
Table of Contents

THE ACTOR, PLUS | by Icy Rivers

Sign up for Icy Rivers's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE ACTOR, PLUS

by Icy Rivers

Copyright © MMXX by J. J. Brearton

AvantPointGuard Books

All Rights Reserved

I

Only True Madmen Need Apply

II

Bullet Points

III

How To Be A Best-selling Author

IV

The Actor

I

ONLY TRUE MADMEN NEED APPLY
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John Blandly's latest motto was: "If you don't hate your job, you're not doing it right."

Under this scenario, he must have been doing his job well, since he hated it so much.

Last Sunday's foray was just a small example of why he hated his job so much. 

It started the day before, when his father informed him that a long-time client had died. Blandly's father had her will, but since he had just retired, he called John, so that he could possibly handle the estate. After all, he knew the people too, and was also a lawyer.

The need, however, immediately, was to attend the wake. It was on a late Sunday afternoon.

Blandly looked at the death notice in the newspaper. The question that came to his mind was; would Louise's old roommate, Molly, be there?

No doubt you are not familiar with Blandly's obsession with Louise. An obsession he did nothing about since she refused to see him. He hadn't seen her in many, many years.

Molly was the deceased woman's niece. Although Blandly knew Molly now lived out of town, the chance of seeing her, if she by chance would attend the wake, held an irresistible opportunity: The chance to ask her about Louise.

It was decades ago now that Louise had unceremoniously, or ceremoniously—take your pick—dumped Blandly.

Blandly held his father's shaky arm as they entered the funeral home. His father was 85 years old. He took those tiny steps these days, shuffling along, afraid to fall.

Bobby Polansky, one of the decedent's sons, was behind some cars in the funeral home parking lot, drinking a can of something. Bobby was notorious for always drinking a can of something. He was about fifty feet away, so Blandly didn't get a good look at the can. It could have been a soda.

Blandly said, "Hi, Bob. Sorry to hear about your mom."

"Thanks, John," he said. "I quit drinking ten years ago. Anybody know how to take care of a fourteen-year-old girl? I need to know, since it's only me doing it."

"You seem to be doing fine," Blandly said. He always got along with Bobby, unlike his older brother, who Blandly was not looking forward to seeing.

But see him he must, he knew, since there was that other opportunity.

Blandly led his father along, lingering here and there to talk to people, stalling, as he looked around for Molly.

Then Blandly saw Steve, Molly's brother. Yes, he could ask Steve if she was coming. Blandly had actually thought of going to Steve's store, to bump into him accidentally and inquire after Molly. But now, look, there he was.

"Hello," Blandly said, shaking Steve's hand. "Is Molly here? Will she be coming?" Two questions are better than one. 

"I just saw her. She just came in."

Blandly looked over at the door where Steve was pointing, and yes, there was a dark-haired woman there. But it didn't look like her.

"Is that Molly?"  Blandly asked.

"Yes," Steve said. "The one in the black coat."

Blandly quickly maneuvered in front of her. He looked right at her. He still didn't recognize her, and it seemed she didn't recognize him. She had turned to Blandly's father, and now said, "Mr. Blandly!" She stuck out her hand to shake his father's hand. Yes, it was she.

"This is Molly," Blandly said to his father, since it was apparent that he didn't recognize her. "Her old roommate broke my heart."

"You broke her heart," Molly said. She had recognized him, after all.

"Like heck I did," Blandly said. He put his hand over his heart, as if joking. "It still hurts."

"We had a falling out after college," Molly said. "She's not a very nice person."

Blandly now recalled that she had said something similar to this many years ago.

"What happened to that friend of yours?" Molly said. 

She was asking about Blandly's best friend, who had been cast off by Molly.

"Oh, he's recovering."

Someone called her name, and Molly had to turn away.

Mission accomplished, though, Blandly thought. He had asked about Louise. There was nothing more he could do. Molly was his last link to her. He left the funeral home as quickly as he could. 

As for getting the estate, it was a waste of time, as Blandly had suspected. Someone else handled it. Except for professional football players, nobody should work on Sunday.

II

BULLET POINTS
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I have definitely decided my novel needs bullet points.

In the narrow bullet like references, sprinkled throughout, important events from the novel will be mentioned, like; Notlieb sustains concussion when struck by tree branch. 

I think it will work better if these bullet points highlight injuries our hero suffers, to engage the reader, heighten tension, and, maybe, affect empathy.

Another example: On fifth tee, Notlieb backs up to gauge direction, trips over a small garbage can, hits his head on a cart path pavement and suffers a mild skull fracture. 

In this way, reader can skim through the book, and maybe be encouraged to buy it. 

Question for further research: Does information in bullet points actually have to be in book? Provisionally, I think not, since all is needed is that reader buy book, not that the book actually be read. 

Perhaps by mistake we can include photos of scantily clad female persona as well, since I like such things.
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But above all, yes, causing grievous injury to the main character is the way to go, as the reader will virtually be cheering on our hazard-challenged fictional being, and perhaps, under his breath can be heard saying things like—oh, no, watch out for that puddle—look out for that flying chipmunk, kind of, in a write it yourself mode.

Geography, yes, will be skillfully displayed, with, perhaps, Bernie's medical records, X-Rays, and photos of generic, first aid adhesive strips.

