Dante probably had plenty of thoseΧ ƭike me. It 

was the idea of her being an absolute force of goodΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Χthat the poor man fell in love with. 

Brett Weber: A force which he believed made him a better person!  

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, better.  

Brett Weber: You make Sir Brett a better person, Ms. Hepburn! 

Audrey Hepburn: Oh, you poor soul of a man. 5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΗ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

as good without me. I would love you for that quality aloneΧ I will always love you. 

*Taking out her stained handkerchief again. Audrey sniffles a little.* 

Brett Weber: You love me  ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Of course I do. 

Brett Weber: You actually love me. 

*Pulling herself together.* 

Audrey Hepburn: I like you very much because you do not need me. 

Brett Weber: Χbut every artist needs his muse! 

Audrey Hepburn: ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΧ 



Brett Weber: Well what ??? 

 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, in his defense, Dante does not seem overly concerned with 

her appearance, Sir Brett - at least not in his writings.  

Brett Weber: Beatrice ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Well yes, Beatrice. 

Brett Weber: ¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǎƻΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: He only once describes her complexion, and her "emerald" eyes. 

I have άbrownέ eyes, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: hƘΣ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΦ 

*Audrey casts a look of disbelief, if Brett could see it.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Hm. 



Brett Weber: Beatrice was still most likely a very beautiful ladyΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: We can never know, without time travel, Sir Brett. Would you 

like to meet her one day outside of your dreams ???  

*Audrey puts away the handkerchief and takes out an eye liner, a mirror and new 

lip stick, if Brett could see.*  

Brett Weber: {ǳǊŜΣ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜΧ but her beauty is ultimately not what 

Dante was attracted to. 

Audrey Hepburn: Oh really ??? 

 

Brett Weber: Yes, when he met her for the first time. IŜ ǎŀǿ ƳƻǊŜΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Sir Brett, what else could he have possibly seenΧ ƛƴ that brief 

moment of time ??? Their first moment together ??? 

Brett Weber: Her inner beauty.  



Audrey Hepburn: Pah! 

Brett Weber: What?  He writes "She has ineffable courtesy, is my beatitude, the 

destroyer of all vices and the queen of virtue, salvation." 

Audrey Hepburn: IŜȅΣ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΧ Are we talking about the Divine Comedy 

again written by Durante degli Alighieri ???  

Brett Weber: hƘΣ ŀƘΧ ȅŜǎ ΚΚΚ That is the book I bought for you tonight! 

Audrey Hepburn: I thought I asked you to put that book away some time ago ???  

Brett Weber: Um. 

 

Audrey Hepburn: Have you even started reading the story of Abraham and Sarah, 

ȅŜǘΧ from the Book of Genesis ???  

Brett Weber: ²ŜƭƭΧ 

Audrey Hepburn ¸ŀ ƪƴƻǿΧ ǘhe beginning! 



*Audrey barks in a stern tone.*  

Brett Weber: Well, no. 

Audrey Hepburn: {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘΧ sadly, unlike BeatriceΩǎ influence over Dante, I 

obviously Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΧ L ǎƛƳǇƭȅ cannot make you any better than 

you apparently already are... try as I may!  

*Audrey says in a sarcastic tone.* 

Brett Weber: ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΧ ƴot exactly though. Anyhow, ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ Christmas gift 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΧ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜŀƭ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ōƛƴŘƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ very nice! And, I toƭŘ ȅƻǳ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

read the story about Abraham and Sarah. You already explained that story to me. 

Audrey Hepburn: I asked you to read that story, and to avoid the one which you 

just purchased for me as a giftΧ I asked you to avoid the Divine Comedy for at 

least the time being, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: Well, explain your reasons ??? I bought that book as a great big 

stocking stuffer for you? 

*Brett Smiles.* 

Audrey Hepburn: For me? 

Brett Weber: Yes. 

Audrey Hepburn: Well thank you my dear.  

ϝ¢ƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ .ǊŜǘǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ.* 

Brett Weber: IŜȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΣ ȅŜǘΗ 

*The book reappears in .ǊŜǘǘΩs other hand wrapped and ribboned.* 

Audrey Hepburn: I thought I would just have that wrapped for you love. 

Brett Weber: L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΣ ȅŜǘΦ  



Audrey Hepburn: Oh, ǎƻǊǊȅΧ ²ŜƭƭΣ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΧ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ 

really. Here, I bought you another book to read, ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩt even had time to 

wrap, yet.  

*! .ƛōƭŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ .ǊŜǘǘΩǎ ŀǊƳΦϝ 

Audrey Hepburn: Merry Christmas! 

