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With witness I speak this. But where I say
Hours I mean years, mean life. And my lament
Is cries countless, cries like dead letters sent
To dearest him that lives alas! away.

—Gerard Manley Hopkins
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SETTING THE SCENE I

First things first:

She was born Melba Mae Toolate (or maybe not, but certainly, or so I think, close enough, although Myrna Marie Toolate still has a core of adherents, the way Los Angeles with a hard [image: ] also has its core vote) in San Bernardino, California, April 28, 1928. That is, if she was not born in Yuma, Arizona, on the same date a year earlier (in other words, April 28, 1927), or then again in Shoshone, California, October 29, 1929, but that was the day the stock market crashed, and a few years later, after Melba Mae Toolate became Baby Blue Tyler, Hollywood’s number-one cinemoppet and biggest box office star, studio publicists, always looking for an item, would claim that her birth was America’s only bright spot that day, which did not exactly lend the date, as Blue Tyler’s birthday, verisimilitude.

Her father died shortly before her birth, or shortly thereafter, or perhaps he was in prison in Ohio when she was born, or then again maybe it was in Pennsylvania, Nebraska or Montana. The prison stories surfaced only after her disgrace; Blue Tyler was a woman, a child really, to whom disgrace attached itself with a certain regularity, but the disgrace here in question was her appearance before the House Committee on Un-American Activities, when she was either nineteen, twenty or twenty-one years old. The prison reports came up again after her disappearance from what Collier’s magazine called “the baleful glare of the public eye,” in any event when those same studio publicists who had been so quick to claim, for Jimmy Fidler’s deadline, that Blue Tyler was born the day the market went belly-up were no longer available to keep the legend, such as it was (and even more so such as it became), free from taint.

Anyway. Melba’s father (if indeed he was). Among other names, he was known as Herman Toolate or Herbert Tulahti (“Too-late” and “Too-lah-tee” being the two conflicting pronunciations of the name she abandoned when she became, or was reborn as, Blue Tyler), or (this from those French cinéastes who kept Blue Tyler’s torch from being extinguished in those decades when she was, as it were, in the desert) Henri Tulaté. Mr. Toolate (or if you will Mr. Tulahti or M. Tulaté) was in some accounts a pharmacist, in others a would-be trombonist or a failed Tin Pan Alley songwriter (sample unpublished song titles: “Mimi from Miami” and “Yolanda from Yuma,” the latter giving an uncertain advantage to those who favored Arizona as Melba Mae’s birthplace, and the added possibility that Yolanda was in fact her real name, a father’s hymn to his daughter), even a ballroom dancer who had murdered his partner during a dance marathon in 1931 (this scenario, in a French monograph on Blue Tyler’s career, stolen without apology from Horace McCoy’s They Shoot Horses, Don’t They?).

The former Melba Mae Toolate’s musical talent, such as it was, was said to come from this man cast as her father (in his trombonist, songwriter, or marathon dancer incarnations), unless it came via her mother (Irma in most cases, although Erna, Ursula, and heaven knows how many other Christian names were also candidates), a God-fearing (in later revisionist versions, as theological fashions changed and theories about the death of God were abroad in the land, God-hating) woman who taught piano, or the harp, or (this from a piece in Film Comment entitled “The Geometry of Dance in the Classic Hollywood Musicals”) mathematics. Irma (or Erna or Ursula) Too-late’s emergence as the more dominant influence on Melba Mae was a feminist theory that came into currency after the brief reappearance of Blue Tyler as a middle-aged woman in Hamtramck, Michigan, when for a moment she became, to her surprise (although I cannot say amusement, because when one spends an entire professional life cosseted by the apparatus of a motion picture studio, one does not easily learn to be amused at one’s own expense), a heroine of the women’s movement, a victim, in that liturgy, of the system and the male oppressors who would extinguish any spark of female spirit or independence.

You begin to see the difficulty.


SETTING THE SCENE II

Chuckie O’Hara died yesterday. The obituary in the Times said he was seventy-seven, but I knew he was older than that, to the very end vain about his age in that poofter way of his, eighty-two or eighty-three more likely, because when he lost his leg on Peleliu he had already received an Oscar nomination, for directing Lily of the Valley. Most of the obits carried the picture, the famous photograph, of Chuckie testifying before the Un-American Activities Committee, the day he took off his wooden leg when the chairman asked if he was now or ever had been a Communist. It was quite a sight on those grainy old Movietone newsreels I tracked down and ran when I was trying to find out anything at all about Blue Tyler, who as it happened was the star of Lily of the Valley, her performance earning her a third Academy nomination, all before she was twelve.

In the stock footage, Chuckie began pulling up his pant leg just as he started to answer the chairman’s question. Every eye in the hearing room was on him as he unbuckled that old-fashioned prosthetic device with all the straps, laid it on the witness table, and then said, clear as a bell, “Yes, Mr. Chairman, I was a Communist,” not taking the First, as the Ten had done, and not the Fifth either, and he listed the dates, from October 1938 to July 1941, and, no, he would respectfully decline to name names, all the time massaging that raw stump of the leg he lost on Orange Beach. It was a real director’s touch, a perfect piece of business. Chuckie always knew exactly how to stage a scene, and he knew that no one at the hearing was listening to what he had to say, they were just looking at that stump, all pulpy and white with red crosshatching where the stitches had been. “Darling,” he told me when I asked him about that day in front of the Committee, “it was divine.” Sydney Allen stole the hearing scene and used it in one of his pictures when it was safe to do safe pictures about the blacklist. The Times tried to get a quote from Sydney for Chuckie’s obit, but Mr. Allen’s spokesman said that Mr. Allen was in the cutting room and was not available for comment. Sydney never disappoints, as always a thoroughbred shit-heel.

In a movie, Chuckie’s performance would have taken the steam out of the hearings, which naturally it did in Sydney Allen’s piece of crap, but in real life, of course, it didn’t. Only time accomplished that. Still the scene had good value. Chuckie was certainly a Red, he admitted that, but I doubt if it had anything to do with politics. Blue told me it was because he was really stuck on Reilly Holt, the writer at Paramount, and a high-muckety-muck in the Party, and from things Chuckie told me later I suspect she was getting close to the truth. In his defense, it should also be said that no one on that Committee had ever hit a beach, let alone had a leg blown off on one.

