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  If you haven’t heard of us, your friends probably have. You might have a copy of our album, We’re Masterful Johnson. But there are a lot of bad rumors and gossip about us and how we became famous and what happened, so this is for the record.


  The most untrue thing said about us is that we’re rich kids, which makes me and Daisy so mad we can’t talk. The snobbery in that suggestion is maddening. Plus it implies lazy afternoons by the pool waiting for our favorite video to come on MTV. We resent that. Anyone who’s ever done anything knows it takes a lot of hard work and always a little luck and when someone is an overnight sensation they’ve really been at it for years.


  Just because we rode around Phoenix in limousines people assumed we were rich. But no one ever knew where the limousines dropped us off at the end of the night, at my house at Estrella, where I lived with Ma Bell and Birdy, two tip-top guys me and Daisy met after dropping out of high school.


  Me, Ma Bell and Birdy lived in the only finished house in the development, which had been deserted since the guy who owned it went to prison. Estrella was supposed to be a dream community for affluent families who wanted to live west of Phoenix, away from the center of the city which, since the earthquakes in California and the floods in the Midwest, was spreading like a stain. Estrella was hidden by the Estrella Mountains and far enough out that we never saw anyone except ourselves. Once in awhile a car would park on one of the deserted streets on a Friday night and we could hear the radio blasting from the car while who-knows-who made out. All the paved streets had names like Buena Vista and Morning Glen, or Wonderview and Cactus Wren.


  Like I said I lived there with Ma Bell, who was twenty-three and worked for Motorola, a huge technology company. I’m not sure what exactly they make or do, but Ma Bell was the first to move into the house. He had the master bedroom upstairs, which someone had tastelessly decorated in blue pinstriped wallpaper (to match the blue carpet). It could’ve been black for all you knew, though. Ma Bell never turned on the lights because his bank of computers gave off enough light for him to see by. He worked from generators (we didn’t have any electricity) and cell phones (or phone service). Anytime I asked him what he was working on all he said was, It’s something for work.


  Birdy, on the other hand, didn’t have a job. He was seventeen and he sometimes lived with his family, who I guess didn’t care much for him. He had dropped out like me and Daisy and he mostly listened to his music or slept during the day because he was out all night tagging under passes with his name, which he could do very elaborately in multicolored spray paints.


  It was Birdy who got the limos for us. His old man ran a limo company, King Limos, and all we had to do was call up and a limo would come for us. Practically every Saturday night me, Daisy and Birdy got picked up by the limousine—sometimes white but usually black and stretch—and we cruised the malls until they closed, hanging out the window, yelling at people we knew, or cuties, and then on to Mill Avenue where we usually attracted everyone including the cops, who told us time and again that we couldn’t hang out the windows.


  Me and Daisy felt famous in the limo and it was part of how we fantasized it was to be famous, which was having nice cars, wearing really nice clothes, living in a nice neighborhood and basically just having the things you wanted. And people would give you things. In magazines and on TV it never looked like any celebrity was hurting for anything. We couldn’t imagine Madonna eating a hot dog at an A&W, or waiting in line for tickets to a movie. Not that she couldn’t do those things if she wanted to, but Madonna wanting a hot dog wasn’t the same thing as me and Daisy wanting a hot dog.


  Daisy lived at home with her mother, who was a stewardess and was never home. I spent a lot of time at Daisy’s house, which I liked for a number of reasons including the fact that I could take a hot shower. I’d come over and the limo would wait while we got dressed to go out, Daisy always wearing her mirrored sunglasses that I kidded her by calling her serial killers. Eventually I just moved all my stuff into Daisy’s bedroom.


  We liked to dress outlandish like rock stars, which is what we wanted to be. We wanted to be a real band, for sure, but we weren’t really musical, that was the problem. That was the problem from the beginning, when it was the three of us. Me and Daisy and Stella wanted to be just like our favorite band—probably the best band in the entire world, Bananarama. See it was perfect. Me and Daisy are sort of opposites like how Sara Dallin was the blonde one and Keren Woodward the one with the dark hair and exotic features. And Stella looked just like Siobhan Fahey (it’s spooky how much she resembled Siobhan: she had the same small mouth and wide eyes, except her eyes were blue. That’s what guys liked most about Stella, her eyes. Guys said she looked like a doll, and Stella liked that). Most people don’t know Bananarama’s real names, but there you are. So our idea was to start an all-girl band in America (little-known fact: Bananarama is in the Guinness Book of World Records as Britain’s most successful all-girl group) and become famous, maybe do a tour with them. We wished we were aware of Bananarama when they were in their heyday, but me and Daisy were just born when their first album, Deep Sea Skiving, came out in 1983. We’re pretty sure that like everything else from the ’80s, Bananarama will have a renaissance. It just feels like the right time. Everyone is sick of today’s hyper-ironic music. People crave fun, we think. And the music of the ’80s was fun: ‘The Perfect Way’ by Scritti Politti was a song you could dance your ass off to, and ‘Safety Dance’ by Men Without Hats was another one. Me and Daisy do like some ’90s stuff, but most of it isn’t fun. And the Spice Girls are shite. (We don’t acknowledge the Spice Girls, who are basically ruining the advancements Bananarama made for all-female groups.) Putting the fun back into music is the answer. Fun: ‘Love Shack’ by the B-52’s. Not fun: anything by Metallica. Fun: ‘I Want Candy’ by Bow Wow Wow. Not fun: Smashing Pumpkins. The all-time most fun song ever: ‘Come On Eileen’ by Dexy’s Midnight Runners. Whenever me and Daisy hear that song we dance our asses off. If the music makes you want to jump out of your skin and dance (for instance, anything by Madonna from the ’80s and early ’90s), then it’s good. ‘Too Shy’ by Kajagoogoo comes to mind, too. That’s my and Daisy’s opinion.


  A little known fact about Masterful Johnson is that we made a single when it was the three of us, long before We’re Masterful Johnson. Stella’s father loaned us the money to do it and we spent months on the lyrics. I can take credit for the first line, ‘You are my end,’ which wound up being our title for the song, but we were stuck after that and Daisy and Stella helped out by looking up some poetry. We studied Yeats and Keats and Wordsworth; those guys knew how to melt hearts. I don’t know how much it helped us in the end, though. We paid some studio guys to come up with the song, which was called ‘What the—, Who the—, Hey!’ I think between me, Daisy, Stella and Stella’s father we still have the 500 copies we paid for. But we weren’t down about our singing career. It doesn’t happen overnight.


  In the meantime Daisy got the idea that we should become models and found a modeling agency to represent us: StarryEyed Productions. Brad Johnson, who looked like the stereo salesman from Fast Times at Ridgemont High, told us he thought we could be supermodels. We were pretty excited about that. The wood-paneled walls of StarryEyed Productions were covered with pictures of beautiful women and handsome men, but we never saw anyone else in Brad’s office except Jimmy Rider, a seven-year-old cute-as-pie punk that me and Daisy and Stella grew to hate. Jimmy’s real name was Hayworth Rhoades, but his parents thought Jimmy Rider sounded more like a movie star’s name than Hayworth Rhoades, which is what his parents wanted him to be.


  Brad booked the four of us in a fashion show at Thomas Mall on 32nd St. Brad got a couple of the merchants in the mall to sponsor the show, so the Gap and Miller’s Outpost loaned us the clothes to model on the makeshift stage put up by mall maintenance. You could see people in the mall wondering what was going on. Our dressing room was the shipping and receiving area at Miller’s Outpost, a small cement room stacked with cardboard boxes. The floor was littered with that styrofoam popcorn stuff. Brad warned us we should wear deodorant so we didn’t sweat up the clothes so Daisy ran to the Osco Drug in the mall to buy a stick. Antiperspirant, Brad called out after her.


