
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


 


 


 


Adapted for the
Screen

 


Copyright 2016 LM Foster

 


 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s
imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, either living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 


 


9th Street Press

www.9thstreetpress.com

 


 


****

 


There is only one plot – things are not
what they seem.

 


― Jim Thompson

 


****

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


TABLE OF CONTENTS

 


Carolyn Adyon
Speaks

A Screenwriter Remembers: My First
Movie Shoot

The Love That Dare Not Speak
Its Name, Updated

Preproduction: Dorian and Henry

A Historic
Meeting

The Shoot

It’s A Wrap

Maurice Claremount Directs
Comedy

It’s Been Done, Being Done Again:
First Meeting for She’s A
Peach

I’d Like to Thank the Academy . . .
Not

Will the Real Slim Shady Please Stand
Up?

The Moving Finger Writes; and, Having
Writ, Moves On . . .

And This Week, Guest-Starring Dorian
Gray

The Two-Minute Drill

The Way We Were

She Don’t Lie

Love Means Never Having to Say You’re
Sorry

The Cattle Arrive

An Awakening, Rudely
Delivered

Trouble in
Paradise

A Short Historical
Digression

The Nipponophile and a Celebration of Love
and Gratitude

Science Fiction Double
Feature

 


Also by LM Foster

 


****

 


Carolyn Adyon
Speaks


How’s that for ego?

Like anyone would ever
listen, retorts my Realistic Sense of
Self-Worth.

Ya never know,
counters Ego again.

It’s not entirely out of the
realm of possibility. Someday, people might want to hear my
thoughts. After all, I’m credited as co-screenwriter on
Dorian and Henry, and
even though Wilde purists were not amused, it nonetheless enjoyed a
modest success. And the original idea for
critically (if not financially) acclaimed Kinship was mine: it even says, From a story by Carolyn
Adyon in the opening credits. Maurice
Claremount, writer and director of mega-hit Cheyenne Sundown, turned a little
tale I made up into a movie that was praised by Time Magazine. He wrote the script
for it, because I wasn’t entirely comfortable with screenwriting at
the time.

Maybe you’ll never be
comfortable with screenwriting, pipes up my
Realistic Sense of Self-Worth.

Pish posh,
returns my Ego. I’m a storyteller, a
raconteuse, as Maury
says; I’ve been one since childhood. And a screenplay’s just
another way to tell a story. So what if I tend to want to put in a
little too much description?

“It’s a movie, Carol!” Maury always tells me.
“We’re going to see what’s going on! You don’t have to describe it!”

At least I’ve finally gotten the
formatting down right.

And he’s always there to check me, to
imperiously correct me, with total disregard for the ol’ ego. He’s
made me tough, reinforced that Realistic Sense of Self-Worth. I’m
really just a nobody, an Inland Empire girl who got very lucky. Any
and all other aspiring screenwriters should be so lucky.

Maybe my next effort will stand on its
own.

My next effort
hasn’t been too forthcoming, but I found my two
green keys yesterday, and it’s prompted me to start this new
journal. At least I’m writing something.

Finding those two pistachio-colored
keys on their little ring brought to mind my last journal, and
remembering that ponderous epistle and the dark wonders it recounts
might’ve planted the seed for another tale between the folds of my
brain. At least I’m putting words to blinking cursor, filling in
that accusingly blank space. Goodbye, writer’s block!

So, thus.

My last journal is still under lock
and key in a safe deposit box in Riverside. After finding my two
green keys, I scared up the computer file of that journal, buried
on some external hard drive. I skimmed it, resisted the urge to
edit, to rewrite. It should stand untouched, a paranoid testament
to my disbelief at all the supernatural things happening in my life
at the time. It’s another chapter in that tale as old as time: when
all of hometown girl’s dreams come true, she’s still too dumb to
realize how good she’s got it. She’s doubtful,
suspicious.

I wrote down the catalogue
of events, the tragedies and joys. Then in true cinematic style, I
hid it away, and left a sealed envelope for my former boss, an
attorney. Open in the event of Carolyn
Adyon’s death or incapacity, it says on the
outside. Inside lurks the key to the safe deposit box, the location
of the bank.

I took all these precautions because I
was worried that my life might be in danger then, and if something
happened to me, I wanted the world to know why. If I woke up dead,
I’d left instructions for my former employer to publish my true
Hollywood story.

Briefly:

It was 2013, and my best friend
Ruthanne had a crush on a movie star named Franck O’Day. She always
preferred actors from the Golden Age of Hollywood to more modern
thespians, and Franck was her very favorite. Unfortunately, he’d
died in a plane crash in 1968, two decades before she and I had
been born.

But Ruthie, God love
her, just knew Franck wasn’t dead.

On the way home from work one
afternoon, I noticed two pistachio-colored keys hanging from her
keychain, and asked her about them.