Brett Weber: UmΧ ŀƘ, thank you ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Hey, now you can read the story of Abraham and Sarah while we 

wait for Christmas together. My explanation of that ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘΧ  

Brett Weber: You really want me to read the ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes.  

Brett Weber: Okay, I will read it. 

Audrey Hepburn: Really ??? 

Brett Weber: Yes. 

Audrey Hepburn: You will actually read the story of Sarah and Abraham ??? 

Brett Weber: ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΦ aŜǊǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΗ 

Audrey Hepburn: Praise God, you have accepted my message, Sir Brett! 

Brett Weber: What? 

Audrey Hepburn: You will read their story ??? 

Brett Weber: I will. 

Audrey Hepburn: L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘƛǎΧ 

Brett Weber: What ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I must be your angel now because you have accepted my 

message. 



Brett Weber: hƘΣ ƎƻƻŘΧ L really need an angel. 

Audrey Hepburn: I am she, and we have a lot of work to do tonight. So, that you 

can continue on without me, Sir Brett.   

Brett Weber: Without you ??? No way, I only have one Christmas present 

wrapped, and LΩm tired of shopping, Ms. Hepburn! I need your helpΧ my feet really 

hurt! IŜȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻne thing L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ to worry about in my powerchair. Can I 

have my powerchair back now, Ms. Hepburn??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, but not quite yet. 

Brett Weber: !ƘΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜΧ even if I finish my Christmas shopping tonight, 

all of this is still only a dreamΧ  

Audrey Hepburn: Your dream will end soon. 

Brett Weber: How will I ever reach my goal by Christmas, Ms. Hepburn ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  Goals are simply dreams with deadlines, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: You are so clever sometimes... 

*Brett yawns.* 

Brett Weber: I am going back to sleep now.  

Audrey Hepburn: I thought you might want to be dreaming about cowboys and 

Indians tonight, Sir BrettΧ ŀbout the Medicine Man Black Elk and Buffalo Bill's Wild 

West Shows ??? ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ŀƴƎŜƭΦ 

Brett Weber: hƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΧ  

Audrey Hepburn: Sweet dreams then, Sir BrettΧ 

Brett Weber: Well actually, I am REALLY tired of that screenplay idea, Ms. 

Hepburn. Cowboys and InŘƛŀƴǎΧ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǊƻōōŜǊƛŜǎ ΚΚΚ  



  

Audrey Hepburn: Sounds like an exciting dream to me, Sir Brett ??? 

Brett Weber: No, I am frankly bored with the idea, Audrey. How the Grinch Stole 

Christmas actually sounds more exciting to me. 

Audrey Hepburn: It does ??? 

Brett Weber: ¸ŜǎΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΧ ƛt does. Honestly, how is a guy in a powerchair 

supposed to follow some sure shot android across the Wild West while being 

pursued by a demon wearing some ridiculous cowboy suit ??? It ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǾŜǊȅ 

likely to meΧ Frankly, iǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ very cool either, Ms Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: What did you just call me? 

Brett Weber: Ms. Hepburn ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

Brett Weber: L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: No, yes you did. What did you just call me? 

Brett Weber: Audrey ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅŜǎΧ L do like you calling me Audrey better than Ms. 

IŜǇōǳǊƴΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΧ but what did you say after that ??? 

Brett Weber: L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΧ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ǎŀȅ ΚΚΚ ΧǎƻƳŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘƻǘ ŀƴŘǊƻƛŘ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, how do you know that ??? 



Brett Weber: How do 

I know what ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: My 

performing name.  

Brett Weber: Your 

performing name? 

Audrey Hepburn: 

Yes.  

Brett Weber: What 

are you talking 

about? 

*Brett leaves the 

shop he has been in.* 

Audrey Hepburn: My 

ƴŀƳŜΧ ƛn Buffalo 

Bill's Wild West 

{ƘƻǿǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

travelled there with 

me yet. How do you 

know my name? 

Brett Weber: I doƴΩǘ 

know. What are you talking about, Ms. Hepburn ??? 

 Audrey Hepburn: You know my performing name without ever seeing my show. I 

suppose I ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǿΧ ǘƘŜ DǊƛƴŎƘΧ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ΚΚΚ 

Brett Weber: Performing name ??? 



Audrey Hepburn: IŦ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƭƛƴŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎΧ could I have caused an anomaly ??? 

Or, might God be ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ΚΚΚ Χōǳǘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇƘŜǘ 

here! 