The Marine Corps must have had some idea about Chuckie’s politics, it had to be why he was never given a commission, when they were making A.D.s from Poverty Row captains and majors. Chuckie said he preferred being an enlisted man anyway. The farm boys in the barracks were more susceptible to my roguish charms than officers in a BOQ might have been, he said, the roughest of rough trade, my dear, it comes from being so louche with all those sheep on cold winter nights. And the farm boys were more than compensation enough for having to salute Jack Ford and Willie Wyler, even, sweet mother of God, D.Z.

But if the Corps did not think Chuckie was officer material, it did realize that Corporal, later Sergeant, Charlton O’Hara, USMCR, was a pretty country fair director, just the man to shoot invasions, and so they gave him a film crew and put him on the beach with the first wave when the Fifth Marines hit Cape Gloucester the day after Christmas 1943 (“Not the way one would ordinarily choose to spend Boxing Day, dear,” he said once), and then again nine months later with the first wave at Peleliu, a pointless and bloody fiasco, again with the Fifth Marines. All the Marine brass really wanted was film of jarheads hitting the beach to show Congress when it was time for the next year’s appropriations. To the Corps, Chuckie’s politics (and the sexual orientation the brass must have suspected) did not matter as much as the footage he was getting, when the chances were he was going to end up in a body bag anyway, a dead Commie nance, longevity not generally accruing to people who landed often enough with the first wave. Meaning Chuckie was probably lucky to lose only his right leg from the knee down on D-Plus-Two at Peleliu, Orange Beach, from an unexploded mortar round buried in the sand that he accidentally kicked while he was moving his crew around the beach looking for a better angle. Force of habit, the old Cosmopolitan Pictures training, directors at Cosmo always overcovered so that any mistakes could be fixed in the editing room.

Chuckie was blacklisted after he testified, no studio would hire him, no independent would back his projects. He could have gone to England but he hated the cold and he hated the dark wet English winters. Anyway the blacklist was not an economic hardship for Chuckie, as it was for so many others in the same boat, because he was rich, his family owned most of the highway billboards in the state of California. Not old money, darling, he told me, but money, and pots of it. He left his tiny perfect house in the Hollywood Hills and moved up to his family’s place in the Carmel Highlands, where he was in no danger of being constantly reminded of the Industry from which he had been banished. The old O’Hara house on the Carmel bluffs looked as if it had grown out of the rock formations that fell into the Pacific hundreds of feet below, and there on the sea he spent his period of exile with his trick of the moment and with his dotty old mother, Vera O’Hara, who even when I met Chuckie several decades later was always asking him when he was going to get married. That was when I was taping his memories of Blue Tyler, and he was at the same time pumping me about her. During the hours and days we spent together, I kept trying to imagine his life in those years when he was a professional nonperson. All over the Carmel house there were photographs of Chuckie from that period, all in silver Tiffany frames; as much as any of the actors he directed, Chuckie loved having his picture taken, and in fact favored catamites who were photographers, although he never photographed them in turn. In the comfort of this Elba, he seemed to want for nothing, the man of principle as the man of leisure.

So I can understand the surprise of those who had canonized him when one day Chuckie flew to Washington on his own, and in executive session with the Committee’s investigators purged himself. Because of his earlier appearance—a public relations disaster the Committee did not wish to repeat—he was treated with kid gloves, and his testimony never made public. There was only an announcement that he had appeared voluntarily and that his testimony would be most helpful in allowing the Committee to prepare its final report. That was it. Chuckie never said who he had named—less than I could have, more than I should have, was all he would tell me—and he went back to work as untroubled by his decision as he was by most of the events in his life. Why did you do it? I asked. Not very complicated, he answered. What it boiled down to was that he missed working. He missed the costume tests and the looping and the mixing sessions and the big mugs of coffee the script girl would hand him during the shoot and the crossword puzzles he would work with his thick black Mont Blanc pen while the D.P. was lighting the next scene. I could never feature myself as this queen hero of the revolution, he said during one of our tapings, it was in the most revolting taste.

For a while after his recantation he worked steadily if without particular distinction, accepted again in the commissaries and the private studio dining rooms, at the same time denounced as a pariah and stool pigeon by those of his peers who had been so quick to acclaim him a hero on that earlier occasion before the Committee when he had removed his prosthetic leg. The younger historians of this period, ideologically correct, dismiss him as absent character and kidney, but they were never able to appreciate the social weave of Hollywood, what it was like to live and work there, to understand that the priority was always making pictures, the black sheep accepted back in the fold always a reliable story line. After a time, he more or less slipped into professional oblivion, doing an occasional Hallmark Hall of Fame special, but never segment television, Chuckie was too much a snob for that, he had after all directed Crawford and Davis and Kate and Claudette and Blue Tyler.

Ah, yes. Blue Tyler. Or Melba Mae Toolate, as she had become once again when I sought her out in Hamtramck, Michigan, her real name the perfect disguise. Chuckie knew so many of Blue’s early secrets, as I knew so many of her later ones, although she was such an elaborate fantast (a fastidious construct, liar being more to the point) that no one could ever really pin down the truth, such as it was, about her. Melba Mae covered her tracks.

[image: ]

Chuckie’s stories were wonderful. Not always believable, but wonderful. He tended to look at life as if he was setting up a shot, his hands joined at the thumbs, framing what he wanted the camera to see. A story was only meant to advance the action, and sooner than I should have I found myself going along with him, adding some set decoration of my own. You get in the mood. See the possibilities. Did it really matter if what happened did not actually happen that way? Who was to know? Everything is subjective. We were just advancing the action. Story-conferencing the truth. A shading here, a shading there, in the interest, always we would tell ourselves, of clarification. Facts are unforgiving, so fuck facts, make the scenes work.

Anyway, Chuckie’s stories, as such they were. About Blue, of course. And her passion for Jacob King. People in Hollywood have always had this romantic idea about gangsters, and Jacob, with his slick hair and perfect teeth and his dark brooding looks and his volcanic furies, satisfied every fantasy. Even his sexual appendage was given demonic proportions, the schlong on him, the schwanss, the schmekelah, Chuckie said, and he a student of such instruments, with a student’s capacity for priapic exaggeration, a foot and a half, I saw it in the shower at Hillcrest. The venue explained Chuckie’s lapse into Yiddish, the anti-Semitism that came so easily to him no reason not to play gin at the Industry’s top Jewish country club, to take a little steam and case a few cocks in the locker room. This blissful reverie of an aged pederast allowed me to contemplate how many psychic miles Jacob King had traveled from the Red Hook section of Brooklyn, where he was born, to the shower room at Hillcrest, where Chuckie could swoon over his swinging dick. And Jacob the only man in that shower of whom it could be claimed that he had made his bones at the age of twelve. Or was it ten? Or had he just been brought along as a decoy, on that hit when he was ten, because his youth made the professional cannons doing the dirty less suspicious-looking?