And so the saga began.
Ruthie told me that the keys were a good luck charm, that they
represented a lost movie that would’ve starred this matinee idol,
had it ever been completed. The symbolism was not overly
complicated: the movie had been entitled Two Green Keys.

Ruthie explained. “It’s something that
Franck’s fans can share. Nobody’s ever heard of the movie, unless
they’ve heard of him, so it’s a little way that we can identify
each other, so to speak. Almost like a secret
handshake.”

I had certainly never heard
of the guy, so Ruthanne showed me his fan site on the interwebs.
Without a whole lot of originality, it was called
TwoGreenKeys.com. Ruthie
read aloud from it: “Keep sending all your
good wishes and love energies to Franck. While his health had been
faltering a little lately, your healing energies have once again
put him on the road to recovery. Keep sending in those keys! Watch
this space for news of a personal appearance in the not too distant
future!” Ruthanne blinked solemnly. “See, I
told you he wasn’t dead.”

“What was that about love
energies? And keys?”

“There’s a belief that
people can send healing energies to others. It works like this. You
find two keys. Any two will do. You meditate on them – fill them
with your good wishes, your love for Franck – then you send them
with a self-addressed stamped envelope to the fan club. Franck
receives the energy and love from them – and infuses each with a
little of his own grateful energy. They’re painted green to
complete the symbolism of the movie title, and mailed back to
you.

“I own something that he
actually touched, Carol! Something that’s imbued with a little of
his energy, a little of him. What better good luck charm is there
than that?”

I had no response. Ruthanne sighed,
smiled a little sheepishly. “I know you don’t believe any of this.
But Franck’s life, not to mention his beliefs on healing energies –
it would all make a great book.”

Ruthie, my childhood friend,
knew how much I’d always aspired to be a writer, and with very
little effort, she soon talked me into penning her beloved Franck’s
biography. Emails with the webmaster of TwoGreenKeys.com were exchanged; I
even joined the fan club myself, received my own two green keys in
the mail.

All that claptrap about healing
energies – I wouldn’t believe any of it, right up until I knew
beyond a shadow of a doubt that it was all true; until I began to
benefit from it. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

Damned if Ruthanne and I didn’t get to
actually meet Franck O’Day.

Not only wasn’t he dead, he looked
great. He had a few wrinkles, and his once black hair was now an
iron gray. But on the other hand, he was eighty. No one would’ve
guessed it. He didn’t look a day over fifty.

Ruthanne was charmed, as she
couldn’t help but be charmed, what with finding out that her
favorite old-timey actor wasn’t dead. What with getting to actually
meet him and all. Finding out that he looked great. If you were a
fan of Marlon Brando, it would’ve been like getting to meet him and
discovering that he looked just a few years older than he did
in On The Waterfront, instead of the wreck he’d become by The Island of Doctor Moreau. Not to
mention finding out that he wasn’t dead at all.

Ruthie was thrilled. She was ecstatic.
She was in love.

After our first visit, we drove back
to Beverly Hills again the following weekend, and lo and behold,
Franck’s iron gray, old man’s hair color was gone. He’d dyed it,
restored it once again to the inky black of his decades-passed
youth. Now he looked forty.

I listened to Franck tell his life
story – it was a doozy, full of sex and love and death and betrayal
and success in old-Hollywood. It goes without saying that the
oddest chapter was about the energy. The energy, Franck revealed,
was the reason he’d stayed in Japan so many years after the plane
crash that had not in actuality killed anyone but the unfortunate
pilot.

At some stripe of monastery
in the wilds of Japan, Franck related, he and his fellow Hollywood
refugee, director Robert Ecksmith (Who? I’d thought) had learned to
harness this mystery of the universe. Much later, Franck would
explain the phenomenon to me in detail: “When you love something,
you give off a special kind of energy. The things you love, they
soak it up – who looks happier and healthier than a beloved child,
or a pampered house pet? Even plants respond to love. It’s a force
of nature. In Japan, I learned to recognize this energy – to
harness it, to assimilate it.”

He claimed that it wasn’t plastic
surgery that made him seem so well preserved for his age. It wasn’t
dye from a box or salon that had changed his locks back to their
glossy, youthful black. It was the admiration of his fans, come to
him via emails and keys. And it was Ruthie’s admiration in
person.

Franck told me that after
he’d returned to the States, unannounced, in 2006, he’d often go to
midnight showings of his one hit movie, High Times in Manhattan. Incognito
(but who would’ve recognized him, anyway?) he’d sit in the back
row, and, “all that adoration directed at my character on the
screen would bounce off and come back to me in waves. It keeps me
young.”

At first, of course, I didn’t buy any
of it. It was unbelievable. It was insane.