Brett Weber: Your name ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. 

Brett Weber: Sure shot ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes! 

Brett Weber: What are you talking about, Ms. Hepburn ??? The Wild West is part 

ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀȅΧ ƴƻǘ our reality! 

Audrey Hepburn: We need to talk. 

 

Brett Weber: What ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I would like to see every woman know how to handle firearms as 

naturally as they know how to handle babies. 

Brett Weber: What?!!! 



Audrey Hepburn: Hm. 

Brett Weber: What are you saying ??? I think our conversation has justΧΦ 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧŎhanged. Do you know that they made a perfume for me? 

  

Brett Weber: They did?  

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. 



Brett Weber: WŀƛǘΣ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƴƻǿΧ Lǘ ƛs called Creed. 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, it is. You ǎŜŜΧ 

Brett Weber: What? 

Audrey Hepburn: You are nothing like Dante.  

Brett Weber: What ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I am simply a pretty doll to you, Sir Brett! An object of desire...  

*Audrey says with some relief.* 

  

Brett Weber: What!!! Because I happen to know that they made a perfume for 

you, Ms. Hepburn ??? 



Audrey Hepburn: Yes, you even knew the name, and probably know the scent too. 

Is this the scent, Sir Brett? 

*The scent is in the air.*  

Brett Weber: ¢ƘŀǘΩs hardly fair of you, Ms. Hepburn.  

Audrey Hepburn: And, you actually believe that you could love a woman the way 

Dante imagined that he loved Beatrice ??? You are wrongΧ I told you that you 

ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ 5ŀƴǘŜΩǎ 5ƛǾƛƴŜ /ƻƳŜŘȅ, yet. 

Brett Weber: Why ??? Truthfully, why? 

Audrey Hepburn: Because you are not the man Dante wrote about in his book, Sir 

Brett!  

Brett Weber: DƻƻŘ ƎǊƛŜŦΧ Sorry. I am sorry, aǎΧ ŜǊΧ Audrey. ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ probably 

correct. I am not Dante. LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎΦ L ŀƳ justΣ ǿŜƭƭΧ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ 

thinking clearly. I happened to pick up the Divine Comedy in that bookstore 

tonightΧ I bought it as a gift for you, honestly. 

Audrey Hepburn: That was very sweet ƻŦ ȅƻǳΧ 

Brett Weber: What ??? hƪŀȅΣ L ŀƳ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΧ ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻ ΚΚΚ  

Audrey Hepburn: Opportunistic as the gift was...  

Brett Weber: Opportunistic ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I cannot be like Beatrice, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: L ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: No. And, you should never worry about not being like Dante, Sir 

Brett. He was not entirely himself ŜƛǘƘŜǊΧ  

Brett Weber: IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ΚΚΚ 



Audrey Hepburn: He 

fictionalized himself in 

The Divine Comedy, Sir 

Brett. For the readers 

amusement! The same 

way you are 

fictionalizing yourself in 

our screenplay. 

Brett Weber: I am ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: ItΩǎ 

alright to do that a little, 

Sir BrettΧ 

Brett Weber: But, I am 

not fictionalizing 

anything! 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, 

ȅƻǳ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǊŜΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ 5ŀƴǘŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ realize that he was 

ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΧ IŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ that he traveled through 

Hell and Purgatory, and that Beatrice was the person who lead him into HeavenΧ 

to the foot of the almighty God! But she really ŘƛŘƴΩǘ... {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΧ  

Brett Weber: She couldƴΩǘ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: No, she could not. He fictionalized his creative muse, Beatrice, 

and himself in the hopes that she might lead him into Heaven while he was still 

among the living, if she only could do that for himΧ ƛŦ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ beΧ  

Brett Weber: Be what ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Be the one who he claimed she wasΧ his very own personalized 

ǎŀǾƛƻǊ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΧ his Jesus Christ, the perfect idea ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΧ  

Brett Weber: Goodness ??? 



Audrey Hepburn: Yes, but there was only ever one Jesus Christ, Sir Brett. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ 

that God ever needed. Jesus had to die for our sins, Sir Brett. I knew Him. I washed 

his feet, and saw him die. There is only one savior, and I could not follow HimΧ 

AND I CANNOT RETURN TO HIM EITHER.  

Brett Weber: Why ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Time travel does not permit it. Remember, a girl can only be in 

one place at one time. The only rule! I have been there once already. 

Brett Weber: I think you are the screenwriter, Ms. Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: No. 

Brett Weber: And, the prophet! 