  We each had two outfits for the show. But we didn’t really have any idea about runway work. Our only reference was what we saw on House of Style on MTV and that looked pretty easy. You just sort of went out there and had a rhythm. But because the stage was so small, me and Daisy and Stella had problems keeping the right amount of space between us. And that pip-squeak Jimmy Rider was doing some sort of gymnastics routine between us. The fact that the speakers pumping out the music above us were weak didn’t help either. People stopped to look but between Jimmy Rider thumping the stage with his somersaults and the three of us dancing into one another, no one was particularly interested. Brad thought it went off great and beamed at us that the show was the start of our careers, but we knew better. Brad wasn’t so happy though when he collected our outfits. Which of you is wearing perfume, he demanded. We sniffed ourselves and just then noticed we smelled like lilacs. Daisy pointed at the stick of antiperspirant: floral scent.


  We laughed about that story for a long time and any time we laughed it made me and Daisy miss the old days, the three of us. We agreed we’d visit Stella (who moved to Hollywood to become an actress) after we’d restarted Masterful Johnson as a duo, like Bananarama had to do when Siobhan left the group to form Shakespear’s Sister. We weren’t really in touch with Stella then because we resented Stella selling out Masterful Johnson and moving to California. Plus Stella’s obsession with celebrity deaths creeped us out. Stella keeps three separate notebooks, a Murder Book, a Suicide Book and an Accidental Death Book. At first she just had the Murder Book but when we met her, when she was nineteen, she had just added the other two. She used to let us bring the Murder Book to school. The first half was dedicated to details concerning John Lennon’s death outside the Dakota in New York, with subsections on Mark David Chapman and The Catcher in the Rye. (Chapman was reading Alice and Wonderland before Catcher and just happened to finish it the day before he shot Lennon. Stella found that out.) The second half is all about celebrity murders. Political murders don’t interest Stella. JFK. King. Bobby Kennedy. Gandhi. People killing other people over ideas was an historical fact, Stella said. None of it interested her, except Hitler. Stella was fascinated by a story about how Hitler almost committed suicide before he really rose to power. The Munich Post, an anti-Hitler paper, printed a story about how Hitler’s beautiful half-niece was found dead, a bullet through her chest. The bullet was fired from Hitler’s gun, which lay at her side. The death was called a suicide but people had heard Hitler and his half-niece arguing at his apartment the day before she died. There were rumors that Hitler and his half-niece were sexually involved, a rumor some people believed when it became known that the half-niece’s nose was broken when they found her.


  What if Hitler had committed suicide, Stella liked to ask. Can you imagine?


  It was too big of an idea for us to imagine.


  Right after Lennon in the Murder Book was Bob Crane, Colonel Hogan from Hogan’s Heroes.


  Stella used to visit the site in Scottsdale where the colonel was murdered. It’s right by the all-time best mall in Arizona, Scottsdale Fashion Square. Once she dragged me and Daisy out there and we stood next to the irrigation ditch and tried to look in over the trees. The place has been remodeled since, Stella told us, but it’s basically the same layout. She pointed to the bungalow where Hogan was staying. She told us how he was in town that summer in 1978 to do a play called Beginner’s Luck at the Windmill Theatre on Scottsdale Road (the theater isn’t there anymore). The Windmill put the star of their plays up in the bungalow and when Crane was in town he rigged the bungalow with then state-of-the-art video equipment so he could videotape himself having sex with various women. (Stella was on to a bootleg of one of the tapes, but me and Daisy don’t know if she ever got one.) Stella didn’t believe the theory the cops came up with, that it was John Carpenter, a friend of Crane’s from L. A. who ran a video equipment business, who killed him. The police said Carpenter was a hanger-on who Crane included in his partying. But Carpenter was also bisexual and, according to the police, Crane sensed some weirdness—or maybe there was a bad party scene—and he started to distance himself from Carpenter. So Carpenter, feeling pushed out, bashed Hogan’s head with a tripod. The police never found a murder weapon, but they knew enough to know it was a tripod (a corner of the flower print sheets on the bed where Hogan lay in his own blood, his temple crushed, a cable wrapped around his neck, tied in a bow and cut cleanly with a knife showed where the killer had wiped the murder weapon clean. The police originally suspected a tire iron or pipe). And there supposedly were swatches of blood taken from the trunk of Carpenter’s rental car, brain pieces maybe, but true to the law in the wild west, the police couldn’t get it together enough to prosecute Carpenter (though they did finally try in 1994, but Carpenter was found not guilty).


  Stella said, Let’s walk by the room. The three of us snaked single-file down the narrow sidewalk, stopping in front of what would’ve been #132A, Colonel Hogan’s apartment. Me and Daisy were standing in front of the door thinking about Stalag 13, about Schultz, Colonel Klink and his monocle, Newkirk and Sergeant Carter and Kinchloe. We could hear Major Hochstetter; we could see the impatient look on General Burkhalter’s face. We remembered noticing when Klink’s original secretary, Helga, was replaced by another actress, her character name switched to Hilda. That was his wife, Stella said, and when Crane was killed they were getting a divorce. Stella thinks Hilda had something to do with Hogan’s murder. She also thinks the colonel knew it might end badly in Phoenix. Stella said Crane had messed around with a married woman in Phoenix in the early seventies and the woman’s husband was someone rich and powerful. Whoever it was that killed him, Stella said, Crane knew them. She paused and let us think about that. Crane was obsessive about locking his door, Stella went on, but when they found him his door was unlocked with no signs of forced entry. She walked us through the facts. Crane was killed in his sleep and then strangled after he was dead. That morning’s paper was inside the apartment. Crane was killed around 3 A.M. A mystery bag that everyone knew held a photo album filled with Polaroids of women, the face-out photo a clothed shot with a nude shot tucked behind it, was on the bed, empty of its contents. Most of the pornographic tapes and photos were gone too but a tape of Saturday Night Fever Crane had edited for his son remained (Crane edited out all the cursing and questionable scenes). Undeveloped photos were left behind in the makeshift photo lab Crane had set up in his bathroom. Crane didn’t use drugs and drank infrequently, yet there was a six-pack of Coors in the refrigerator and on the kitchen counter a bottle of gin and an opened bottle of Scotch. Sixty cents had fallen out of a pair of white trousers draped over the back of the couch. The Colonel’s wallet was still in the pants. Crane himself was found in the master bedroom in a half-fetal position, his right hand under a pillow. Dried blood was crusted around his head. Fresh blood ran from his nose. On his left thigh were blobs of semen. Daisy turned her back on the door of #132A but I stared at it, imaging the long hall behind it, past the kitchen on the right, the guest bedroom on the left, past the living room, towards the television and video camera against the far wall, towards the master bedroom—like I’d seen it diagrammed in Stella’s notebook. I wondered what the walls knew. Daisy pretended to be interested in the sky and the three of us moved down the sidewalk, away from the secrets kept behind the gold-curtained windows.


  So the next thing that happened was we met Rick, who saw us dancing at Planet Earth, and we thought he was just another perv but he turned out to be this really sweet, sad kind of guy who just wanted to help make us famous. ‘If that’s what you want,’ he said when we told him. ‘I can tell you have your heart set on it.’ Boy, did we. Daisy told him sometimes she fell asleep with her fingers crossed.


  We flat-out asked Rick if he had connections and we appreciated his honesty when he said he didn’t. Rick said he lived in Chicago and only came to Phoenix in the winters to golf and that he’d only been to California once in his entire life. Imagine only ever going to California once in your life. We didn’t see the logic in Rick’s travel pattern. Me and Daisy wanted to be buried in California.


  ‘Some guys I golf with have a recording studio in their house though,’ Rick said and we got pretty excited.


  Rick’s friends, Elliot and Hunter, lived in one of those two-story tract-type houses on a street where all the houses looked the same and most of the yards were still dirt.


  Elliot and Hunter said they were pleased to meet us. Hunter couldn’t take his eyes off Daisy, who twisted shyly on the carpet in the furnitureless room.


  ‘Did you bring some songs with you,’ Elliot asked.


  Rick explained the situation, practicing his golf swing with a club from a bag leaning in the corner. He hit imaginary golf balls and watched each one’s flight until it was time to tee up another. ‘These girls need some material,’ he said.