Franck decided it was time
for his comeback, so Ruthie and the webmaster of
TwoGreenKeys.com organized and promoted a fan club meeting, a semi-private
screening of High Times in
Manhattan. Franck chose a tiny venue for
the historic event: an old, creaky, Veterans of Foreign Wars Hall
in godawful Las Vegas. He didn’t want to announce his reappearance
to the whole world, he said. He only wanted to see his
real fans.

Just a handful of people had
arrived for the event when Franck tried to send Ruthie back to our
hotel to fetch the guestbook that he’d forgotten there. She refused
to go. She was having too much fun meeting and greeting
Franck’s real fans, most of whom she’d recruited herself for the event, in
Riverside and LA.

So Franck asked me to go, called me a
cab, gave me a wad of money for the fare. Forgetting the guestbook
– I thought perhaps his eighty-year-old mind wasn’t what it used to
be, no matter how good he looked otherwise.

It should’ve only taken a few minutes,
a half-hour at the most. But the always-killer Vegas traffic was
atrocious that night; the cabbie hopped on the freeway and was
immediately confronted with a jackknifed big rig. I was gone almost
two hours.

When I got back, red and yellow flames
were devouring the VFW hall.

Ruthanne Midley, my very best friend
in the whole world, died in the fire, along with Franck himself, as
well as seventy-three others. I was the only one attending the
event, in fact, to survive, because I had been off running Franck’s
errand when the place caught.

I went back home to Riverside and
grieved. I missed Ruthie terribly, and I even missed Franck,
despite the fact that I’d considered him to be quite full of
himself, always entirely aware of his movie star’s good-looks and
the effect they’d had on his fans. I’d found him to be shrewd,
crafty, old-Hollywood-dangerous. But his undeniable charm was
inescapable, and after he died, I discovered that I missed him,
too, almost as much as I missed Ruthie.

A year passed, then a year
and a half. I began to put my life back together, to move on. Then
I heard Franck’s voice come out of my television. It was a trailer
for some new western, no faces, just voices, and a shot of a steam
locomotive exploding. I recognized Ryan Gosling’s voice, his name,
at the end of the trailer. The other actor’s name was unknown to
me: Alvee Smith-Killem.
But he had Franck’s voice.

It just couldn’t be. Franck was dead.
I did a little research online, found a picture of this Alvee
Smith-Killem of the ridiculous name, this unknown. Sometimes you’ll
see a young actor, and you’ll think that he looks just like an
older actor, from back in the day, when he was young. Sometimes,
the resemblance is amazing, uncanny. So much so, that you wonder if
this young one could be the old one’s son, from some yesteryear’s
dalliance with an original fan, perhaps. And at first glance, this
was what I thought of Alvee Smith-Killem: that he could be Franck
O’Day’s son – no, he’d have to be a grandson – any son of Franck’s
would be in at least his fifties, if not his sixties.

I’d found this Alvee
person’s picture on IMDb,
a promotional shot from his very first feature,
some English flick called Downpour,
that I’d never heard of, just like I’d never heard
of him. He looked like he was maybe twenty-three or
twenty-five.

I knew of no extant photos
of Ruthanne’s idol at twenty-five – but if there had been a photo
of Franck at that age, looking just as wild and sexy as he wanted
to be, then this would’ve been it. I felt like I was losing my
mind, because not only did Alvee Smith-Killem resemble Franck a
great deal, as if they could be related. Alvee Smith-Killem was Franck O’Day.

It was nuts, but I couldn’t
get it out of my head. I rented a car, journeyed to LA, to the
secluded Beverly Hills manse where we’d first met the old actor,
where Ruthie had fallen in love with him in person, just like she’d
fallen in love with his character from High Times in Manhattan. Where I’d
interviewed him.

I felt silly pushing the intercom
button in front of the gate. Franck O’Day was dead. Some other rich
and famous personage owned this grand house now. What was I going
to say?

A man’s voice came through the
intercom’s grill. “Yes?”

Seriously, what was I gonna
say? I know you’re in there, I know you’re
not dead? I knew nothing of the
kind.

Then inspiration struck.
During our interviews, telegrams had often been the
deus ex machina that had
moved the old actor’s story to the next scene, so I said, “I’ve got
a telegram for Franck O’Day.”

The same voice, muffled.
“What?”

“I said, I’ve got a telegram
for Franck O’Day.”

I counted to ten before the gate
rattled open.

(I’ll just cut and paste a little
here, from my original journal.)

When I drove up the curving driveway,
I beheld Alvee Smith-Killem standing halfway down the steps,
looking curiously in my direction. He was wearing a light-blue,
short-sleeved shirt, unbuttoned, thrown carelessly over a
wife-beater. He wore jeans and black, high-topped Converse. I
couldn’t gauge the sum of his expression, because he was wearing a
pair of Ray-Bans, as perfectly black as the curly hair that reached
nearly to his shoulders.