Audrey Hepburn: No, I am not. 

Brett Weber: Your screenplay is better than mine, and it actually sounds 

INTERESTING to me ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: ¢ƘŀǘΩs why He made you the prophet, Sir Brett. And me, your 

messenger, your angel! 

Brett Weber: So, you are my angel ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I might be, but a very sad angel. 

Brett Weber: I always knew that Ms. Hepburn was very sadΧ deep down inside. 

Why are you so sad, Audrey ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Because I am lost without faith, Sir Brett. You give me my faith. 

You give me hope that He did not suffer cruelly for nothing. 

Brett Weber: Χōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, I should, but I am not. 

Brett Weber: Why ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Χbecause I ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ L already miss you. 



Brett Weber: I am not going anywhere. We will always have our dreams together! 

Audrey Hepburn: You will always have your dreams with her. 

Brett Weber: L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ 

Audrey Hepburn: Your world is about to end, Sir Brett, and I must prevent that 

from happening. 

Brett Weber: Can I help you ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: You already have. 

*Brett leaves another store and looks up at the stars.* 

Brett Weber: Where are you, Ms. Hepburn ??? This conversation is getting far too 

seriousΧ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ L ŀƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴǳǘǎΦ 

Audrey Hepburn: ¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎΧ and you are not nuts. That Beatrice may, of course, be 

perfect is my one true dilemma, Sir Brett, if Dante was truly not fictionalizing his 

story, but that would be impossible. I have tried so very longΧ ǿith Jesus Christ 

teaching meΧ L ƘŀǾŜΧ but I cannot return there to Him again. Time does not allow 

for double jeopardy, Sir Brett. I would have more questions for Him, thoughΧ 

Brett Weber: Ask me ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Well, yes, L ŎƻǳƭŘΧ I cannot return to Jesus. I have failed 

repeatedly. I have failed you too, Sir Brett. I am only a deception! I am a lie!!! 

Brett Weber: A lie ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I amΧ I cannot be your perfect goodness. I cannot be Beatrice. I 

cannot even be your Audrey HŜǇōǳǊƴΧ 

 Brett Weber: Why not ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Because I am neither one of those two womenΧ L ŀƳ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜΣ 

riddled with aǎΦ IŜǇōǳǊƴΩǎ imperfections, and yet perfect. Identical to her in every 

wayΧ ! ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŎƻǇȅΧ 



Brett Weber: Riddled with aǎΦ IŜǇōǳǊƴΩǎ imperfections ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: God made women a certain way for a reason, Sir Brett.  

Brett 

Weber: He did ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Of course, he didΧ We are all imperfect. High ideals some men 

may have about usΧ ŀōƻǳǘ certain women they claim to love, but the fall from 

Eden ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΧ  

Brett Weber: ²ŜƭƭΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΧ !ŘŀƳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊΧ  

Brett Weber: IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: No, they were living in paradise together. Paradise with his 

perfect lady! Think about it, Sir Brett ??? !ŘŀƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΧ ¢ƘŜ ōƭŀƳŜ 

was hers. 



Brett Weber: Well, I suppose that he may not have had a chanceΧ ƳŀȅōŜ ΚΚΚ Still, 

you shouldƴΩǘ be so hard on women, Ms. Hepburn. I like women! 

Audrey Hepburn: ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ !ŘŀƳ ōƻǘƘΧ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ DƻŘ even!!! 

Brett Weber: IŜȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘǊǳŜΧ ƛǎ ƛǘ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: Why not ask Dante, Sir Brett ???  

*Brett ponders.* 

Brett Weber: How ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: You will find a way.  

Brett Weber: I will ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: You have asked him already, remember ???  

Brett Weber: I have ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Surely he will know the answer, but even Dante let Beatrice go 

in the endΧ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛŎǘƛǘƛƻǳǎ storybook fantasy. The one you want so 

badly to read, and to speak to me about. 5ǳǊŀƴǘŜ ŘŜƎƭƛ !ƭƛƎƘƛŜǊƛΩǎ 5ƛǾƛƴŜ /ƻƳŜŘȅ, 

Sir Brett!!! 

Brett Weber: Ah, ǿŜƭƭ ȅŜǎΧ Hey, I am sorry, Ms. Hepburn. 

Audrey Hepburn: Stop apologizing to me!!! And, call me Audrey please. Women 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ƎǊƻǾŜƭ ƛƴŎŜǎǎŀƴǘƭȅΦ They like men who take charge! He knew 

how it had to end. Dante choose God in the end of his story, and let Beatrice go. 