Jacob King admitted nothing.

And denied nothing.

Twenty or thirty times he had whacked someone out.

Or so people said.

Did I know, Chuckie said, that Jake once killed somebody by wrapping his face in duct tape so he couldn’t breathe? A murder meant to make a statement.

Or so the story was.

Chuckie saw the duct-tape caper as a high-angle crane shot, with a slow pan down, then a 120-frame hold on the mummified victim before the cut.

When Jacob King was killed, his left eye was blown out of its socket and landed on the unfinished portrait he was having painted of himself. Like a piece of snot, Chuckie said about the eyeball. Jacob was wearing jodhpurs in the portrait and laced boots and a beige silk shirt and a polka-dot ascot. Yet another indication of the mileage from Red Hook he had put on his psychic pedometer.

Or perhaps he was only traveling in place. On a treadmill with a fancier wardrobe.

It was said that Blue bought the portrait after Jacob King was killed. In any event, it disappeared.

Chuckie said that Jacob always carried a silver Tiffany locket in which he kept two of Blue’s pubic hairs. Why just two? I said. Why not one? Or one short-and-curly for every time he fucked her? They couldn’t have taken up all that much room. It wasn’t like it was a load of hay.

These were the sorts of questions I always asked. Chuckie would never answer, but would just go off on another tangent about someone else. About Blue’s lawyer, Lilo Kusack, and Lilo’s girlfriend, Rita Lewis. About J. F. French. The Mogul. Founder of Cosmopolitan Pictures. J. F. French claimed to have personally discovered Blue Tyler when she was only four years old. Arthur French figured in Chuckie’s reminiscences, too. Arthur was J.F.’s son and Blue’s designated fiancé when she was under contract to Cosmopolitan. Chuckie saw the whole story as a movie, when his mind stopped wandering. It will be my comeback picture, he said. And then he would say, Doesn’t it bother you the way these vile children directors say film? We made pictures. Adding after a moment, “I sound like some faggot female impersonator doing Norma Desmond.”

I was surprised at how many people turned out for Chuckie’s funeral. All the oldtimers who were still around, and for whom a funeral was an outing, many of them with canes and walkers and private nurses. In the end he was one of them, whatever his transgressions; membership in the closed society of the motion picture industry is almost never revoked for moral failings.

Of course Chuckie had scripted the service, down to the music cues. He wanted a bugler to blow the Marine Corps hymn at his graveside, slow tempo, “From the halls of Montezuma, To the shores of Tripoli,” and then a segue into taps. Even from beyond the grave the fageleh son of a bitch was manipulating me, and I cried, as I knew I was meant to. And through the tears I remembered the day the story began.

The day Lizzie died.


JACK

[image: ]


WALTER SCOTT’S
PERSONALITY PARADE

Want the facts? Opinion? Truth? Write Walter Scott, Box 9277, Beverly Hills, California, or phone (213) 555-2121. Full name will be used unless otherwise requested. Volume of mail makes personal replies impossible.


Q. I’m interested in former child star Baby Blue Tyler, who I think I went to grade school with in Fontana, California, way back when. I heard she has fallen on bad times. Is it true that she is a homeless bag lady in the Midwest with a criminal record?—Altula Bell, Shoshone, California.

A. Blue Tyler, born Myrna Marie Toolate (pronounced Too-lah-tee) in San Bernardino, California, April 28, 1928, was Hollywood’s top child star and number-one box office draw from 1936 to 1938, and thereafter was in the top ten until she left Hollywood in 1951 after being identified as a Communist by the House Un-American Activities Committee. Her many hits included Little Sister Susan, Carioca Carnival, and Lily of the Valley. While in her teens, Tyler had a relationship with famous hoodlum Jacob King (born Jacob Kinovsky), who in 1948 was rubbed out at his palatial Las Vegas hotel, King’s Playland, reputedly by Mob cohorts angered by the mobster’s flamboyant style. After Hollywood, Tyler made movies in Italy, then was briefly a nightclub singer in New York before she vanished from the public eye. In 1979 an item in the National Enquirer reported that Tyler had been arrested in Ypsilanti, Michigan, on drug charges. Bond was allegedly posted by an unnamed secret admirer, after which, according to the Enquirer, she promptly jumped bail. Her whereabouts are currently unknown, although there are unconfirmed reports that she died a few years ago in Kalamazoo, Michigan, where she is said to be buried in an unmarked grave in a potter’s field.

Q. I have heard that billionaire tycoon Hugh Broderick disinherited his son, screenwriter John Broderick. Is this true? What happened to John Broderick after his brother, Father Augustine Broderick, and John’s former wife, Leah Kaye, were murdered together in San Francisco?—V.V.B., McAllen, Texas.

A. John (“Jack”) Broderick is a Hollywood scriptwriter (the remake of Mildred Pierce is his best-known credit, and his most recent the box office dud Metro Vice II). Broderick’s first wife, left-leaning lawyer Leah Kaye Broderick, and his brother, liberal cleric and presidential adviser Father Augustine (“Bro”) Broderick, were assassinated in San Francisco in 1984 by former Vietnam vet and disappointed local political candidate Richard (“Richie”) Kane. (Contrary to rumor at the time, there was never any evidence of a relationship between Kaye and Father Broderick.) Kane was convicted and sentenced to a mental institution in Napa, California, where he committed suicide (by hanging) in 1987. Broderick’s father, billionaire Hugh Broderick, died that same year of complications from a stroke. His fortune was left to a number of foundations and trusts. Although not named in the will, John Broderick was well compensated by his father during his lifetime. He lives with his third wife (and his father’s onetime nurse), the former Elizabeth Innocent, and is currently working on a number of film projects.




I

You see where we made Parade this morning?” All I got was the back of Lizzie’s head. “You, me, and Blue Tyler.”

I tried again. “Wasn’t that her picture you were watching the other night on the tube? The one you said was a piece of shit?” But preferable, it seemed, to talking to me. That night, and apparently this one, too. “Carioca Carnival.”