I pulled up in front of the old stone
staircase, got out of the car, and looked up over its roof at
him.

Alvee Smith-Killem smiled, and
Franck’s mellifluous voice exclaimed, “Carol!”

The man that walked down the steps was
not wearing an impeccably tailored, slate gray suit, as befitted an
actor in his waning years. No. Alvee was dressed perfectly for
someone his age, but he still had Franck’s gait.

He took off his sunglasses as he
trotted around the car and enveloped me in a bear hug, picked me up
off my feet. Then he released me, set his shades on the roof of the
car, and held me by the hands. The blue eyes smiling out of Alvee’s
twenty-five-year-old face were Franck’s.

Ruthanne had once typed up a
description of her idol for me, which was to have been included in
the biography that, because she and Franck had died, would now
never be. The lengthy paragraph had been a fan’s paean to her
favorite star’s beauty. Part of it had read: His teeth, just ever so slightly, endearingly crooked, lend
an everyman, boy-next-door quality to his otherwise flawless
face.

In the year and a half since
I had seen him last, Franck had gotten his teeth straightened. They
were now perfect, like Bradley Cooper’s teeth. Movie stars couldn’t
have crooked teeth in the era of HD. But they were still
his teeth. There could be
no doubt.

“How nice of you to come!”
Franck’s voice said, and Alvee hugged me again.

How nice of you to
come? Like I’d just dropped in unexpectedly
for a little visit. How nice of you to
come? Really? Not like he had returned from
the grave, again, younger, more devastatingly attractive than ever.
Not like that at all.

A million things to say flew through
my mind. At last I chose the simplest. “What happened,
Franck?”

“It was the energy,
Carol.”

He smiled humorlessly at my familiar
look of disbelief. He retrieved his sunglasses from the roof of my
rented car, folded them, put them into his pocket. He took me by
the hand and led me up the staircase to where he’d been standing.
We sat on the step.

He spoke of the VFW Hall, of
all his real fans. “I just sat there with my eyes closed, feeling the energy
channel through me, feeling it wash away all the years. I knew that
I’d wake up the next day, feeling alive and refreshed, as if I’d
had some incredible spa treatment. Except no spa can do what that
adoring energy can do, Carol, if you know how to assimilate it. I
knew I would wake up the next day feeling alive and refreshed, but
I also knew that I’d look younger. I would be younger.

“But then something went
wrong. There was just too much! All those people, my biggest, most
loyal fans! Suddenly, the projector on the ceiling exploded, and
dropped onto the podium, sending sparks and shards of plastic
everywhere. The room was plunged into darkness. Flames raced across
the ceiling. The podium was on fire. It was the only light in the
room. People were screaming and backing up, overturning chairs,
getting tangled in them, all to escape the heat.

“I wasn’t holding Ruthie’s
hand anymore. The screen was on fire. The place was filling up with
smoke. Everybody was trying to get to the door, but the flames –
people were screaming, crying. I kept looking for Ruthie, calling
her name.”

Franck buried his face in his hands
and sobbed. I put my arm around his shoulders. He cried, but I
remained curiously dry-eyed. His story wasn’t quite finished
yet.

“I don’t remember getting
out, don’t remember running to the pizza place at the end of the
plaza. But I remember trying to get in, banging on the window. The
door was locked and the pizza guy was sitting at a table, reading.
I remember him not even looking up, saying, ‘We’re closed!’ I
remember pounding on the window, remember screaming at him, telling
him to call someone, telling him that the VFW Hall was on fire. I
remember him looking in that direction, scrambling back around the
counter, yanking the phone off the hook . . .”

Franck drew a deep, shuddering breath,
then let it out again. “There was only one thing for me to do then.
I staggered around the corner of the building . . . I took my phone
out of my pocket and called Bobby.”

“Bobby? Bobby
Ecksmith?”

But really, was it so impossible to
believe? Eighty-two-year-old Franck O’Day was twenty-five again,
standing here in front of me, just as fine as he wanted to be. Why
shouldn’t Robert Ecksmith – Franck’s friend, his director – still
be alive, too? They had been in that plane crash in Japan together,
after all.

“Of course.” Franck swiped
at the tears on his face. “Who else would I call?

“Bobby told me to start
walking down Las Vegas Boulevard. I’d barely made it under the 515
before a cab picked me up and took me to the airport. A man with an
English accent met me there. ‘I’m Dr. Urstig, Mr. O’Day,’ he said.
‘Do you have your passport with you?’

“My passport was in my
pocket. That was something that Bobby had taught me. Always carry
your passport. You never know when you might have to leave the
country.”