  ‘Let’s get high and we’ll write some songs,’ Elliot said.


  Me and Daisy thought that was a pretty good idea and Rick went out for Doritos and Mountain Dew while the four of us hunkered down to do some songwriting.


  Maybe because of the equipment or maybe because Elliot and Hunter knew how to produce, our singing didn’t sound all that bad and even though we were fried out of our gourds we managed to each come up with a song. Daisy wrote ‘I’d Kill You if I Thought I Could Get Away with It’ and I wrote one with Elliot called ‘Do Fuck Off,’ a love song.


  Elliot and Hunter kissed us goodbye and promised to make copies that we could send around to record companies. ‘They’re good guys,’ Rick said as we pulled away. Rick had to catch a plane back to Chicago but before he left he told us we should probably think about finding an agent to represent us. We liked the idea of having an agent, someone who could get us parts in movies and who could arrange to pick us up in limousines and take us anywhere we wanted to go. ‘An agent looks out for your interests,’ Rick said. We said we wanted Rick to be our agent because he seemed to be looking out for us but he told us no, he wasn’t an agent, but he’d try to find someone to represent us. Maybe we’d see him in a month or so, he said. Goodbye, girls, he said. He looked sad.


  Daisy’s mom could get us tickets to fly for free, and when Daisy’s brother Chuck called from New York and said he wanted us to be in a film he was making, her mom came through with two roundtrip tickets. Chuck is Daisy’s identical twin. He’s a film student at NYU and Daisy loves him like a brother.


  Neither of us had ever been to New York City before, even though we’d seen it on TV (we love Letterman). Our plane tipped its wing and the black night outside the window was suddenly lit with a million lights so bright we thought we were landing on the moon. Daisy said, Look, there’s the Empire State Building and I followed her finger towards the skyscraper lit yellow.


  Chuck met us at LaGuardia and we got a cab into Manhattan. Chuck lives in the West Village and the cab driver let us off right where Sally let Harry off in When Harry Met Sally, at the Washington Square arch. ‘You were the only person I knew in New York,’ I said as the cab drove away and Daisy laughed.


  Chuck’s roommate, Bertrand, was a film major, too. Bertrand was a lot older than Chuck. He said he had four degrees already: a bachelor’s in creative writing and another bachelor’s in philosophy; he also had an MFA from Vermont College in poetry as well as a Ph.D. in American history from a college he kept calling Ball State. He had another year to go at NYU. Daisy asked him why he had so many degrees and he said, I have to stay in school until I get my big break so I can pay off all my student loans. Plus, he said, you get all the great connections in school.


  Where Chuck wanted to be a director, Bertrand wanted to be a screenwriter. Together they were working on Chuck’s student film, Plastic Fantastic, which is also the name of Chuck’s all-time favorite Flesh for Lulu album. Chuck and Bertrand’s friends were helping on the film. A girl named Chloe, a sociology junior from Hattiesburg, Mississippi, was playing the lead, a girl whose name was also Chloe and who was also from Mississippi and was also a sociology major at NYU. Chloe’s friend in the movie was a character named Melinda, whose name was really Melba. She was a film major too and me and Daisy suspected she was Chuck’s or Bertrand’s girlfriend, we couldn’t tell which. The film took place inside this New York night club called XOXO in the movie but was really called The Cellar. It was in the meatpacking part of Manhattan. Bertrand knew the owner who let us film while the bar was open. Me and Daisy played friends of Chloe and Melinda’s at the club and the movie was about how men see women in bars and, as Bertrand explained, ‘how that translates to life.’ We liked Chloe and Melinda a lot so it was easy to act like we were their friends. Chuck said it was okay if our characters were named Paque and Daisy, so we went with that.


  Because the owner was letting us film in his bar, Chuck had to give the owner’s son Jeff a part so Chuck made Jeff one of a series of assholes who were to appear throughout the film. In the scene at The Cellar me and Daisy are dancing together and Jeff comes up and starts dancing with us and we innocently dance him into our circle. But when the song is over and me and Daisy have said thanks, Jeff won’t let us alone and he harasses us out of the club, onto the street and into a cab. Chuck and Bertrand wanted Jeff to follow us in a cab, but Chuck decided that was too difficult and expensive an idea to shoot.


  We had to admit that we were bored much of the time. Chuck would spend a half an hour fiddlefucking around with the lights and microphones while me and Daisy just stood there. Finally we asked the DJ to play some music so we could dance, just to keep warmed up. Chuck said, OK, let’s shoot and we went in front of the camera but had to stop right away. You’re dancing out of the frame, Chuck said to Daisy. But that’s how I dance, Daisy said. Chuck explained to us that with the one camera if we danced too far apart he wouldn’t be able to get us both in the scene. So the DJ started the music again but this time we were so nervous about staying close to each other that we didn’t look natural and Chuck made us stop. He told Bertrand to tape a square this long by that wide on the floor. Just stay in the box, he said. That helped us out and we got a glimpse of how good a director Chuck is going to be one day. He already knew what me and Daisy learned, that it isn’t so easy to be a movie star. You have to worry about a lot of things that people who see your movies sort of take for granted. We didn’t talk about it, but after spending hours just to get two or three minutes worth of film, we felt a deeper appreciation for what Bananarama had to go through to make all those wonderful videos.


  Chuck told us we were really great and me and Daisy decided to go out and celebrate. We hopped in a cab and told the cab driver to take us to Times Square. We felt like Alice in Wonderland when the cab let us off right by the giant, flashing Cup-O-Noodle and the big screen TV showing the news. Even though it was after midnight the sidewalks were jammed with people. We passed a guy selling nuts but didn’t get any because some of the nuts had burned and it smelled like shite. We had to put our hands to our mouths in order to get by him.


  Daisy grabbed my arm and said, Look. She pointed at the numbers 1515 on the building in front of us and it gave us the goosebumps. We were standing in front of MTV, the all-time best channel on TV. We tried the doors but of course they were locked. We put our hands to the glass and peered inside but couldn’t see anything. Neither of us said anything as we silently thought about all the famous people who had passed through those doors. Daisy touched the handle again and just held on to it. I started singing, ‘Video killed the radio star’ which made Daisy laugh.


  Our next cab driver was a little bitter when we asked him to take us to the Ed Sullivan Theater but we didn’t know it was within walking distance. We were amazed at how it looked exactly like it does on TV. Standing under the glowing yellow and blue neon sign we had a past-life feeling, a feeling that we’d stood where we were standing a hundred times before. We have to get tickets, Daisy said. The sign taped on the door told us to try waiting in line early in the morning, that we had to write in six months in advance if we wanted guaranteed seats.


  We agreed we would come back and stand in line around 2 A.M. but until then we should go out and see more of New York. We went to Rockefeller Center and pressed our noses against the Today Show studio glass window. It looks like a small apartment, someone walking by said. The flags around the ice skating rink flapped loudly like applause.


  We walked up Fifth Avenue. Daisy pointed out Tiffany’s and we stood in front of the sign and said ‘oh dahhling’ over and over. Daisy’s neck is long and smooth like Audrey Hepburn’s, which we noticed on our ten millionth viewing of that movie (Daisy’s mom owns it).


  Me and Daisy skipped the block between Tiffany’s and Central Park when Daisy stopped cold. Look, she said. She pointed at a hotel that looked like a castle. What is it, I asked. It’s where Gatsby confronted Tom, remember, she said. Then I figured it out. The Plaza Hotel. The Great Gatsby is Daisy’s all-time favorite book; she’s read it more times than some people have read the Bible. She was in the middle of reading it the first time when we dropped out of school. Sometimes guys accuse us of being dumb and if they do, Daisy starts right in talking about how many times she’s read The Great Gatsby.


  Me and Daisy gawked at the chandeliers in the lobby, which was like looking up at stars. Because it was so late there was no one around. Daisy asked the waiter if we could please please please sit at a table and he smiled and said sure. The waiter’s eyes were sunk in so far his head looked like one of those Halloween skull masks. We ordered Cokes and sipped them, imagining all the shiny people who must have passed through the lobby of the Plaza and wishing we were them.