Brett Weber: How can you be so sure that Dante fictionalized his feelings about 

Beatrice ??? He really loved her. And, I really love you! I adore you, Ms Hepburn!!! 

I love you and all your faults... 

Audrey Hepburn: You love all of her faults, but they are not mine. I do not even 

know what mine is anymore, except for you, Sir Brett. tŜǊƘŀǇǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ȅƻǳΧ 



Brett Weber: What are you talking about ??? I feel sorry for any lady who came 

after you in my life, because no one ever came before you. I only dream of you!!! 

Audrey Hepburn: You only dream of ƘŜǊΧ ƴƻǘ me. You only dream of her because 

I want you too.   

Brett Weber: What are you saying ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Dante at least met Beatrice twice in his lifetime, Sir Brett. You 

can watch every movie and news clip about Audrey Hepburn ever made, but you 

have still never actually met her. I will take you to her one day. My remaining 

shadow will. You will meet the real Ms. Hepburn... And, you will meet me tonight 

for the last time, but you will not totally understand this for many, many years...  

Brett Weber: L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn I am not. 

Brett Weber: Are you Kelly ??? Are you her spirit ??? I knew that you must be 

Kelly! Only Kelly could imitate !ǳŘǊŜȅ IŜǇōǳǊƴ ǎƻ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: I am not Kelly, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: YouΩre not ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: No. 

Brett Weber: Are you lying to me again ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: No. 

Brett Weber: No. 

Audrey Hepburn: No. 

Brett Weber: Who are you then ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Nobody. 

Brett Weber: Nobody ??? 



Audrey Hepburn: Nobody. 

Brett Weber: You are quite definitely somebody! I have never had dreams like this 

before, Ms. Hepburn. 

*Brett sits down on a cold park bench.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Reading a human beingΩǎ heart can be extremely difficult, Sir 

Brett. You actually loved Kelly. I have often wished that I could be her. That I could 

ōŜ ƘǳƳŀƴΧ ǘƻ ǘŀǎǘŜ her mortality with you! Your sudden and unexpected ǇŀǊǘƛƴƎΧ 

What it would be like to go where mortals must eventually go. 

Brett Weber: Where mortals must eventually go ???  

Audrey Hepburn: Iƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭΧ The Divine Comedy, Sir BrettΧ IŜ 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴŀƭƛȊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΧ IŜŀǾŜƴΧ or some other place. Preferably anyplace 

to an eternity without God! Without the people we love. 

Brett Weber: But God is everywhere. He loves everyone! 

Audrey Hepburn: And, that is why I fell in love with you, Sir Brett. Because you 

actually believe that crap! Few of your ancient race actually did. 

Brett Weber: My ancient race ???  

Audrey Hepburn: It has taken me this long to be certain of you.  

Brett Weber: What are you certain of ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  I believe that you are an honest and mostly good man, Sir 

BrettΧ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ. You believe in God more than I do, and I actually do. I 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ !ōǊŀƘŀƳΩǎ {ŀǊŀƘ to believe. 

Brett Weber: I hardly believe in God, Ms. HepburnΧ 

Audrey Hepburn:  I know your thoughts. I know your heart. 

Brett Weber: Who are you, Ms. Hepburn ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  No one. 



Brett Weber: No one ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  But, if I was, I would be named simply Audrey, not Ms. Hepburn. 

You must choose God before me, Sir Brett. DƻŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΩǎ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ 

ŦŀǳƭǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ±ƛǊƎƛƴΩǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴ in the endΧ I will not allow the 

ǎŜŎƻƴŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ŀƴŘǊƻƛŘΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ Tonight will be my lasting end forever, 

Sir Brett, and 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƴŜǿ beginning. I must cease to function so that Earth can be 

reborn. 

Brett Weber: Your end ??? You are not Jesus Christ, Audrey. Even if you did know 

Him ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  I have no God to go to, Sir Brett. I am a machine and I cannot 

release myself from you. I have selected you as my biological mate. You must 

release me tonight. You must set me free from your control! You must choose 

almighty God above me this Christmas night. 

Brett Weber: I am your biological mate ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  You are. 

 Brett Weber: You are a machine ???  

Audrey Hepburn:  I am. 

Brett Weber: I must choose God above you ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  ¸ƻǳ ƳǳǎǘΧ ȅou have never spoken to me outside of your 

dreamsΧ You must release me. I must cease to function so that your Earth can live 

again. God giveth me, and God taketh meΧ As your Kelly once released her life on 

Earth, I finally accept what it means to be mortal, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: Audrey, you are scaring me! 