Lizzie kept staring out the window of the Porsche, as if she were trying to memorize all the houses on this particular stretch of Sunset. A mental map of enemy territory to report to her confederates in the feminist maquis. That she was always identified as my father’s former nurse never bothered her; indeed she took it as a point of pride, because it seemed to embarrass the people, mainly professional friends—correction, acquaintances—of mine, with whom she most often came into contact, and who preferred not to be reminded that they, like her, had come from circumstances more modest than those to which they had become accustomed. She hated Los Angeles—correction again, Hollywood, third correction, the movie business—hated the way women in The Industry (she equally hated the way she claimed I used those two words, with an upper-case T, and an upper-case I, as if The Industry was some kind of superior life-giving force; I thought I was only being ironic) were relegated to the categories of wife or fuck. Or development slut. Her term. Meaning those women—girls was a word one used in front of Lizzie at one’s peril—with looks (the overweight need not apply, nor those with moles or the faintest palest shadow of downy mustache), drive, and no discernible talent, to whom the studios would sometimes give a housekeeping fund for an office and a secretary and some development money to work with would-be and never-will-be screenwriters whose primary virtue was that they were not in the Guild, and thus not eligible for minimums and benefits. Occasionally a screenplay might actually be written, perhaps even put into production, by which time the developer had been removed from the project (via a clause in the boilerplate of the contract she had never bothered to read, and would not have understood if she had) and was setting up still another office paid for by still another studio, all the while realizing but never quite admitting (in her quaint Spanish-style apartment off Laurel Canyon with the high-tech sound system and the frig filled with cranberry juice for her chronic cystitis, and in the garage the BMW 315 whose payments she could not quite manage) that the reason she was being sponsored by her economic and, in Hollywood terms, social betters was that occasionally she be available to service someone more important on The Industry food chain, with an itch and no one to scratch it.

“Hello,” I said after a moment. It was Lizzie who had told me that cranberry juice was a cure for cystitis. Nurse info. And further nurse info (dubious though I thought it was) that cunnilingus exacerbated it. This imparted after a drinks party in one of those Laurel Canyon apartments when she asked if I had ever gone down on the hostess when I was seeing her between marriages. I pleaded the Fifth, my psyche being insufficiently robust to sustain the weight of being a cystitis exacerbator on top of my many other derelictions. The party and the ambient noise about start dates and back-end money and negative pickups and most-favored-nation clauses had so bored her that she had gravitated to the kitchen on the pretense of getting some ice and while there had taken a stock inventory of the refrigerator. “Anyone home?”

Still no response.

“Here’s something I bet you didn’t know.” Pedantry, oddly enough, was one way I could always get her attention. “When the Germans occupied France during the war—”

“What war?” Lizzie said, turning slowly away from the window. What I called pedantic she called patronizing. Lizzie always claimed that when I did not wish to communicate, as at that particular moment I most certainly did not, I would fill the silences with bits of arcane information—that Anne Boleyn had six fingers on one hand, or that William Howard Taft weighed 352 pounds. Once she bought me a book called Little-Known Facts, and on the flyleaf she had written “Here are a few things I bet you don’t know.” In fact I hadn’t known it was illegal to hunt camels in Arizona, or that it never rained in the town of Calama in Chile’s Atacama Desert, or that in the year 1221, in the Persian city of Nishapur, Genghis Khan killed 1,778,000 people in one hour, or that in France, in 1740, a cow was found guilty of sorcery and hanged.

“World War Two,” I said. “Anyway, the Germans liked the guillotine so much, they often used it to execute people rather than hanging them or shooting them. But they added a little wrinkle of their own.”

I waited for Lizzie to respond. Of course this was not what she wanted to talk about, but what she wanted to talk about I was not about to talk about, and I was playing for time.

“You see, when the French topped somebody, a certain delicacy prevailed, and they let the accused kneel face down. But the Germans, the Nazis, they turned the poor bastard around so that he was looking straight up at the blade, and then they taped his eyelids open so he couldn’t shut his eyes. The last thing he saw was that mother coming down.” Lizzie was staring out the window again. “Fuckers played rough.”

“We have to call Lois tomorrow, and Miranda, too, and get the taillight on my Volvo fixed, and I suppose the hoses, too, I mean, you should get them all replaced when one gives out,” Lizzie said finally as we pulled over the rise on Sunset, just east of Anita, and then the Fiat Spider hit us.

Lois and Miranda were the lawyers she wanted to represent her in the divorce.

Which is what I hadn’t wanted to talk about.

[image: ]

I am he. Him is me.
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They told him in the emergency room that Lizzie had been killed instantly, as had the boy in the Spider. The boy had lost control coming around the curve, a three-sixty into his lane, going too fast, of course, at least eighty, according to the LAPD accident report filed with the Motor Vee and introduced as evidence during depositions. The boy’s father said there would be no problem with the insurance, but then the lawyers for the boy’s father got involved, and the lawyers tried to make it look as if he was at fault for driving on Sunset at ten o’clock on a Sunday evening, under the speed limit and in the lane he should have been driving in, after dinner at Spago, a window table, just he and Lizzie, Lizzie staring out at the billboard for the latest Martin Magnin Production, Metro Vice II, he trying to keep his third marriage from breaking up, three divorces showed a certain instability. The lawyers for the boy’s father tried to make a case out of his two J&Bs and the two Beck’s beers at dinner, but only 0.044 on the Breathalyser when the LAPD finally got around to administering the test after the accident, well under the limit for DWI. His alcoholic intake came out in the depositions, every drink recorded on the dinner check the lawyers for the boy’s father subpoenaed from Spago (including Lizzie’s one glass of the house white wine), as had the boy’s misadventures with speed, and his semester at Betty Ford for substance abuse, records his own lawyers had subpoenaed in turn. His lawyers also subpoenaed the autopsy report, and the report’s toxicological tests showed a residue of cocaine in the boy’s system.

Don’t get rough with us, his lawyers told the lawyers for the boy’s father. You’re not getting a penny. What his lawyers meant was a penny of the Broderick money, there was enough Broderick money to keep the boy’s family in court for as long as the Broderick lawyers could file motions, until the boy’s father declared bankruptcy or caved in, Bleak House on the Pacific littoral.

We could live with no fault, the boy’s insurance company said.

A funny concept, considering. No fault.

[image: ]

If I was a former first lady, Lizzie had once said, I’m not sure I’d want my name memorialized on a drunk tank.

[image: ]

He had not counted on having to identify Lizzie. When he got home from the morgue after making the ID, he wrote it down exactly as he remembered the way it happened. Waste not, want not. Grist for the mill. It was a way to distance himself from it.

To see the bizarre side.

As it were.

Naturally he added a little filigreeing. Layering and subtext. Some pacing. For the flow.

This is what he wrote:


Have you ever identified a body in a morgue?