From his estate in England, the
once-famed director had made all the arrangements, pulled the
necessary strings. “We got on a little plane, and Dr. Feelgood gave
me some kind of a sedative. The next thing I knew, I was
disembarking at Heathrow, still smelling like smoke. I’m sure we
changed planes somewhere, but I don’t remember it.”

For a year and a half, I’d been
probably the only person in the US that had known that matinee idol
Franck O’Day had not perished when his plane disappeared in Japan
in 1968. For a year and a half, I’d believed that he’d burned to
death in a little VFW Hall in Vegas. Yet here he was, not only
alive, but young again.

The rest of my first journal
chronicles how I, for lack of a better expression,
took up with Franck and
Bobby. Except, of course, Franck was now Alvee and Robert Ecksmith
was Maurice Claremount.

Maury answered all the
dreams I’d had of becoming a writer, those dreams I’d had since I
was a little girl. Many years before, after attending my cousin's
wedding, I'd made up a story, had the ego to call it a screenplay.
Maury made a film out of it, called it Kinship, and while his spin was quite
a bit more outré than the original manuscript, that’s what made it
great.

And Alvee made my other dreams come
true, more grown up ones, ones I’d begun to (guiltily) have, once
Ruthanne and I started hanging out with charming, good-looking
Franck O’Day. Alvee and I became lovers.

Surely, I felt ashamed when I fell for
Ruthanne's man. It just wasn’t right, and I tried mightily to
resist him, but as with the Borg, it was futile. My friend was
gone, and once Alvee turned his incredible blue eyes toward me in
invitation, I immediately lost myself in them.

He is everything I've ever
dreamt a man could be; everything all girls dream of. Tall and
spare, with the mouth of a god – ah, the way he smiles at me! Just
the faintest grin, arrogant, cocksure – I
know you want me, Carol. Why should you be different from everybody
else?

To look into his eyes is to ken
supreme confidence. His is an expression that has never known the
ache of unrequited longing, nor have even the mildest
disappointments yet occurred in perfect Alvee’s stellar new life.
Not one incident that might give pause to his faith in himself. The
tragedies weathered by Franck O’Day have been forgotten by Alvee
Smith-Killem. No trace of their shadows ever cross his flawless
face.

His eyes are the dark-blue of a summer
sky just before twilight; his hair is as black as the soul of a
demon. He can be poetically complimentary, deviously clever;
bitingly, cruelly sarcastic. Although I've never been the object of
the knife's edge of his wit, I've seen him duel with Maury
frequently enough. I've seen blood drawn between them,
metaphorically, of course. Yet they remain the staunchest
friends.

In my opinion, Alvee is beyond a doubt
the best actor ever to strut and fret his hour upon the stage. He
has only demonstrated the realities of love and affection and
passion to me – he’s never shown me anger or discontent. But I've
seen him pretend these emotions effortlessly onscreen, as well as
innocence and heartbreak and regret.

He is mysterious, sexy; infinitely
fascinating, utterly charming. He is mine. I love him.

At the start of our romance, regarding
the universal energy, Alvee said to me, “Sometimes, two people can
attain a sort of equilibrium. Just between the two of them. It
takes a great deal of study and meditation. And it also takes a
damn near superhuman melding of love and respect and understanding
between two people.”

He explained that this was the reason
why his director had also attained the fountain of youth. While in
Japan, Maury had formed a relationship with the leader of the
monastery. I would meet the distinguished monk. His name was Maki,
and like Maury, he seemed to be in his late forties. He lived there
in Beverly Hills with them. He spoke no English at all.

Alvee continued, “Maury
loves me, Carol, and I love him. I’ve known him for so many decades
. . . We’re like brothers. Simpatico. But Maury and Maki?
They are Zen. They are
halves to the same whole.

“Sometimes two people can
attain that balance, and then it’s akin to all the pop iconography
borrowed from the East, all the stuff people see and think they
understand. Yin and Yang. That’s Maki and Maury. The energy flows
back and forth between them like magnetic poles.

“The energy that I received
in Vegas was much stronger than what Maury and Maki share, much
more concentrated, because it came from all those people at once.
It was like an inundation, a baptism. That’s why I look so much
younger than Maury now – I actually am younger than Maury, by eight
years. But I look so much younger now because I was fortunate to
receive all that energy in one dose. But Maury and Maki keep each
other young.”

And that was when Alvee asked me if I
would like to attempt such an arrangement with him. He was sure he
loved me, was sure I loved him. We would keep each other
young.

How could I refuse?

But still I wrote that first
journal, had it put away under lock and key in case something
should happen to me. I can laugh at it all now, of course. But at
the time, I wasn’t sure that I loved Alvee with the entirety that
was required to attain that damn near
superhuman melding of love and respect and understanding between
two people.

The reason for all my doubt and
suspicion was this: I had a dream.