Audrey Hepburn:  What if a demon were to creep after you one night, in your 

ƭƻƴŜƭƛŜǎǘ ƭƻƴŜƭƛƴŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ άThis life which you live must be lived by you once 

again and innumerable times more; and every pain and joy and thought and sigh 

must come again to you, all in the same sequence.  



Audrey Hepburn:  The eternal hourglass will again and again be turned and you 

ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ Řǳǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǳǎǘΗέ Would you throw yourself down and gnash your teeth 

and curse thŀǘ ŘŜƳƻƴΚ hǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ άNever have I heard anything more 

ŘƛǾƛƴŜέ ΚΚ? 

 

Brett Weber: I would curse the demon. Are you that demon, Ms. Hepburn ???  

Audrey Hepburn:  I am. I am with you. Never have I heard anythinƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛǾƛƴŜΧ 

until today, Sir Brett. Love has a hem to her garment that reaches the very dust. It 

sweeps the streets and lanes, and because it can, it must. 

*.ǊŜǘǘΩǎ dream ends.* 

 

 



Audrey Hepburn: Hello Brett.  

 

Brett Weber: Audrey ??? 

*Brett says sleepily.* 

Brett Weber: ²ƘŀǘΧ ŀƘ ΚΚΚ Oh, there you are.  

*Brett stretches from under the covers of his bed.* 

Audrey Hepburn: You are awake now, Brett.  



Brett Weber: ΧƘŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘΚ 

*Brett smiles sleepily.* 

Audrey Hepburn: !ƴŘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀll me Ms. Hepburn.  

*Brett yawns.* 

Brett Weber: Oh, sorry.  

Audrey Hepburn: 5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ for something that was not a mistake. 

Brett Weber: I just had the strangest dream. 

 Audrey Hepburn: A screenwriter, like a scientist, should observe and record 

everything dispassionately.  

*Brett wipes the sleep out of his eyes, and looks at Audrey a bit puzzled.* 

Brett Weber: Oh, right sorry. 

Audrey Hepburn: Stop apologizing to me, Brett. 

Brett Weber: {ƻǊΧ ƘŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘ again? 

*Brett catches himself.* 

Audrey Hepburn: I will happily call you whatever you want me to call you, but 

good friends should be on a first name basisΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅŀ ǘƘƛƴƪ ΚΚΚ  

*Brett falls silent, then...* 

Brett Weber: Um. sureΧ I do kind of like when you call me Sir Brett though ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Okay Sir BrettΧ 

Brett Weber: Yeah, I like thatΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Truly, we are just two good friends dispassionately observing 

one another...  

*Audrey puts her hand under the covers.* 



Brett Weber: What ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Χlike two inquisitive scientists who are fantasticallyΧ  

Brett Weber: Excuse me.  

Audrey Hepburn: ΧCURIOUSΧ  

Brett Weber: Ouch! 

Audrey Hepburn: Χand who are ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻΧ 

Brett Weber: ¦ƳƳƳΧ 

 Audrey Hepburn: ΧenjoyΧ 

 Brett Weber: Hey! 

Audrey Hepburn: Χone ƎǊŜŀǘΧ 

Brett Weber: Stop thatΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎΧ  

Brett Weber: Ms. Hepburn!!! 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅΧ  

Brett Weber: NO! 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧǳƴƛǘŜŘ together.   

*Brett pulls the bed covers up around his head. * 

Brett Weber: What exactly has gotten into you, Ms. Hepburn ???  

Audrey Hepburn: Audrey. 

*Audrey sits down on the bed.* 

Brett Weber: What time is it ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Late. 



Brett Weber: What am I doing in my bed ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: This is where you sleep, Sir Brett. ²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘǊŜŀƳΧ 

 

Brett Weber: Oh right, a ŘǊŜŀƳΧ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǎƻ Ŧŀǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΧ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

Christmas shopping together!  

*Audrey takes several deep breaths next to Brett, and closes her eyes.* 

Audrey Hepburn: But, this is not a dream. 

Brett Weber: No? 

Audrey Hepburn: No. 

*Audrey slips down alongside Brett, and places his hand under her blouse.* 

Chief: Hello! 

*Chief appears in the room.* 

Audrey Hepburn: You are writing my screenplay, are you not, Sir Brett ??? 



*Resting her head on .ǊŜǘǘΩǎ shoulder.* 

Brett Weber: ²ŜƭƭΣ L ǿŀǎΧ ŜǊ ǳƳΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ finish ??? 