I hadn’t, but I thought I knew how to do it. First I would be asked to go down to the morgue in order to identify the deceased, as I was her closest, and in this case her only, relative. Lois and Miranda would have gone, in fact asked to go, but I did not think it entirely appropriate for the lawyers who were handling her divorce petition to make the ID, especially as Lois and Miranda had already asked about my alcoholic consumption earlier that evening at Spago. So I went downtown myself—it’s always downtown where the morgue is located, and for that matter the police station, too, otherwise cops would not always be saying in the kind of movie I write, “Let’s go downtown.” It was the first time in all the years I had been going downtown in the interests of research that I had no trouble finding a place to park, but then I rarely go downtown at five in the morning. The morgue is located across the street from a Dunkin’ Donuts franchise, and through the window in the thin dawn light I could see several people at the counter dunking donuts in their coffee, as they were meant to do in a franchise of that name, it occurred to me. What struck me was that all the customers were wearing yellow jumpsuits with blue lettering on the back that said, in block letters, MEDICAL EXAMINER, and I kept turning over in my mind what it must be like to be a counterman in that particular Dunkin’ Donuts, serving guys in yellow jumpsuits who had been picking up stiffs all night long.

One of whom must have been Lizzie.

Scraped off the windshield of the Porsche at Sunset and Anita.

Then brought downtown.

Finally I went inside the morgue (the people who work there call it the Medical Examiner’s Office, but I prefer morgue, it has more nuance) and gave my name at the desk, and after a while a plainclothes cop appeared and he talked to me quietly, without ever actually meeting my eye, about “the victim,” her age and her weight and her height and her eye and hair color and then out of the blue he asked me if I had ever been on the cops. That was the phrase he used—“on the cops.” I love the way cops talk. It has such a particularity about it. I said, no, I had never been on the cops, why, and he said that he was a great fan of Code 7. That was a picture I had written, from a novel I had also written. The first line of the novel read, “You treat people right and they treat you right, then you can retire in very nice shape—the golden rule of the police department.” A roman policier with existential overtones, I always say defensively. Civilians don’t ever get cops down right, the cop said, and you did. The compliment seemed to embarrass him, as it did me, and he fiddled with a ballpoint pen until another cop arrived, and then he said, Follow me.

I expected to walk into a room with all sorts of cabinets and cupboards and then the first cop would say it’s cold, and the second cop would say we won’t be in here long, just long enough to make a proper ID, and then we would get to the right cabinet and a morgue attendant who wore a white coat with a lot of pens in the pocket would open up the cabinet door and slide out the deceased, who would be lying under a sheet. One of the cops would pull down the sheet and the other would practically be leaning on me to catch me in case my knees began to buckle. The first cop would say don’t worry if you faint, a lot of people do, and I would look at the body and think it’s a funny color, that must be how you look when you’re dead. Then I would nod at the cops and the morgue guy would pull the sheet over her face and slide the tray back into the cabinet. All quite traumatic. A good scene. I had seen it in God knows how many movies, some of which I had written myself.

Except it was Lizzie I had to identify, not some stiff in a screenplay.

And it’s not done that way at all.

It’s done on television. Closed circuit. When the cop said follow me, I followed him into a small room, a cubicle with glass walls, like the kind office clerks have who don’t rate windows. Hanging off the wall in one corner was a television set, like the kind you see in a hospital room. There were a couple of chairs and a small couch, I guess in case the whole family wanted to come in and make the ID. The cop said are you okay, and I nodded, and he punched some letters on a computer keyboard and all of a sudden, there on the screen, there she was, Lizzie herself, an overhead shot, on a gurney, under a sheet, face all black and blue, eyes closed, mouth open because her jaw was broken when she went through the windshield, hair all wild, I’ll be goddamned, it was Lizzie, as beat to shit as she was, I could still recognize her. In a way it was kind of great, brave new world, and I said to the cop, material always being hard to come by, is this how you do it now, and he said yes, it keeps the survivors from getting all emotional and trying to throw themselves on Uncle Bob or Aunt Sue, he couldn’t count the times family members knocked the victim onto the floor before this new system was installed, it would be kind of humorous if it wasn’t so serious, this way you just press the remote and the deceased disappears from the screen.

Then he pressed the remote and Lizzie disappeared from the screen.

It was the last time I saw her.



That’s exactly how it happened.

More or less.

[image: ]

I thought, What if Lizzie had died of a lingering illness and not in an automobile accident? A lingering death gives both the victim and the survivors time to prepare, to put on a serious courageous face, to define grace under pressure. So long, it goes without saying, as death was not postponed for such an inordinate period of time that friends and family got bored with the idea and began finding excuses not to visit the patient with their offerings of succor and praise. And after a while left for the weekend without giving a number where they could be reached in the event of the inevitable. Time enough to read about it on the obituary page, society’s scorecard, and mull the reasons why the deceased appeared below the fold, or without a photograph.

A reasonable time frame, then. Something out of a movie. People dying in movies did not have catheters inserted into their urethras. Nor did they have dementia. And no drooling and no incontinence and no shit on the sheets, those crosses of the terminal illness. Six weeks. A strain, but not too much. Time to remember Lizzie’s virtues and gloss over her faults. Which of course were so few they did not bear mentioning, except to elucidate that she was not perfect, but then who was? How is she, Jack? I hope when I go, he would answer, that I show as much … and his voice would trail off. Jack is really bearing up well, people would say.

What kind of six-week terminal illness then? Lizzie’s last mammogram showed her breasts to be fibrocystic, but the only mass was a benign cyst that the oncologist aspirated in his office. But what if the lump had not been benign. Breast cancer, detected late. A CAT scan and a spinal tap. A small locus of the renegade cells had taken residence in the meninges. No. The liver. The liver does not regenerate. An operation was out of the question, the oncologist would have said. Let him be a cancer bureaucrat, and be affected with the professional coldness of the breed. Just vamping now. Lizzie would ask to see him, a half hour of his time to let him explain all the options she had available, and to let her put into words all the fears that were rattling around in her imagination.

“I have sixty patients,” he would say to her coldly. “I am a very busy man, and if you think I have a half hour to discuss your case alone with you, I suggest you get another doctor.”

No. No doctor would ever say that. On the other hand, a deathbed speech was always good value.

“Dr. Korn,” Lizzie would say (a perfect name, Korn, Bernard Korn, M.D., P.C., file that), “we are discussing cancer, and with it the possibility of my death.” Of course this was not the way Lizzie talked, even at the end, when we were only speaking monosyllabically. Her style ran in the direction of, You know, it’s been ten days since we fucked. Not accusingly. A statement of fact.