From the original journal file,
slightly edited for brevity:

The hall of VFW Post 864 was
dark. There was only a little reflected sheen on the floor from the
screen, where High Times in
Manhattan had reached its climactic
scene.

Franck stepped in front of the screen.
It was like I was standing right there next to him. He held up his
hands at shoulder level, palms out, like a preacher before his
flock. His face was in shadow. All I could see clearly were the
palms of his hands, the white cuffs of his shirt, bright against
the blackness of his suit.

Inexplicably, a blue bolt
that looked like lightning shot out of his right palm. It zigzagged
through the crowd, striking everyone in the eyes and mouths and
chests like that scene from Raiders of the
Lost Ark, where the wrath of God kills all
the Nazis. The bolt passed through everyone, gathering speed,
turning yellow as it went. At last it struck the back wall,
blasting the commendations and proclamations and pictures of dead
veterans to smithereens. Pieces of glass and frames clattered to
the floor, followed by charred scraps of photographs, drifting down
slowly. The bolt bounced up, hit the ceiling, then shot earthward
again. Franck held up his left hand and caught it, like an
outfielder snaring a fly ball. I watched as the power of the
concentrated energy burnt a quarter-sized whole in the palm of his
hand.

I looked at the crowd. Every single
one of them was dead. Nothing was left except ashes in the shapes
of Franck’s fans, like they were all vampires who’d been exposed to
the sun. The wall and ceiling where the energy bolt had bounced off
were ablaze, blue and yellow flames greedily consuming the old
building, lighting up the room.

“I’m sorry about Ruthie,”
Franck’s voice said to me. But he wasn’t standing beside me
anymore. Somehow, he’d crossed the room, and in the dim light
coming through the doorway, his face was indistinct, just a
silhouette – as it’d been when he stood before the movie
screen.

“I loved Ruthie,” he said.
“I didn’t want to take her, too, Carol, but when she wouldn’t go
back to the hotel . . .” His silhouette shrugged, noncommittal,
then disappeared through the doorway. I heard his footsteps as he
walked down the hall – the only way in or out of the
building.

I watched, enveloped in the protection
of dream, as VFW Post 864 burned around me. The fire moved so fast
– it sped across the entire ceiling. It spread out from the back
wall toward the adjacent walls. The convection of the rising heat
stirred the ashes of the dead like a breeze, scouring them away
like unseen water, leaving behind only grinning skulls and exposed
bones.

Franck had held the event here, so he
could do this. The little VFW Hall was old, isolated, probably not
up to modern fire code. A fire at a hotel on the Strip would’ve
been discovered, put out. The people would’ve been saved. After the
MGM tragedy, there were probably fire sprinklers every other foot
at modern hotels. Franck had staged his comeback here, so he could
kill all these people in private. So he’d never be found
out.

The ceiling started to collapse and I
raised my dream hand in defense, and snapped awake. I didn’t
scream.

The dream had told me that Franck had
sacrificed his biggest fans on the altar of fame – it sounded
ridiculously cinematic, even to me. But it could be put no other
way. Their energy had made him young again.

 


****

 


I never told Alvee about this horrible
dream, this product of my imagination. But I did ask him about the
very real scar on his palm. He laughed, off-handedly spoke of a
clumsiness that I knew he didn’t encompass: no one was more
graceful than Alvee. He said that he’d tripped over a rake and then
landed on it, years ago. I searched my mind, but couldn’t say for
sure if I’d seen the scar there or not, when he was Franck, before
the fire.

So I could never, ever know for sure.
Tragic paranormal accident, or calculated, self-serving
mass-murder? What my mind had shown me had just been a silly dream,
after all, and all my other silly dreams were coming true. I was
living the lavish high life in Hollywood, collaborating on
screenplays with a famous director. I had beautiful, black-haired,
blue-eyed Alvee as my very own. We were going to keep each other
young. Why worry about a dream in my head when dreams in real life
were becoming concrete?

But still, I wrote that journal and
locked it away, just in case my nightmare-induced fears were true.
Just in case Alvee started to suck the very life out of me, just
like I’d seen him do to all those people in my dream of Las
Vegas.

I doubted his motives for a
long time, because I was a little tired at first. The shoot
for Kinship was a
nightmare in and of itself, and after that, Maury was a slave
driver. He made me work like a dog assisting him on the screenplay
for Dorian and Henry, day in and day out, sun up to sundown. Any whiny cliché about
overwork you’d like. When it was finally completed, I relaxed, at
last perceived my life for the paradise it had become. Before that,
I was just tired; paranoid, anxious, suspicious.

It’s been years since the
catastrophic fire, since Alvee and I entered into the mystical
covenant of sharing the universal energy. I’m not worried that he
might be out to sap my life force anymore, that he might be out to
take more than he gives, that he might therefore be aging me before
my time, unto death.