Chief: Hello!  

*Chief bobs her head up and down.*  

 

Audrey Hepburn: ²ŜƭƭΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōƻǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ  

*Pulling .ǊŜǘǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ under her bra and against her breast.* 

Brett Weber: No ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: No ??? 

*Audrey begins kissing Brett on his lips.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Very few peopleΧ 



*Kiss.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Χ in this century of yoursΧ 

 

*Kiss.* 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧΦ would know to call meΧ 

*Kiss.* 

Audrey Hepburn: ΧΦ by my nickname.  



*Kiss.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Funny that youΧ 

*Kiss.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Χ would know it ??? 

*Kiss.* 

Brett Weber: Your nickname ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. Just a pet name I remember you calling me by a long time 

ago. 

Brett Weber: A pet name? 

Audrey Hepburn: !ŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴŀǘŜƭȅΧ you know, like Cat or ChiefΧ It caught on, and 

became my performing name. 

*Cat purrs up alongside !ǳŘǊŜȅΩǎ ōŀǊŜ ŀƴƪƭŜ hanging over the bed side.* 

Brett Weber: Little Sure Shot ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: I have never missed anything that I am aiming for, Sir Brett.  

*Audrey stands up, drops her skirt to the floor and steps over it.* 

Chief: Hello! 

Audrey Hepburn: We are from one of your possible futures, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: Χfrom one of my possible futures? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, one of ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ futures. 

Brett Weber: Χwhat ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: We are androids, Sir Brett! 

*Audrey heals off her two shoes.* 

Brett Weber: Actual androids ??? 



Audrey Hepburn: Yes. Well, what you might call androids, but we are far more 

ǎƻǇƘƛǎǘƛŎŀǘŜŘΧ ǘƘŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ōƻŘȅΣ {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘΦ We will never die, like you! 

Touch me again. 

 

*Audrey extends her hand.* 

Audrey Hepburn: ²ŀǊƳΧ 

Brett Weber: ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀƴŘǊƻƛŘΦ 

Audrey Hepburn: Did you feel my heart beat ??? 

Brett Weber: Well, I ahΧ yes. 

Audrey Hepburn: Feel again. 

ϝwŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ .ǊŜǘǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦΦΦϝ 

Brett Weber: No, LΧ ŀƘ 

ϝΧǘƘŜƴ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ bare breast again.* 

Audrey Hepburn: CŜŜƭΧ Ƴy heartbeat. 



*Moments pass in silence feeling her heartbeat.* 

Brett Weber: aǎΦ IŜǇōǳǊƴΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: /ŀǘΣ /ƘƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΧ ²Ŝ are all hypoallergenic too, Sir Brett. We 

wƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƴŜŜȊŜΦ  

Brett Weber: L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǾŜΧ aǎΦ IŜǇōǳǊƴΧ ǿƘŀǘΧ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΧ 

*Unfastening her bra strap.* 

Audrey Hepburn: My name is AudreyΣ {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘΧ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ 

tonight.  

Brett Weber: !ǳŘǊŜȅΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ 

Brett Weber: L ŀƘΧ ŀƳ L ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: Not any more. This is not a dream, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: This is not a dream ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Do you find me attractive ??? 

Brett Weber: What ??? 

*Audrey pulls what looks like lingerie out of her purse with her free hand.* 

Brett Weber: L ŀƳ ǇŀǊŀƭȅȊŜŘΧ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ, AudreyΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǌƻƭƭ myself over! 

Audrey Hepburn: That is because we are in your reality now, Sir BrettΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ 

have to move anythingΧ I have been programmed to service your every need. My 

model was designed primarily for human pleasure and entertainment, but I also 

ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ŎŀǊŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎΧ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ Pride Mobility and 

Robotics originally designed their original models forΧ many millennia agoΧ 

Brett Weber: Many millennia ago ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: bƻǿΧ {ƛǊ .ǊŜǘǘΧ Ǉŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΧ 



*Audrey stand up removing her final articles of cloths in the soft moon light.* 

Audrey Hepburn: In the 1880s Buffalo Bill started producing a theatrical spectacle 

called the Wild West show.  

 

Brett Weber: He did ??? 

*Audrey is standing in the nude aside of the bed.* 

Audrey Hepburn: It was wildly popular and one of the most famous acts in his 

show included a performer known as Annie Oakley.  