Back to the plot line.

“I have always been terrified of cancer,” Lizzie would say, “because I have always been terrified of death. I believe in certainties and death is the great unknown. I hate unknowns. To you I am a patient, an abstraction. A humanoid, not a human being. One does not have a half hour to discuss fear and death with a humanoid. The humanoid should get another doctor. So be it. You are hereby dismissed as my doctor.” Could she have ever talked in that way? No. But it plays. “I do not wish you ill. I only hope that when you are forced to confront your own death that you will be frightened, as frightened as I am now, and that you are alone. That is perhaps sentimental of me. I do not care. Please leave.”
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It needs work, Jack thought, but it has possibilities. Cut from, “You are hereby dismissed as my doctor” to “Please, leave.”

Oh, Christ, Lizzie, it would have been a better way to go.
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“You ever think of therapy, kid?” Marty Magnin asked. Marty was a movie producer with whom I had worked off and on for over twenty years. He called me kid and he called me pal, and in a way I guess we were pals. Or what passed for pals in Hollywood. Lizzie never could stand him.

“No, Marty, why?” I said.
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If it had to be an accident, this one might have been better:


When I walked into the TWA terminal, the notation next to Lizzie’s flight number on the Arrivals monitor said, “See Agent.” I turned around and left the building immediately, not knowing exactly why I had to see the agent, but knowing I would find out on the car radio soon enough. I had seen the scene too often on television—the minicam holding on “See Agent,” then the cut to the special room the airline had set aside for the people who had come to the airport to pick up those loved ones who would never arrive. The grief managers would move in, and strangers would hug each other, and promise to keep in touch, and the airline would try to get us to sign release forms. I even knew how much the figure was—$75,000, and an agreement not to sue.
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The accident was in February. In March I began to write letters to public figures:


Hon. Clifton Mayo

United States Senate

Washington, D.C. 20510

Dear Senator Mayo,

On Saturday last, I saw you and a young woman in a mink coat who I would hope was your wife, although she did not look like your wife’s photographs, checking into the Beverly Wilshire Hotel. Later that same evening, I happened by coincidence to be dining at Michael’s Restaurant in Santa Monica and saw you sign the check for a party of eight. There were by my count four bottles of Cristal Roederer champagne consumed at your table. According to the sommelier, the Cristal Roederer was of the 1979 vintage and is listed at $125.00 per bottle. As I am not aware of any Senate business that was being conducted in Los Angeles that weekend, and as you are an elected representative of the people of Utah, I would like to think that you were not staying at the most expensive hotel in Beverly Hills on the public tit, nor that you charged the taxpayers of America for a $1,400 private dinner with French champagne when the domestic wine industry is currently in such difficult straits.

I look forward to your prompt reply.

John Broderick
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“He’s not really a shrink,” Marty Magnin said. “He’s what they call a psychological counselor.”

“Who?”

“Say again?”

“Who calls him a psychological counselor?”

“Everybody. Morty Wishengrad swears by him.”

“Morty Wishengrad’s an agent. You’re taking testimonials from agents now?”

“I’m just saying you got to get over this Lizzie thing.”

“What Lizzie thing is that, Marty?”

“Jack, she’s dead.”

“I know. I saw her on the monitor.”

“Jack, you need help.”

“I’m moving, Marty. Picking up stakes. Leaving Cheyenne.”

“You live in Brentwood, for Christ’s sake.”

“Marty, did you know that every Emily Dickinson poem can be sung to the tune of ‘The Yellow Rose of Texas’?”


II

I found a nine-month sublet on Seventh Avenue and Fifty-eighth Street. A landmark building, the real estate woman said. “A City Home for People with Country Houses” was its advertising slogan when it opened its doors in 1909, the smallest apartment having seventeen rooms. The real estate woman had that nervous conversational tic that did not allow for dead air. Woody Allen used the exterior in Hannah and Her Sisters, it’s one of his favorite buildings in New York, that’s high praise, no one knows New York like Woody, you must know him, you’re a screenwriter, it’s such a small world, isn’t it, Mark Hampton decorated it, he doesn’t do many apartments on the West Side, I love chocolate cut velvet, don’t you? No, not really, but the apartment had good space, four and a half rooms, two baths, twelve-foot ceilings, original moldings, and I didn’t have the heart to look at any of the other buildings on her list, or, more to the point, the will to listen to any more of her irrelevancies.

“So how are you, kid?” Marty Magnin said. Every other Monday I was on his list of calls. Marty kept in touch with me as he kept in touch with his broker and his bookie. His telephone had twelve buttons and speed dial. I was not on speed dial. “Getting much?”

“Enough.” Meaning none at all.

“You working?”

“On a novel.” Why not? “How’s this for a first line?” I could always come up with a first line. The second line was always a pain in the ass, but first lines—ready, aim, fire: “ ‘It was the kind of hotel that looked like you could bang the waitress in the coffee shop, which I did.’ ”

“Film noir.”

“That’s what I had in mind.” God, I loved dealing with Marty Magnin. You put out bait, he would always bite.

“Good area. You need a couple of vedettes, only one of them a gross player, and you keep production costs down.”

“Exactly.”

“Listen, I’m interested. Fax me the story line, I’ll tell you if there’s a picture there. But keep it down to a page, you wouldn’t believe the amount of reading I have to do every weekend.”

STEEPLES


He called her Steeples because, he said, that was what her nipples reminded him of when they made love. Through the years, he would send her postcards of church steeples, e.g., Cologne Cathedral or a New England church spire, with no message and no signature. It was how they kept in touch.
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“What the fuck is this?” Marty Magnin said.

“You told me to fax you what I had.”

“That’s it? What about the chick in the coffee shop the guy boffs.”

“This is just a possible back story I’m playing around with.”

“To tell you the truth, Jack, I don’t think there’s a picture in it.”

CHOCOLATE


I went to bed exhausted one night. The chambermaid had put two little chocolate mints with gold foil wrapping on my pillow. In the middle of the night, I had to pee. When I staggered back to bed, there was a huge spot of dried blood on the bed, right under where my stomach would have been. I panicked, felt around my body for a stab wound. There was nothing there. Finally I found the lamp on the bedside table and turned it on. The spot was not dried blood after all. One of the chocolate mints had slipped under my body, and during the night, my body heat had melted it.
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“Jack, no more faxes, okay? The fruitcake letters made more sense than this shit.”

“It’s incident, Marty, part of the weave. I’m just giving you a taste.”

“Listen, kid, my taste buds tell me you keep on like this you’re going to end up in the bin.”