  Our waiter, Mel, made sure our Cokes were bottomless. We got the feeling he liked having us around. He kept walking by our table and making funny comments about people who were walking by. Better give them the penthouse he said about an enormously fat couple. Things like that. We found Mel more amusing than handsome and it was fun just to sit and watch and laugh. Finally Mel came to our table and didn’t say something funny. You guys have to go, he said. I’m getting off now if you want to go get a beer or something, he offered. We said sure, we could do that, and Mel took us back to the West Village, to a dark wood bar called Minetta’s. Mel knew the manager, Taka, a squarely built man with a friendly smile. While Mel and Taka shook hands me and Daisy looked around at all the great pictures on the walls. They had old-time cartoons up with real pictures of people we didn’t recognize. Daisy pointed out a small picture on the wall. It was a picture of the actor Alec Baldwin and his actress wife, Kim Basinger. What was funny about the picture was that it was hung right where it was taken so you could see Alec and Kim sitting next to each other in the spot you were standing in front of. Daisy sat where Kim was sitting in the picture and said, Oh Alec, in a southern accent that was so funny Mel and Taka started laughing.


  What happened next was the subject of an argument the next day about what exactly Mel said. It started with us noticing how Mel seemed to be a sort of big shot in Minetta’s. The bartender, Donna Marie (who is herself an actress—she played De Niro’s girlfriend in that movie about the mob guy who goes to the shrink; we asked her if Bobby D. liked that Bananarama song about him but she said she didn’t know), sent drinks over without Mel having ordered them. Mel looked different out of his all-white Plaza outfit too. Less of an angel. At some point Daisy asked what time it was; it was after one. Remember we have to go line up for Letterman, she said. I said, Yeah, that’s right. I noticed Mel didn’t say anything and I thought he would at least ask us about it. He pretended like he didn’t hear us. We’d seen that look before, the look some men get when you say you have to get home at a certain time, or that you have to get up early the next day. Suddenly there was a buzz in the bar and people craned their necks to look out the window. We looked too and saw the big white limo idling at the front door. It must be Alec and Kim, Mel said. But the doors didn’t open and we saw Taka go out and talk to the driver and come back in.


  I’m going to A.C., Taka said. Who wants to go?


  Mel laughed. How about it girls, he asked. Want to do some gambling?


  Me and Daisy communicated with our eyes how much we wanted to ride in the limo. But we didn’t necessarily want to go to Atlantic City. Once we went to Las Vegas to party with these friends of Rick’s who were in commercial development. We thought he meant making commercials but it turned out they had something to do with construction and building offices. These guys had another girl—Veronica something—with them at the hotel. After a night of watching these guys gamble we all went up to the suite and partied. The office guys had some coke and we did it. They had a bar and we drank. We partied pretty late with them and at some point Veronica something said she had to go. Me and Daisy were surprised because we thought she was the black guy’s girlfriend—she spent the whole night hanging off him and she partied with him back at the suite—but it turned out she was a hooker. The black guy, I think his name was Hank, said he’d drive her home but the hooker smelled something fishy and wanted to be paid. Hank said, Relax, bitch, I’ll pay you and he smacked her across her face. Me and Daisy closed our eyes but we heard that sound in our ears. The other guys just laughed and Hank pushed the hooker into the bathroom and slammed the door but we could still hear him punching and kicking the hooker, whose crying became less and less until it just stopped. Me and Daisy ran out of the hotel when the others weren’t looking. We had to call Daisy’s mom to get home and what we told her was that we got really sick on some food and thought we might have to go to the hospital. It was the best story we could come up with.


  So we didn’t want to go to Atlantic City because we didn’t even know Mel or Taka but we really wanted to ride in the limo. What about Letterman, Daisy asked.


  I know someone who works there, Mel said. Of course we weren’t surprised later—after we’d gotten separated from Taka and Mel, who disappeared from the blackjack tables—that Mel was lying. (We even went straight from the Port Authority to the Plaza the next morning looking for him but the manager said no one named Mel worked there.) But Mel convinced us to go and we followed him out to the limo as Taka grabbed two bottles from behind the bar.


  Mel and Taka sat by the doors of the limo and me and Daisy sprawled out on the leather bench in front of the bar, which had a long electric blue neon strip running across the top. A little TV built into the bar stared at us like an eye that never blinked. Daisy unsecured one of the glass tumblers. Don’t drink their booze, Taka said, it’s too expensive. He produced the bottles of wine he’d taken from Minetta’s and we toasted our impending success in Atlantic City.


  Veterans that we are, me and Daisy drank almost a whole bottle between us. Men will let you drink all the liquor you want; we learned that a long time ago. Without saying anything we stood up and stuck our heads out the moon roof. The limo accelerated to pass a slow car and our hair blew into our eyes. We’re flying, Daisy said. She stuck out her arms like Superman and laughed. I laughed too and then suddenly Daisy’s laugh turned to choking and then she vomited over the side of the limo. The wind caught the chunks and blew them against the limo, scattering the vomit in a yellowish-orange spray across the trunk. Daisy coughed twice and then smiled, mouthing, Sorry. We ducked back into the limo and she passed out. Mel turned on the TV and we sat and just stared, transfixed by the flickering images no bigger than the size of a hand.


  The casino looked like a cafeteria in a shopping mall; the green and beige diamond shapes in the carpet gave us vertigo. The bright light burned our eyes too and made everyone white like ghosts. We arrived sometime after 3 A.M. and pretty much the only people gambling after 3 A.M. were people serious about dice and cards.


  Mel and Taka sat at the baccarat table and me and Daisy were like Bond girls, standing behind their chairs, inhaling cigar smoke. We tried to follow the game—we wanted to know how hard a game whose minimum bet was $100 was—but it was near impossible to figure out that shite game. Taka won right away and the others at the table, men with bags under their eyes that looked like coffee cups filled to the brim, shot him a dirty look. Daisy said why don’t we try our luck at blackjack and so we did but we found out we didn’t have any luck and the most fun we had that night was telling this old fart that we were showgirls. When he asked us at which hotel Daisy said, Hotel California. The old fart nodded like he knew exactly where it was.


  At a certain point Mel and Taka drifted away from us and Daisy was the one who said, Let’s head back. I agreed with her. On the bus ride back to New York it started to sink in that we probably weren’t going to see Letterman after all but we decided we would try calling the Ed Sullivan Theater from the Plaza pay phone to see if there were any extra tickets, but no one picked up.


  After an afternoon nap, we completed a second night of shooting, which was basically us reshooting the scenes from the night before. Then Chuck took us to see the actor Paul Newman at the New School. Paul Newman had started a program there for people who wanted to be in the movies. Me and Daisy have only seen one Paul Newman movie: The Hustler. It was Paul Newman from The Hustler we had in mind when we went to the New School with Chuck. We were surprised that Paul Newman in person looked like he was a million and a half years old. He reminded Daisy of her grandfather the way he just sort of sat up there and stared like he was trying to contact other worlds.


  The event had a moderator, an old bald guy who probably wished he was a famous actor but settled for being the friend of a famous actor. We sat in the back of the classroom because all the ass kissers crowding the front of the room around old Paul made us sick. That’s the thing about all these shiteheads in college; they pay a gazillion dollars to go to film school on the off chance that they’ll rub shoulders with someone, whose ass they’ll kiss, hoping that person will make their career for them. Me and Daisy said fuck that. If you want to do something, you do it. For instance, before they were Bananarama, Keren worked for the BBC and Sara and Siobhan studied journalism at the London College of Fashion. But they realized how much working sucks it out of you and how you can get only so close to your dream that way. So they started spending their nights singing to backup tapes in London clubs, knowing that sooner or later either word-of-mouth would spread or someone would see them and make them famous. Which, of course, is what happened.