Photos and drawings in the margin can be included, and the text can refer to these by saying, for example, see figure 11. (Note, make sure to include young ladies with nice figures.) 

Also, plan to make Bernie (main character's name), more attractive to female individuals by making really stretch of the imagination attempts to convey the impression that this fictional character, a guy, has real feelings. 

Thought now is to make him burst into tears while walking down sidewalk. Too extreme? Too shocking? Pathetic? 

Certainly, bold, groundbreaking move on author's part, sure to win him a Nobel Prize. Either that, or, he could buy a box of Cracker Jacks, throw it in traffic, and say f-—this!

Occurs to me, Tourrette syndrome writing may be wonderfully jarring, keeping reader awake by inserting, occasionally, F—this, or, this sucks, or F—you, like, right in the middle of stuff—out of nowhere. Yes, this also might be fun, counterbalanced by already planned, secret strategy to include not only leitmotif, but planted, subconscious suggestions to reader—subliminal messages—where we'll say "This book is terrific," or, "wow, this is inspired!" and, "I love this book!" Then, in another place, "What a great writer!" and have these things littered throughout.

Yes, this is definitely the way to go.

Now, leitmotif, a word I just learned, hopefully, a Swahili word, not one made up by supercilious Parisians. Whoa, hold on there—is it possible that I might offend some French people—even folks from Canada? 

I'll think about that later. Anyway, leitmotif, as I understand the strategy (here in parenthesis, I candidly admit phony attempt—no, real attempt, to manipulate reader), is to graft on a fake plot device, kind of stringing things together, using the same color or whatever.

Struggling with effort to come up with right color. Tan? Is white a color? How about striped? I suppose you could constantly say things are striped—and maybe further implant the Tourrette problem. What about checked? Yeah, everything could be checked—like—the lawn was checked that day, or, hmmm, I notice you are wearing a checked blouse—they are prohibited here—please take that off immediately. Yes, I can see this might work.

Got to get away from stupid, pathetic self-absorbsion, however—a condition so weird, I may have just invented the word to describe it—as my spell check seems to imply. Actually, considered taking photograph of myself writing this—so that the reader could see how real it is.

Okay, what the hell—I just quit smoking. Right now into full-scale exploitation of all other distractions—hmmm—camera didn't seem to work.

Other difficulty in this book that might be a problem for me is you might notice a character, let's say Lucy, having yellow hair in one chapter, and in the other, red. 

This is sought to be avoided in filmmaking by technical nerds who check "continuation."

It was a truly fortuitous event when I ran across an article about the "novel in stories" concept, apparently used by some authors. Sure is good to know I didn't invent this fraudulent device, in worldwide, though, perhaps, scant use in the literature industry.

What you do is, like, glue a number of stories together by having characters in the stories have the same name, like Lucy. So, of course, through the miracle of modern word processing, granted, along with a few miscellaneous errors, you can, with the touch of a key, change Gloria's name to Lucy, or vice versa, willy-nilly.

Now, I'm thinking it might be entertaining to have all characters in one chapter have the same name. Frustrating for reader? Like, John said to John, "John, I'm going to the John." And the other guy says, "Wait, hold up—John's in there." "What?" "I said John's in there." "You mean, John's in the John?" "That's what I said, idiot." Junk like that.

Now, I think, what if a woman has the name John? That would be creepy.

He looked into her eyes and said, "John, you've got to change your name. I know a guy in the IRS. Think of the joint return—two people—both with the same name—John."

"So what," she says. "What about people named Pat?"

"Well, sure, they're Patrick, or Patricia."

"Not necessarily. I heard of a guy named Pat."

"What, like on his drivers' license?"

"Hey, you know what? Pat this."

I better stop this. It's way out of control. 

III

How To Be A Best-selling Author

Ricky Gibraltar had lived and loved. He'd loved and lived. But mostly, he lived to love. But maybe I'm wrong. Maybe he just loved to live.

By the age of 29 he'd made so much money he could afford to reside in Huntington Beach, California, once thought to be an impossibility.

Yes, sure, researchers had spanned the globe to find a place more predatory to tourists-but couldn't. They couldn't stay long enough to tally their findings, and just moved on, leaving a trail of credit card slips in their wake.

But not Ricky. No. He'd cracked the code.

First, he wrote "How To Split An Atom With One Hand Tied Behind Your Back." As recommended by his agent, Bogey Schwartz, now confined to a mental institution, the title was shortened to, "How To Split An Atom."

Go figure. Who knew that there would be that many people out there who wanted to split an atom.

It took off.

After writing novels unsuccessfully for years, Ricky decided to change the titles so they looked like "How To" books, and the rest is history.

Bogey's assistant, Dhoom Boomguya, nicknamed "Doom Boom," or "Doom," or "Boom," depending on where he was, met Ricky on the beach near the Huntington Beach Pier to discuss his new book, "How To Live Like A Millionaire On Two Dollars A Day." So far, like any successful novelist able to garner huge advances, he'd only got a few chapter titles written, like "The Future Of American Bellhops."

"Listen, Ricky," Doom said. "I just got a few seconds, since I'm meeting Jeepers Blanko for lunch."

"Who's he?"

"She. You
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The Actor
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