I began to sing. “ ‘She dwelleth in the Ground—Where Daffodils—abide—’ ”

“You’re singing songs now?”

“Emily Dickinson. Remember I said you could sing all her poems to ‘The Yellow Rose of Texas.’ ”

“Leonard Fox, Jack. He’s the one to call. The best shrink in New York. Sydney Allen swears by him.”

“I’ll make a note of it, Marty.”

“You getting it regular?”

“Regular.”

“That’s swell. Lizzie would’ve wanted you to get laid.”

“I know that, Marty.”

“Great, Jack. Really great. I come to town next time, we’ll schmooze.”

“I look forward to it, Marty.”


III

Then a monday six weeks later.

I knew she was going to get her purse snatched. Knew it with an absolute certainty the moment I first set eyes on her on West Fifty-eighth Street. I had just bought some sheets at Bergdorf’s. Some people wait for the white sales—Lizzie always did—others get their sheets at Abraham & Straus or the discount houses on Delancey, but I said fuck it, so it cost $331 for two sets of plain white New York king-sized sheets and twelve pillow slips, Bergdorf’s was only a block away, and my time, when I was working, was valuable. It was even possible to say, and I was happy to do so in the discourses with myself that had become my primary mode of conversation (even on the street, where I was no longer embarrassed when other pedestrians gave me that strange sideways look they give to people they catch talking to themselves in public), that with the time factor, I was saving money; I had also learned from the saleslady at Bergdorf’s that New York king-sized beds were shorter and wider than Los Angeles kings, which were longer and narrower, and information, even as trivial as this, was power, although this was a proposition, as it pertained to bed linen, that I was not prepared to argue too strenuously while talking to myself on my daily constitutional.

It was the first time I had ever bought sheets, and I had not realized how heavy they were, like a load of bricks, so heavy that as I walked up Fifty-eighth Street toward my apartment I had to keep switching the shopping bag from hand to hand. I was switching hands when I noticed the young woman. Nice legs, sensible pointy tits, and I would wager the barbered rectangular trim that had become, now that I was back, however hesitantly, in circulation, my new benchmark for measuring erogenous indulgence. The uniform tailored blue suit and the uniform white silk blouse with two gold buttons at the neck and the uniform black Mädler briefcase and the oversized Bottega Veneta bag swinging from a shoulder strap. Mistress, she thought, of all she surveyed, and no one knew how wrong she was more than the slender young black with the dreadlocks and the bombed-out Stevie Wonder look trailing just a few paces behind her, the one who also knew, as did I, that if she had an ounce of brains she would be walking on West Fifty-seventh Street or on Central Park South and not on Fifty-eighth between Sixth and Seventh, a street that looks like a tunnel, even at high noon on a sunny day in July, which this was not.

Smash and grab. He had that bag off her shoulder and was heading east on Fifty-eighth like a DB high-stepping toward the end zone with an interception. Neon Deion. This was where I made my mistake. I decided to be a hero. No, not decided, it’s not something you decide, any more than the grunt who throws himself on a hand grenade to save Lou and Tiny and Leroy and Geraldo and the other joes in his platoon decides to be a hero. It is something done by instinct, and if I had time to think it over rationally I would have said no way, Jose, fuck you, Lou and Tiny and Leroy and Geraldo. It just happened that I was switching the Bergdorf bag full of sheets from left hand to right as he passed, and without thinking I hauled off and hit him in the face with it. You get hit with $331 worth of sheets and pillow slips, it tends to get your attention. In this case, the bag of sheets upended him, ass over tea kettle. His head bounced off the sidewalk, like someone was dribbling it, and then he just lay still. Of course he dropped the young woman’s bag. She didn’t even have time to scream, and now this spade is stretched out cold and her bag is sitting there on the sidewalk, and what does she do? She picks up the bag, puts it over her shoulder, and continues on her way as if nothing has happened.

Wait a minute, I said, call the police, I’ll watch this guy. And she said, not breaking stride, I don’t want to get involved, fuck him, and I said, He could be dead, and she said, That’s your problem, and I said, Jesus, lady, and she said, flipping me the bird, Up yours, and with that she heads for Sixth Avenue under a full head of steam and disappears around the corner, gripping that bag of hers like grim death, and if she had done that in the first place, the dumb bitch, none of this fucking nightmare would have happened. I was just left standing there, no victim, no bag, and this spade Stevie Wonder clone is lying on the sidewalk with blood coming out of his ears. I didn’t have Lizzie’s nurse info, but I knew that blood pouring out of the ears was not a good sign. Then from out of nowhere this yuppie Rambo in a three-piece suit blindsided me with a cross-body block, and he says, I saw you hit that black man, and someone else said, Racist, and a third person said, Murderer, and a fourth said, Call the police, and the long and the short of it was that I wound up at the precinct house on West Fifty-fourth Street, where I was interrogated, picked out of a lineup by three eyewitnesses, informed of my rights, fingerprinted, photographed, and finally after twelve hours booked for assault with intent to kill.

It was like a bad dream. The arresting officer hung a number around my neck when they took my mug shots, full face, left and right profiles, and in every angle I looked furtive, cornered, in need of a shave, my asshole screwed tight as if I was already anticipating the buggery awaiting me when I was transported by bus to the Riker’s Island lockup. Even today I find myself waking up in the middle of the night reciting the number—NYPD-45-23-9387. The reason for the bust and the charge sheet was that when the purse snatcher—John Doe in the initial paperwork, later identified as one Shaamel Boudreau, no known address, but with a yellow sheet showing twenty-three arrests and six felony convictions—hit his head against the sidewalk, his brain was so rotted with crack and smack and booze and by assorted traumas he had picked up at Attica and other resorts maintained by the New York State Department of Corrections that the knock on the noggin took care of him. Bought him the farm.
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“So, John, you have a history of violence?”

“Look, I just want to call a lawyer.”

“Why? You haven’t been charged with anything yet. We’re just having a fucking chat here, trying to find out what happened, why you busted Mr. Doe, what’d he do to you got you so pissed off.”

“Don’t I get my rights read to me?”

“Hey, you must’ve seen too many movies, you want your rights read to you, that’s what Robert Redford does in the movies, ‘You have the right to remain silent,’ and all that shit.”

“I write them.” A big mistake. Wrong place to list your credits.

“Hey, Leo, this guy writes movies for Robert Redford.”

Leo was the bad cop in the good-cop/bad-cop tandem, although his partner Al was no day at the beach. Leo said, “I suppose you think knowing Robert Redford is going to get you a free fucking ride, cowboy.”