  Inevitably one of the ass kissers asked Paul how he got started in the movies. How many times has Paul Newman had to answer that one? But Paul was gracious and said what he’d probably said a hundred times or more. Another ass kisser, one positioned virtually at Paul’s feet, asked what advice he had for aspiring actors. The room shushed and everyone stared straight to the front of the room. You have to want it more than anything, Paul said. You have to never give up, never let anyone tell you that you’re no good, Paul said. The crowd of ass kissers clapped like old Paul just told them they were going to live forever.


  Chuck asked Paul what he thought the difference was between working in front of the camera and working behind it. Paul made the usual joke about actors really wanting to direct and said something general about how much harder it is behind the camera than in front of it. I looked over at Daisy and she wasn’t paying attention either. We were both thinking about getting home in time to watch Letterman when we heard our names. Chuck was telling Paul about our movie, pointing at me and Daisy as the stars. Paul craned his neck to get a look at us and Daisy just sort of waved, embarrassed. The guy filming the whole thing for the school turned the video camera on us. We could’ve killed Chuck. When the deal was over Chuck rushed to the front of the room to join the crowd of ass kissers and me and Daisy went downstairs to the cafeteria to find a TV but there wasn’t one. I pulled an Almond Joy from the vending machine and we sat at a table in the cafeteria listening to the lights overhead hum, Daisy drawing her name in spilt salt with her fingers.


  Back in Phoenix, we were anxious to get our tape. We dialed Elliot and Hunter’s number, but their number was disconnected. We hadn’t heard from Rick in forever so we called him to find out what was going on but his phone number was disconnected, too. Daisy turned on the television while I checked the number with information and Daisy said, Look, it’s them. And sure enough over the shoulder of the anchorwoman was a picture of Elliot and Hunter with the caption SENATOR’S SON SLAIN.


  Turn it up, I said.


  Daisy hit the remote and the anchorwoman’s voice rose in the living room. The details of the murder were scarce. As far as the police were able to determine, Hunter and Elliot were shot to death in their home somewhere around midnight. Daisy noted that it was the day after we recorded with them. Holy shit, Daisy said, look at that. A picture of Elliot at the White House with his father, Senator Hawkins, flashed in a succession of pictures, mostly of the senator and his wife at various parties. The anchorwoman came back on and over her shoulder appeared crude sketches of people the police wanted to talk to. A neighbor woman told the police they were the last people she saw at the house. We couldn’t see it at first—Daisy was the one who really saw it—but sure enough the sketches were of me and Daisy and Rick.


  Daisy said, Try Rick’s number again. Her hand shook as she beamed the remote control at the TV, switching it off. I dialed Rick’s number and the disconnection recording played in my ear but Daisy started to freak out, pacing the room, looking out the window like she was in the government witness relocation program.


  I hung up the phone. Look, I said, we didn’t do anything, we don’t know anything. Daisy looked out the window again. We should call the police, I said.


  But they’re gonna ask about Rick and now Rick’s disappeared and they’re gonna want to know why, Daisy reasoned.


  I said we didn’t know why and that if we didn’t go to the police it would make us look guilty of something. We agreed to wait until the morning to call the police because we secretly hoped the police would figure it all out overnight or we’d hear from Rick. Once that shite was straightened out, we hoped to get our tape back. (We did feel sympathy for Elliot and Hunter, who were, as far as we knew, nice guys, and they certainly didn’t deserve to be murdered—if we could, there’d be a ton of things me and Daisy would like to undo.)


  We called Stella and asked her advice. When we told her, the first thing Stella said was that now she could add us to her Murder Book. She laughed and you could almost hear the ocean in the background. We wished we were there instead of in Phoenix. We wished we were kicking through the waves and laying out in the sun.


  Before we could ask Stella for her advice she launched into the latest target of her celebrity death obsession: Jon-Erik Hexum, the actor who starred in the early ’80s TV shows Voyagers and Cover Up. Me and Daisy remembered watching the shows when we were kids but we didn’t know right away who she was talking about. The really good-looking guy, Stella said, the one that looked like a model. We said we remembered even though we weren’t sure and Stella told us how in 1984 on Stage 17 at the 20th Century Fox lot, the set of Cover Up, there was a half hour break between takes of a scene involving Jon-Erik Hexum’s character, a weapons expert, and another actor. (Stella had a copy of the script.) Hexum was supposed to be trying to infiltrate an enemy group as a spy and in order to win over the enemy’s confidence he was to load his .44 Magnum with blanks and shoot one of his partners, who was posing as a jewelry smuggler in a Miami hotel room. So between takes Hexum was fooling around with the gun on the set when it accidentally went off. The noise startled everyone and, being a practical joker, Hexum sat on the bed in the makeshift hotel room, spun the barrel of the gun and put it to his head and said, ‘Let’s see if I’ve got one for me.’ Hexum pulled the trigger and fell back on the bed, blood gushing from his temple where a quarter-inch piece of cardboard lodged itself in his brain. Someone got a towel and a guest star put his fingers in Hexum’s mouth to keep him from choking on his tongue. There wasn’t time for an ambulance so Hexum was thrown in the back of a station wagon and rushed to Beverly Hills Medical Center, where six days later he was pronounced brain dead. He donated his heart, kidneys and corneas, Stella said. Apparently the heart had been donated to the owner of a Vegas escort service. There was supposed to be something funny about that but we didn’t see it. If you didn’t stop her, Stella would go on and on like that.


  It was good to talk to you, Stella, we said.


  She said, Come visit soon.


  We were so tired we couldn’t sleep.


  We had finally dozed off when there was a knock on Daisy’s front door. Me and Daisy jumped up, frightened, and crept towards the door. The sun was coming up like headlights way off in the distance and we could barely see the man on the porch, a tall, thin man with his red hair in a ponytail. His skin was so white it glowed and his nostrils flared.


  The man raised his fist and knocked again. Daisy looked at me and I shrugged. She reached for the portable phone and with it securely in her hand she swung open the door, startling the man, who introduced himself as Fred Meyers, a reporter for the Arizona Republic. A second man stepped out of the shadows and introduced himself as Buttrey. I’m the photographer, he said.


  Daisy checked to see if her mom was home, but she wasn’t. Then we all sat at the kitchen table and told Fred Meyers our story. He didn’t get too interested until we got to the part about Rick and Elliot and Hunter. Fred asked us if we ever saw any guns in the house. We said no. He asked us if we ever saw any drugs, or if anyone delivered a package while we were there. We said no. He wanted to know if we overheard Elliot or Hunter on the phone. Again we said no.


  Buttrey said, I have to get to another shoot, so do you mind if I take your pictures now?


  Me and Daisy said we didn’t mind but we did want to fix ourselves up a little. Buttrey said, Okay, but hurry. We changed clothes and made ourselves presentable and Buttrey took a picture of us sitting next to each other on the couch.


  Fred gave Buttrey some instructions about what to do with the film and Buttrey took off. Fred said, I want to ask you girls some more questions. He ran through a list of names but there was no one we had heard of.


  We volunteered that we didn’t know where Rick was either, that we tried to call him but his phone was disconnected. Daisy said, We can give you his phone number so you can track him down and he’ll tell you exactly what we told you.


  Fred scrunched up his face and then looked down at the table. When he looked at us again he said, They found Rick this morning in a hotel room in Chicago, shot in the back of the head.


  It was like being run over by a semi. Me and Daisy didn’t look at each other and I felt tears coming out of the corner of my eyes. Daisy put her head in her hands and started sobbing. It felt like we were in a really horrible movie. Fred said he was sorry and set down his notepad. We sat like that for some time and then we told Fred we didn’t want to talk anymore. I understand, he said, but we have to call the police now.


  Why, Daisy asked, standing abruptly.


  You girls are wanted by the police for questioning and I think it’s best if you just tell them your story, he said, to clear your names.


  Fred got us to agree to let him call the police. He told them he would bring us down himself but wanted to ‘come in through the back.’ That phrase frightened us because we saw no reason we couldn’t just walk right in, tell our story, and walk right out. Suddenly we were very nervous about the idea of handcuffs.