Nothing could be farther from the
truth. Alvee loves me, and I love him. He and I seem to have aged
hardly a day. As Maury and Maki do, we look pretty much the same. I
feel great. I’m confident that sharing the universal energy with
the man I love is indeed working its incomprehensible
magic.

I’m even beginning to feel
the inklings of a new story, maybe even a new screenplay. I can’t
see any reason why I would have to lock this journal away.

 


A Screenwriter Remembers:
My First Movie Shoot


The idea for the new project is still
only a foggy cloud in my head, however. I’ve got a beginning and a
middle, and even one tangent, going off at a right angle from the
rest. Maury’ll probably raise an eyebrow at that part. He likes
stories to be linear, to follow the three act structure. He says
that they make for a better movie that way, don’t confuse the
simple, ticket-buying populace. Exposition, confrontation,
resolution. Arty movies are shunned by the average nuclear family;
they aren’t profitable.

And of course, he’s right. He’s the
director, after all. But this new one – I’ve got the exposition and
the confrontation, but the resolution . . . It kinda starts a whole
‘nother story.

I can hear him now: “Then make it
another story, and end this one with something else. Sequels make
money.”

Sigh. I don’t really want to listen to
that, so I’m not gonna bring it up to him until I can put it into
three acts, instead of five. Or six.

Kinship was a three act story. The exposition was lengthy: two people
have a relationship; woman cheats, man catches her, punches other
man (his best friend), leaves town. Woman comes up pregnant – does
she know whose baby it is? Daughter is born, and the audience knows
whose baby it is: the woman’s first lover. Her new lover believes
the child to be his.

The conflict was short, brutal: first
lover returns to town, discovers daughter grown up, now a standard,
rebellious teen. He aims to corrupt her. He knows she’s actually
his, but he doesn’t care. All he wants is to hurt her mother and
his former best friend, and what better way to do so than to
destroy their daughter?

The resolution was lightning
quick, the moral of the story explicit. Daughter discovers the
truth – her shady older boyfriend is really her father – she flees
in horror, dies in a car wreck. Everyone is sad.
Revenge is a dish best served cold.

The story as I wrote it was
about the lengths to which a person will go to fight back against
betrayal. It was about evil, about revenge. In the manuscript, I’d
only hinted at the possibility of an incestuous relationship
between the jilted lover and his daughter. I’d been afraid to
actually go there. I had dear old Dad feeding his own daughter all
manner of illicit substances in a twisted bid for revenge.
Hollywood Fun Fact: the original title to the manuscript that would
become Kinship was The Eyes of the Drug
Dealer.

The drug angle was evil enough,
corrupt enough, for me. Anything else would’ve been a little too
outré, out of my comfort zone. I was not that edgy.

But Maurice Claremount was
edgy. He was outré, he reveled in making people uncomfortable. He
warned me that the public would not be able to see the forest for
the trees regarding Kinship.
He told me that they would miss the vindictive
retribution aspect, zero in on the salaciousness of the entirely
icky idea of the father-daughter angle, because he’d shot it that
way.

“They’re going to call
it The Incest Movie,” he’d said.

And so they had.

In the later scenes, when his daughter
is grown, the make-up team had to old Alvee up somewhat to play the
incestuous father. The effects were realistic enough to please
those that cared about effects; no reviewers thought that Alvee was
too young for the role.

The Los Angeles
Times said, “Mr.
Killem’s performance will be long remembered in the annals of the
anti-hero. Never before has malevolent, unrepentant evil been so
convincingly portrayed by such a pretty face.”

Maurice Claremount’s
controversial vision of my tame little tale was not to everyone’s
tastes, however. They didn’t love it in
Pomona; the subject matter, as it was
perceived in the reviews, turned the simple, ticket-buying populace
away in oft-mentioned droves. Kinship didn’t make a lot of money,
but it was critically acclaimed.

Alvee bemoaned the poor box office
take, but he was only kidding. Between the two of them, Alvee and
Maury had more money than God. They’d already had successful
Hollywood careers many years before, under forgotten names. And
their profits had remained mostly untouched, gathering interest for
decades, whilst they’d been learning the secrets of eternal youth
in the Far East.

That was another bitchin'
aspect of my new Hollywood life. I had a skilled auteur for a good
friend, a flawlessly beautiful actor for a lover, and I'd never,
ever again have to worry about there being too much month left over
at the end of the money. In day to day life, as well as in
business, price and cost were
not words in Alvee and Maury’s vocabulary. They made movies for
fun.

The shoot for
Kinship had not been fun
for me, however. It was my first time on a movie set, my very first
(and hopefully only) time in England. I found the weather to be
awful, the people incomprehensible. The chronology of the shoot was
confusing, and the cast and crew didn’t believe that I’d written
the original story. They considered me simply as the American
lead’s on-set squeeze, and treated me with UK-style rudeness and
barely disguised derision.