I tried to parse how Robert Redford had got into this conversation and then thought there was nothing to be gained by saying that actually I did know him, we talked about doing a picture once, and nothing came of it. Just nod and keep cool. Easier said than done.

Leo again: “So what’ve you got against niggers, you like to beat them up on the street so much?”

“Look, can we take this from the top again?”

“Is that what they say in your movies, take it from the top? That’s cute, right, Al?”

“Cute as shit.”

“You ever done this sort of thing before?”

“I mean, there’s nothing wrong with not liking niggers, John, a lot of guys don’t.” Al, the good cop. “For that matter, a lot of cops.” An exegesis of police racial attitudes was an aspect of the good-cop role that I had never considered. “So you say you don’t like niggers, there’s guys in the department will say, ‘Welcome to the club,’ you know what I mean?”

“No, I don’t know what you mean. Look, all I am telling you is there was this woman—”

“He’s taking it from the top again, Al.”

“Like Robert Redford. He a good guy?”

“She was coming down Fifty-eighth Street—”

“You got to give us a name, John …”

“I don’t know her name. She was carrying a Bottega Veneta bag.”

“Say again.”

“An expensive leather handbag.” I knotted my fingers to indicate the meshing pattern. I must have been mad. “The leather is all meshed.”

“What the fuck is this Bodega Venta, you ever heard of it, Al?” To me: “You jerking my chain or something, cowboy?”

“It’s a store. Bottega Veneta. On Madison Avenue. They sell leather bags. She was carrying one. This guy grabs it.”

“The John Doe.”

“I don’t know his name. She just took her bag and left.”

“What bag?”

“The bag the guy grabbed.”

“That must be the bodega bag, Leo.”

“Bottega Veneta—”

“How do you spell that, cowboy?”

“B-O-T-T-E-G-A V-E-N-E-T-A.”

“He knows how to spell, Al. Even in spic.”

“He’s a writer is why, Leo. You got to be a good speller to be a writer, right, cowboy?”

“You find this woman—”

Al said, “What woman?”

Leo said, “What bag?”

“The one he took—”

“We didn’t find any bag.”

“She took it. She grabbed it back, and took off.”

“I thought you said he took it,” Al said.

“Got to keep your stories straight, cowboy,” Leo said.

“There were people in the street, somebody must’ve seen what happened.”

Leo said, “Well, they’re not busting down the door of the precinct, cowboy, so I wouldn’t count on that. Anyway, you see this coon—”

“Leo …”

“Sorry, I forget you’re so sensitive, Al.” To me: “So anyway, you see this colored guy with the curls.”

Al on cue: “Those fucking curls can really get to you—”

“And you just boil over, you hit him with the sheets, it happens, right, Al?”

“All the time.”

“Look, if you can just find this woman—”

“What woman? You’re the only one who’s seen her. What does she look like then?”

Great tits, nice ass, and put your money on a bush with a bikini cut. No. Hold that. I did not need an additional charge of sexual deviation added to my rap sheet. “Young.”

“Hey.”

“Hair. Short. I mean, above the shoulder. Brown, I think.”

“That really narrows it down. I thought writers were supposed to have powers of description, didn’t you, Leo.”

I was losing control. “I’m telling you, he took her fucking bag.”

“What bag?”
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BILLIONAIRE BRODERICK HEIR IN RACIALLY MOTIVATED MURDER INVESTIGATION was one of the more muted headlines, in the Times, page one, below the fold. The rest of the press was in what it likes to call, in retrospect, when it examines its collective conscience and absolves itself of its excesses, a feeding frenzy, with me the sacrificial offering. I was a Broderick and I carried all the overweight baggage of my family’s history and wealth and arrogance and entitlement. Beginning with my father the billionaire. After his stroke, which kept his natural litigiousness in check, and even more so after his death, Hugh Broderick was the stuff of cheap headlines, the spotlight focusing on how he had made his money, and who he had fucked (the real object of interest, you can be sure), practically everyone (and here the inventiveness soared, a sonata of sexual fantasy) from Eleanor Roosevelt to Mother Theresa, Mme. Nehru to Mrs. Thatcher, from Blue Tyler to Marilyn Monroe (the ground somewhat firmer here), even my first wife, Leah Kaye, although this was more in the form of sly innuendo than outright allegation, as my own disposition for litigation had not been tested. Leah, the radical lawyer shot and killed in San Francisco with my brother, Bro, the Benedictine priest and adviser to presidents. A saga of license, tragedy, and meaningless death, with all the opportunities it offered for prurience and sentimental vulgarity. I had thought that with Lizzie’s death the narrative had played itself out. I had not counted on Shaamel Boudreau. The story was made for tabloid ironies. The Broderick fortune and the homeless indigent felled by $331 worth of Bergdorf-Goodman sheets and pillow slips. Silk sheets, the Post insisted, naturally. For a few days I was on the evening news once again, of course with an insert of my mug shots, along with the number NYPD-45-23-9387.

Of course it finally got straightened out.
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“Nice of that chick to show up,” Marty Magnin said.

“Finally,” I said. Charges had been quickly dropped, and for a moment the former murder suspect became an urban hero. Citizen action against street crime. “After I thought I was going to spend the rest of my life in Attica.”

“She just got scared. She’s not a bad kid.”

“Oh?”

“We schmoozed, her and me. After she came forward. She did the right thing, Jack. She did right by you. You know, she’s a broker. A securities analyst at Drexel. Motion picture stocks. We had lunch. I gave her a few tips. Who’s in, who’s out. Touted Sydney Allen’s new picture. A blockbuster, Jack, and I’ve got his next under his old deal.”

By his smirk I knew he wanted me to ask if he had fucked her, screwing everything available and then talking about it was a tropistic instinct with him, but I really didn’t care if he had. “You weren’t going to call, were you? Until I got my name in the paper.”

“I had a lot of appointments, Jack. I had to make time. And I made it, right? That’s what friends do.”

“I’m honored you could fit me in, Marty.” We were making our way up Fifty-seventh Street toward the Russian Tea Room. The skies were leaden and threatened snow. A cab slowed and the driver shouted at me through the open window, “How to go, killer,” and then flashed the V









































OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307817419_epub_L02_r1.jpg









OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307817419_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307817419_epub_tp_r1.jpg
JOHN
GREGORY
DUNNE

PLAYLAND

4






OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307817419_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307817419_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
PLAYLAND
JOHN GREGORY DUNNE






OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


OEBPS/images/Dunn_9780307817419_epub_006_r1.jpg