  Fred’s precautions turned out to be necessary though. Someone at the police station leaked to the media that ‘the two women sought in connection with the murder of the senator’s son’ were turning themselves in and man, you should’ve seen the mess. We did try to go in through the back, but there were an equal number of reporters around back as there were in front. Of course all those in front chased around to the back once they saw the ones in back crowding around our car.


  Get back you wolves, Fred said as he slowed the car.


  For a moment we just sat there and nobody moved or said anything. A million faces pressed against the window of Fred’s car, but luckily the windows were tinted. A reporter crawled on the hood of the car and took a picture through the windshield but Fred stuck his face in front of the lens as me and Daisy ducked down.


  Fred’s cell phone rang and when he hung up, he put the car in drive and rolled us out of the crowd. There’s a change in plans, Fred told us.


  The change in plans was that we’d meet with the police at a prearranged meeting place, which turned out to be the Royal Palms Inn off Camelback. The police were already waiting for us in a cabana off the pool and Daisy said something about wishing she could go for a swim instead of talking to the police, who wouldn’t let Fred stay in the room with us. We protested and they said, Fine, you can call your lawyer, which should give the rest of the press enough time to find you here. We agreed that wasn’t such a hot idea, so we told them what happened. They nodded and took notes, stopping us to ask us to repeat ourselves, over and over. They kept asking us about the lyrics in the song ‘I’d Kill You if I Thought I Could Get Away with It.’ They wanted to know which one of us wrote it and we said we all sort of did. They kept repeating the lyrics: They’d find you and they’d know it was me / Our love is obvious / It’s so plain to see / It all points to me / It’s you I’d like to hit / I’d kill you if I thought I could get away with it. It sounded funny when they read it instead of singing it but they didn’t see that it was very funny.


  Before we left we asked the police if they could give us our tape. It’s our property, Daisy said. The police looked at us squarely and said they’d see what they could do.


  That night we saw ourselves on the news. After a picture of Rick they had footage of Fred’s car out back of the police station. You could see Fred in the driver’s seat, but that was all. The anchorwoman, Judy Kern, told the viewing audience that ‘two singers have come forward as the mystery women in the senator’s son’s home the day before Elliot Hawkins met his fatal end.’ Me and Daisy just looked at each other.


  The next morning we had to walk to Smitty’s to see our picture on the front page of the paper. (Because she was gone so much, Daisy’s mom didn’t get the newspaper. I forgot to mention that Daisy’s mother was a freelance stewardess too, and sometimes in between flights for America West she hired out for private trips to Europe or wherever.) You know how sometimes pictures in newspapers look terrible, like mug shots? That’s what we expected. We were surprised at how, well, glamorous the photo was. In our minds we imagined the two of us sitting on the couch, straight as arrows, staring into the lens like deer caught in headlights. That was how we felt. But maybe because of the equipment, or maybe because Buttrey knew how to work a camera we looked totally relaxed and confident. We were leaning in towards each other, our faces slightly tilted up. We weren’t smiling, but we weren’t frowning, either. The headline read: MYSTERY WOMEN FOUND.


  What do you think happened to Rick, I asked. Daisy shrugged. Could it be a coincidence, she asked. I said I didn’t think it could.


  Sometimes when we’re down in the dumps, we get hot apple pies from McDonald’s to cheer us up. We’re cheered if the pie is really hot, the flaky crust melting away so the warm apple filling oozes into our mouths. We’re less cheered, however, if the pie has been roasting under a heat lamp and falls out of the box like the last greasy burrito at an all-you-can-eat buffet.


  So we decided to get pies and while we were waiting to give our order, a little Mexican girl tugged on Daisy’s shirt. Can I have your autograph, she asked. Except she said, ah-oh-graph. Daisy looked at me and I said, Maybe she thinks you’re one of the Spice Girls. Daisy laughed and asked the little girl her name. Marguerite, the little girl said. Daisy took the pen and signed the McDonald’s napkin Marguerite held out for her. I spied Marguerite’s parents at a table piled high with burger wrappers and Cokes. They waved when I pointed them out to Daisy.


  Marguerite asked me for my ah-oh-graph too and I signed below Daisy’s name. Thank you, Marguerite said and bounced the way happy children do. She ran back to her table, her little pink jellies clip-clopping against the tile floor.


  We were so freaked out we took our pies to go.


  Just when we were wondering, What next? we turned on the radio and heard one of our songs, ‘Do Fuck Off,’ coming through the speakers. It sounded great. Me and Daisy stared at each other, amazed. We remembered all the times we dreamed of having a song played on the radio. When the song had finished, House Hausler, the DJ, said, That’s a track from Masterful Johnson’s demo tape, recorded at the late Elliot Hawkins’s studio, an exclusive here at KUKQ. He said, I can’t say the real title on the radio, but we’re calling the song ‘D.F.O.’ The only thing that could’ve topped our being on the radio was if House played ‘Cruel Summer’ by Bananarama after us. But he didn’t.


  How did he get our tape, Daisy asked. She looked a little hurt. I said probably someone from the police gave it to them. We agreed we wished we had an agent to handle things. The radio station was playing our song but you couldn’t buy our record anywhere and we weren’t making any money. We started to feel a little ripped off.


  After a Taco Bell commercial, House said, Go ahead, caller. Is the song called ‘Day Fades Out’, the caller guessed. House laughed. (When we recorded the song, Elliot thought it was cool to call the song ‘Do Fuck Off’ without actually putting that lyric in the song—which shows you Elliot’s sense of humor.) Another caller guessed the title was ‘Don’t Forget the Ointment’. House was having such a good time he invited everyone to call in and make a guess.


  Go ahead, caller: ‘Dog Fights Orange.’


  Go ahead, caller: ‘Delia Fakes Orgasm.’


  Go ahead, caller: ‘Dancing for Oreos.’


  Caller: ‘Dental Freak Out.’


  Me and Daisy were in near stitches we were laughing so hard. Daisy decided to call in and solve the puzzle but the line was busy. House played an old New Order song. (Ian Curtis, the lead singer of New Order when New Order was called Joy Division, hung himself right before the start of Joy Division’s 1980 world tour. He’s in Stella’s Suicide Book along with a fiber of rope that’s supposed to be the rope Curtis used.) Daisy kept trying until she finally got through.


  Go ahead, caller, House said.


  It’s called ‘Do Fuck Off’, Daisy said. She said it so fast that even with the five second delay House couldn’t bleep her out.


  How did you ever guess that, House asked.


  I’m the one singing it with Paque, Daisy said.


  House’s radio voice crescendoed. Holy smokes kids, he said, it’s Masterful Johnson on the line. Which one are you, he asked. Daisy said she was Daisy and I turned down the radio and picked up the black and white Swatch phone next to Daisy’s bed. Hello it’s Paque, I said. We told House we were huge fans of the station, not just because we were but because that’s what a band’s supposed to say whenever a DJ interviews them in their hometown. House asked us about our musical background and we told him about how we started Masterful Johnson in high school and that Elliot and Hunter gave us our first real break. House asked if we could tell them anything more about the murders but Daisy told him our lawyer told us not to say anything, even though we didn’t have a lawyer. Do you have plans to release an album, House asked. We said we’d like to but that we didn’t have a label. We didn’t tell him that we didn’t have any other songs besides the two on the demo. We told him that Rick was our manager and was really the one behind us the whole way and we were a little lost without him. It choked us up a little to talk about Rick so House didn’t ask us anymore questions.


  Here’s a second cut from the pride and joy of Arcadia High School, Masterful Johnson, House said in his radio voice.