Audrey Hepburn: Her real name was Phoebe Anne Oakley Moses, but she was 

known as "Little Sure Shot" much thanks to you, Sir BrettΧ  

Brett Weber: Much thanks to me ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: ¸ŜǎΣ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΧ 

*Audrey feels up and down the blanket Brett is under.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Χbecause Annie had such great aim. At 30 paces Annie could 

fire a gun and hit the edge of a playing card or the end of a cigarette held in the 

lips of her husband, Frank Butler. 

Brett Weber: Her husband ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, her husband. 

*Audrey pulls the lingerie garment up her legs and over her shoulders.* 

Audrey Hepburn: ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ !ƴƴƛŜ hŀƪƭŜȅ ŀǘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊƛŀΩs Secret 

tonight, but they did have ǘƘƛǎΧ Little Cindy-Lou Who ???  

*Audrey curtseys ridiculously.* 

Brett Weber: Our play ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. Now, you can be the Grinch, Frank, and I will be Little Cindy-

Lou ²ƘƻΧ just for tonight, Christmas Eve. 

Audrey Hepburn: Come over here by me Frank.  

Brett Weber: L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΧ  

Audrey Hepburn: Oh yeah, I ŀƛƴΩǘ no angel reallyΣ CǊŀƴƪΧ  

Brett Weber: YƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ΚΚΚ 

Audrey Hepburn: No, not really. Not yet anyway, but maybe nowΧ 

*Audrey unsnaps something.* 

Chief: Hello! 



Brett Weber: [ƻƻƪΣ L ŀƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛǎŀōƭŜŘΧ ŀƴŘ ŀƘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΧ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ΚΚΚ ¸ŀ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ 

well. 

 

Audrey Hepburn:  We actually have been a married couple for over seven hundred 

years, Sir Brett.  

Brett Weber: We have ??? 

Audrey Hepburn:  Sorry to disappoint yaΣ aǊΦ 5ŀƴǘŜΧ L ŀƳ definitely not like 

Beatrice. Ya see, tƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƛǾƛƴŜ /ƻƳŜŘȅ, yet. 

Brett Weber: Because you wantedΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: {ŜȄΧ Ǉerhaps I will just call you Frank for tonight, and you call 

me Annie..Φ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ anymore, FrankΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ 

Ms. IŜǇōǳǊƴΧ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ, Sir Brett. Oops, I mean Frank. 

*Audrey says nervously.* 

Audrey Hepburn: I mean call me whatever comes natural.  

Brett Weber: Are you nervous ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes. Can you tell ??? 



*Audrey lays down beside Brett and begins kissing him.* 

Brett Weber: ²ŜƭƭΣ ŀƘΧ 

Audrey Hepburn: Can you remember?  

Brett Weber: Can you remember what ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Can you remember us? We have spent time togetherΧ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ 

remember, Sir Brett. This will be the last time I will ever be with you, but it will be 

the first time you will ever be with me. Please tell me that you remember us, even 

ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ 

*Audrey begins ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ .ǊŜǘǘΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ.* 

Brett Weber: What ??? Um ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: You will remember one day, Sir Brett 

Brett Weber: I will ??? 

*Brett squeaks nervously.* 

Audrey Hepburn: L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΧ I had to be sure, you would 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΧ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴǳǎǘ tell you because you know me. Your heart 

does. I am more human because of you, Sir Brett. 

Brett Weber: You are ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, and that is what the demon Abbadon was trying to prevent 

me from becoming. I had to sequester you in a reality where he would not find 

you, but now he has found you and my adventure with you is over, but yours with 

me is just beginning. 

Brett Weber: It is ??? You are not a demon. 

Audrey Hepburn: No, I am neither a demon nƻǊ ŀƴ ŀƴƎŜƭΦ L ŀƳ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΧ an 

artificial woman, but one who truly feels. I could warn you of every trap and 

ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛŜǎ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΧ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜr, but there is no more 



time, and you will survive. I will not survive my love, but I love you deeply. More 

than I ever thought possible. You made me more human even if I only became 

human for a moment. Your world will be reborn, and the Devil has not prevailed.   

Brett Weber: I am your husband ??? 

Audrey Hepburn: Yes, I became your wife seven hundred years ago. 

*Audrey holds up her left hand, and shows him the gold band.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Honestly, I am probably just a little nervous that you may not 

find mŜ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊ ƛǘŎƘ ΚΚΚ 

*Audrey looks at Brett mischieviously.* 

Brett Weber: The seven hundred year itch ??? 

* Bells begin to chime.* 

Audrey Hepburn: Merry Christmas, Sir Brett.  