And I came smack up against the fact
that, when they were filming, Maurice Claremount and Alvee
Smith-Killem were no-nonsense professionals.

The frisky, deviously off-color
gentleman that I knew from poolside at Alvee’s house became
awesome, unapproachable in his director-ness. He was everything I
thought a filmmaker should be, actually – terse, sarcastic,
impatient, loud. A sardonic, unimpressed, unamused
auteur.

As the shoot proceeded, I discovered
that my darling Alvee was something of a Method actor. If I got a
rare chance to talk to him between takes, he remained in character
as the scheming baddie – he was cold and distracted, as if he
really was tormented by betrayal and plans for revenge.

Neither of these pros had a whole lot
of time to hold my hand, to ask how my day was going. I pouted, I
felt sorry for myself. I typed my dark musings about Alvee’s dark
gifts in my journal file – was he using the incredible things he’d
learned in Japan to drain off my life energy? Was that the reason
why being on a movie set for the very first time wasn’t turning out
to be as much fun as I'd always dreamed? Was it why I was feeling
particularly lonely and ignored and unloved?

Once we returned to the
States, when they were off the clock, so to speak, my director and
my leading man, again became (respectively), my friend and my
lover. Once Kinship was in the can, I had their attention and affection once
again.

But still I didn’t relax
completely, because our next project was to be a rewrite of Oscar
Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray.
The creation of the screenplay was, as my grandpa
used to say, a bitch-kitty for me. Maury was a stern and pitiless Simon Legree; he
worked me like a dog. I re-typed and rewrote from dusk til dawn.
His red pen was like a bleeding sword.

When the screenplay at last
met his perfectionist’s impossible standards, when he at last
proclaimed it fini, I finally looked around me and
said, “Well, I’ve made the big time at
last.”

Life had become a bowl of
cherries; compared to Kinship,
the shoot for Dorian and
Henry was a breeze.

 


 The
Love That Dare Not Speak Its Name, Updated

 


What is it about a gay man?

Despite my meager
contributions to the filmmaking industry so far, I do live and work
in Hollywood, so I've known of
quite a few, heard those whispered speculations at
parties, and chatted at those same parties with brilliant,
beautiful men that don’t give a damn who knows. I’ve heard stories
about past industry giants.

But the only gay man that I’ve ever
had the pleasure to call my close personal friend is Maury. There’s
been something about him that I’ve liked from the moment we
met.

“Avoid those clichés,
Carol,” he tells me all the time, when he reads my stuff. But I
must use one here: It’s just some indefinable je ne sais quoi about my director
that I like, a turn of phrase, an expression, a crafty wink. All of
which never fail to tickle and amuse me in a way that would elicit
no such response coming from a heterosexual man.

The worst dismissal one can
receive from the haughty filmmaker is summed up in three simple
words: It’s been done. I heard it frequently, and on one occasion, after he’d savaged
some treatment I’d thought up, I playfully asked him why I loved
him so much, regardless.

“It's trust, Carol. Honesty.
A rare commodity in this town. Whatever I tell you, you know it has
no basis in an ulterior motive. You know I'm not trying to get in
your pants, so whatever I say, whether praise or insult, you know
it comes from heart or mind, and not from some fleeting desire that
it might make you decide you want to sleep with me.” Maury grinned,
a mischievous, schoolboy’s expression.

Yeah, all that was true. But there had
to be more to my affection for him than trust and honesty
alone.

“And there’s also the fact
that we have the same taste in men.” The director’s smile turned
into a delightfully evil leer when he nodded at Alvee, down by the
pool, out of earshot.

Maury had Maki, of course,
and what they shared was eternal. Zen. The love and respect and
understanding that they had for each other, augmented by the
intervention of the universal energy, kept them young.

The feelings the auteur had for his
blue-eyed leading man, however . . .

“Ah, my darling Alvee. I
can’t remember my life before I saw Alvee, do you know that,
Carol?

“I fell in love with him the
very moment I saw him. It was the 1950s. A colleague had told me
about a good-looking young hopeful named Francis Joseph O’Day, had
gotten my hopes up with a story about him possessing a certain . .
. affability. Franck was indeed affable, but not in the way I’d been led to
believe. He let me go on just far enough to make a fool out of
myself – but not a fool out of him. He wasn’t angry or offended or
even amused. He wasn’t scared. He just wasn’t
interested.”

My British director has of course been
blessed with the benefits of a classical education, so he’s always
dropping pithy, obscure quotations upon me, most of which I have to
Google if I want to know the source and the original context. Such
was the case when, speaking further of Alvee, Maury cited Violet
Trefusis, an English aristocrat who, according to ever-handy
Wikipedia, had carried on a stormy, decades’ long affair with
another
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