  I’d like to have you down to the station when you do release an album, House said off air. His radio voice was gone and his regular voice made you think of bees swarming. We said we’d love it and we’d call if that happened. Hey House, Daisy said, will you play some Bananarama? House said he would and we felt as powerful as the president of the United States when the next song came on and it was ‘Robert De Niro’s Waiting’ from Bananarama’s 1984 self-titled album. It’s the first-best album, followed by 1991’s Pop Life. Really they never put out a shite record, but me and Daisy love ‘Venus’ from the 1987 album, Wow! Daisy said we should’ve asked House about the U.S. ‘Wild Life’ mystery and thought about calling him back but didn’t want to wear out our welcome. Besides, Stella investigated it and came up with what is probably the best explanation. She said that when Bananarama was released from London/Polygram in 1984 the album and cassette featured the full-length version of ‘Hotline to Heaven.’ When the record was re-pressed shortly after, the full-length version of ‘Hotline to Heaven’ became a 12” single and the album featured an edited version (3:45), about half the play length, along with ‘The Wild Life’ (3:50). But when the U.S. edition was pressed, the first release was used and so ‘The Wild Life’ doesn’t appear on any U.S. release. There is, however, a U.S. 7” single (3:17) with ‘The State I’m In’ as the B-side. Stella said she tracked down a 12” U.S. promo with the 3:17 version on both sides. She said there’s rumored to be a Canadian 12” with the dub mix and she thinks maybe there’s a Canadian 7”, but she wasn’t positive. Me and Daisy are always on the lookout for it though. We even stop at garage sales on the off-chance someone is throwing away gold.


  No sooner had we hung up with House than the phone rang again. It was someone named Ian Black from Cactus Records, a local label we recognized because they put out records by some of our fave local bands like Dead Hot Workshop and Wise Monkey Orchestra. House gave Ian our number (we wondered how House knew it but Ian told us the radio station had caller ID) and Ian suggested we meet. So me and Daisy went to Cactus Records in Tempe, the college town built up around Arizona State University, a shite college we couldn’t get into when we were thinking about studying music.


  Ian was surprisingly young. He was small but had an intense face, small dark eyes and a forehead like a movie screen. He said he was very glad to meet us and thought it would be great to work together. We toured the studio, which was a small two-room adobe with wood paneling on the inside.


  Let me introduce you to Jammin’ Jay Jasper, he said. Jammin’ Jay was blond and tan and looked like he belonged on the beach in California instead of behind the mixing board. Jammin’ Jay looked familiar too and sure enough he said he was the bass player for Phantasm, a one-hit-wonder band back in the early ’80s.


  Ian wanted to put out a record as soon as possible, to capitalize on the recent press. People’s minds are like sieves, Ian said, so we have to act fast. He asked us if we thought we could come up with some more songs. We said we thought we could but we’d need help and it might take a little while. Jammin’ Jay suggested we release a single with the two songs we already had and Ian agreed this was a good idea. ‘D.F.O.’ was the most requested song on House’s show that week, so that would be the A-side and ‘I’d Kill You if I Thought I Could Get Away with It’ would be the B-side. We all agreed that, due to recent events, the title should be changed. After some serious brainstorming we came up with the substitute title ‘You’re No Fun.’


  We let House dub the demo tape and he returned it to us. It still had a PROPERTY OF PHOENIX POLICE sticker on it. We talked about hiring studio musicians to re-record the songs, but Ian wanted to get the single out literally the next day, so Jammin’ Jay cut our single from the demo tape. He let me and Daisy hang around while he worked. We asked him about Phantasm and he told us some pretty cool tour stories. We didn’t know it, but Phantasm was still huge in Europe and Jammin’ Jay said they played just about every city in every country over there. He told us he played in East Germany before the wall came down. We asked him what it was like to be famous and he just smiled. It’s everything you think it is, he said, but it’s also things you don’t think it is. We asked him what he meant and he said there was a really awful side to being famous. Like being mobbed in a restaurant and stuff like that, we said, nodding our heads that we understood. But that’s not what Jammin’ Jay meant. People do things they wouldn’t normally do, he said. He told us a story about playing in Louisiana—he couldn’t remember where exactly—and how after the show they discovered a group of thirteen-year-old girls waiting backstage to meet them. The group recognized that these weren’t your average poster-plastered bedroom wall fans. The thirteen-year-old girls were painted up with heavy make up and wrapped in revealing dresses and low-cut costumes. Here’s the really horrible part, Jammin’ Jay said, the girls were wrapped up like Christmas presents by the women standing behind them, who were trying to drop them off with promises to pick them up later. Their mothers.


  Jammin’ Jay just sat there shaking his head. The story reminded us of the end of the License to Ill tape of Beastie Boys videos where the Beasties are backstage with these chicks who obviously are in love with them. The Beasties chase the girls around the room and after being caught one of the girls asks Mike D or Ad Rock or MCA—we can never keep those guys straight—to sign her stomach. So whichever one it was takes a marker and starts to sign but pulls back the girl’s stretch pants and ‘accidentally’ drops the marker inside. Then he goes in after it. It was probably one of those moments that shouldn’t have been taped, like that night in Rob Lowe’s Atlanta hotel room. Stella has a pirated copy of that tape and she showed it to me and Daisy. We love Rob Lowe. We think it’s a shame what that tape did to his career, though maybe it’s been long enough now everyone has forgotten. We hope Pee-Wee comes back, too. Last thing we heard, Stella was going to keep another notebook, Career-Ending Scandals, and she was going to put Rob and Pee-Wee in it, along with Roscoe ‘Fatty’ Arbuckle. Me and Daisy had never heard of Fatty Arbuckle until we got a letter from Stella, postmarked from San Francisco. Apparently Arbuckle was the biggest star of his day. There’s no one to compare him to now, Stella said. She was in San Francisco doing research on that day in September 1921. Stella said Arbuckle had three adjoining suites on the twelfth floor of the St. Francis Hotel. His roommate, Fred Fishback, arranged for the party—not Arbuckle like everyone thought. Fishback had invited an actress named Virginia Rappe who Stella said was also a prostitute. Rappe’s madame came too, Bambina Maude Delmont (who the state of California had charged with fifty counts of extortion, bigamy, fraud and racketeering). Arbuckle later said he expressed concern about Rappe’s presence at the party. It was known that Rappe had had five abortions before she was sixteen years old and she and her lover had been thrown off the lot of Keystone because of venereal disease problems. Apparently the producer had the lot fumigated. Anyway, the party took place in suite 1220—the sitting room. 1219 and 1221 were adjoining bedrooms which people traveled in and out of as that’s where the bathrooms were. Even though it was the early years of Prohibition, Fishback had secured liquor, a couple of bottles of Scotch and a bottle of gin. Orange juice and seltzer were sent up from downstairs and everyone was drinking. Virginia Rappe was drinking orange juice and gin.


  Arbuckle had a driving engagement and went into his bedroom, 1219, to change clothes. He locked the door because he didn’t want anyone coming in while he was changing. He found Virginia Rappe passed out on his bathroom floor. He helped her to the bed and, thinking that she was drunk, elevated her feet to help the blood to her head. Arbuckle went back into 1220 to find Maude Delmont, but didn’t see her. He told another guest ‘I think Virginia is sick’ and when Arbuckle and the guest reentered 1219, Virginia Rappe was sitting up on the bed, screaming and tearing at her clothes. Mrs. Delmont finally appeared, drunk, and Arbuckle asked her to make Rappe stop tearing her clothes. Rappe’s shrieks grew in intensity and Arbuckle tried to quiet her. One of her sleeves was hanging by a thread and Arbuckle said, ‘All right, if you want it off, I’ll help you’ and tore off the sleeve. Stella said they used that statement against him in the trial. They also said Arbuckle threatened to kill Maude Delmont. When Fatty returned to the room he found Rappe nude on the bed with Maude Delmont rubbing an ice cube over her body. Arbuckle said he thought Rappe needed real medical attention and Delmont yelled at him to shut up and mind his own business. Fatty didn’t like her tone and told Delmont to shut up or he’d throw her out the window. They tried to turn that into something against him at the trial, too. Finally Virginia Rappe was carried into a room down the hall, 1227, with the help of hotel management. Maude Delmont passed out on the bed next to her. Four days later Virginia Rappe died of peritonitis. Her fallopian tubes had ruptured because of pus accumulation from gonorrhea. But Maude Delmont told the police that Fatty raped her and because he was so huge, he flattened her. Me and Daisy sort of remembered the story after Stella told us but we remembered something about a Coke bottle or a champagne bottle being stuffed between the prostitute’s legs and that Arbuckle had kicked the bottle to wedge it up in there. Stella said a lot of people thought that but that it wasn’t even close to being true. The saddest thing of all, Stella said, was that after a couple trials where Arbuckle was found not guilty, he was going to make a comeback. But he was already an alcoholic and he had a heart attack in New York City.


  You can really learn a lesson from what happened to Fatty, Stella ended her letter. Me and Daisy thought, Yeah, you really could.


  Ian’s girlfriend Marika designed the cover for our single. She was also a singer (Ian was producing her first album). She used the photo from the Arizona Republic but enhanced the colors on her computer so that everything including Daisy’s pink shirt was bright. We told her it looked really great and she was glad we liked it. We met Ian on Sunday and by Tuesday morning ‘D.F.O’ was in every Tower Records in Phoenix. By Wednesday it was in every major record store in the state. Suddenly it wasn’t just House playing our record; flipping through the stations, FM and AM, we could pretty much find it any time of the day. We went to the Tower Records on Mill Avenue—the one by the college—and watched people come in and buy our record. Tower Records had it right up at the register. Mostly it was teenagers and college kids, but some older people bought some too and that made us happy. We wanted everyone to listen to it and thought anyone who liked good music would enjoy it. We gave a bunch to Daisy’s mom, who called it danceable, which, coming from someone older tells you something. But she was still concerned about Elliot and Hunter and called a lawyer she sometimes freelanced for and the lawyer called down to the police station but the police told him me and Daisy weren’t suspects. We were all relieved.


  Meanwhile, we were hard at work in the studio recording our full-length album. We were having trouble coming up with songs. Jammin’ Jay co-wrote one with us called ‘We Love Goo,’ a sort of rock anthem. We had a lot of fun singing that one. Too much fun, in fact. It took us many, many tries to get that one ‘waxed’ (that’s recording talk for ‘recorded’). We would get so excited we’d start yelling the lyrics and laughing and Jammin’ Jay constantly reminded us about the schedule.


  Ian was busy promoting us around town. He visited all the radio stations and the record stores to meet the people who were handling our record. He said he even knew the guys in the warehouse and that’s what made him a good promoter. We asked Ian if he’d be our agent and he said he was already like our manager and that reminded him to have us sign a contract with Cactus Records. Daisy made a flower out of the dot above her i. That’s my new signature, she said.


  Ian booked us in a Tempe music festival called SaltBed, which was held every year in the dried river bed of the Salt River that runs along the border between Phoenix and Tempe.


  Ian said to come up with three more songs to add to ‘D.F.O’ and ‘You’re No Fun’ and ‘We Love Goo’ for our EP titled We’re Masterful Johnson. The three new songs, all written by Jammin’ Jay, were: ‘I Don’t Want It if You Don’t’ (starts out with slow synthesizers like ‘Forever Young’ by Alphaville or that Asia song we can never remember the title of), ‘Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!’ (a pure pop song, a cross between Cyndi Lauper and Adam Ant about one lover waiting for another at the airport), and a song about easy money and fame called ‘Desperately Seeking Pacino,’ which Jammin’ Jay admitted drew heavily on the early work of ABC, specifically ‘Poison Arrow’ from their 1982 album Lexicon of Love as well as from 1985’s How to Be a Zillionaire (the lead singer of that band got Hodgkin’s disease and we’re hoping when he’s well ABC will have a huge comeback). In just two days Jammin’ Jay had written three new songs and had the instrumental tracks laid down. We marveled at his brilliance.


  Masterful Johnson was the top bill at SaltBed and me and Daisy started to get really nervous. We practiced nonstop but our voices didn’t seem to be able to handle the material. Ian called a special meeting and it was decided that, until we could really perform our songs, we’d lip sync. We’ll record special live versions, Ian said. So that’s what we did, adding a ‘Hello Phoenix!’ at the beginning of ‘D.F.O.’ Jammin’ Jay rearranged a couple of the songs and added a sort of disco song called ‘Trip the Light.’ We’ll give them something new, he said. We also recorded an acoustic version of ‘You’re No Fun.’ Jammin’ Jay coached us on how to lip sync. It’s an art form like anything else, if it’s done right, he said. You can’t just get up there and move your lips, he said, you’re not puppets. He showed us how to breathe correctly and told us we should go through all the motions of actually singing except to keep the sound locked up in our throats.


  We were feeling pretty confident and agreed to work with a voice coach when it was over. Being the good guy that he is, Ian said he’d release the new recording as a special ‘Live from SaltBed’ recording. He said they could add the crowd noise and me and Daisy were amazed. It practically moved us to tears how nice Ian was to us. It reminded of us of how nice Rick was to us and thinking about him made us sad. We felt lucky to have in Ian someone as nice as Rick.


  Stella’s plane landed a few hours before the show. We’d been calling Stella all along the way, telling her what was happening with Masterful Johnson and she said she was happy for us, but we thought she was a little jealous, too. We picked Stella up on the way to our gig and the first thing she said was, Did you hear about Falco? We hadn’t and Stella told us that Falco—whose real name was Johann Hoelzal—died in a car crash in the Dominican Republic while on vacation. This happened back in February, Stella said, and the details are still a little sketchy. The three of us loved that song ‘Rock Me Amadeus.’


  It just goes to show you, Daisy said. One of Daisy’s greatest fears is dying a random, senseless death. She told me she had the feeling her life was going to end abruptly and violently, like Falco’s. Daisy asked Stella, Was he wearing a seatbelt. Daisy always wore her seatbelt. Stella said she wasn’t sure but she did know he hit a bus straight on and died at the hospital from head injuries. Was he the one driving, Daisy asked. Stella wasn’t sure. Daisy got real quiet and didn’t say anything else the rest of the ride.


  It was good to see Stella again. Sometimes when you get so driven about something you forget to stop and think about the whole thing. Me and Daisy would be the first to admit that we partly wanted to continue with Masterful Johnson just out of spite because of Stella leaving, but really SaltBed was about the three of us, like we used to be.


  We had some time to kill so the three of us milled around the Salt Mine, a camp of tents selling authentic Indian jewelry, potted cacti, beaded necklaces, vintage clothing, etc. Me and Daisy were surprised more people didn’t recognize us. Stella bought one of those necklaces with a little vial of colored beads hanging from it. For luck, she said.


  Besides us, the most exciting news that year was that the people at SaltBed were finally able to get a cool act that wasn’t local. We don’t know how they did it, but they were able to lure the Boston band Fuzzy out to Arizona to play. Fuzzy is one of the best pure power pop bands around. Me and Daisy think Hilken Mancini’s and Chris Toppin’s voices are right up there and once in awhile (like on the song ‘Glad Again’ off their excellent album Electric Juices) the band reminds us of Bananarama. We have been fans since we got a bootleg of a show where Fuzzy opened up for Dinosaur Jr. at some college. We like Dinosaur Jr. too but Fuzzy is the ultimate. Listen to ‘Miss the Mark’ and then listen to ‘It Started Today’ if you want to hear what a wide ranging talent they are.


  So it was one of the highlights of our life to actually get to meet Fuzzy. And they were cool, really down-to-earth. We were nervous about approaching Hilken and Chris but they were sweethearts (the bassist and drummer are dreamboats, by the way) and we gave Hilken a copy of We’re Masterful Johnson and she seemed genuinely eager to listen to it, which pumped me and Daisy up.


  What pumped us up even more was when we were backstage getting ready and this short, thick man with dark hair and dark eyes came over and said ‘Excuse me’ in a heavy accent that made me and Daisy think of Boss Hogg from The Dukes of Hazzard. He introduced himself as Scott Key, an A&R guy for Sony Records. Scott Key told us he thought we were terrific, just terrific. He said we were really going to be the Next Big Thing. When the floodgates open on you two, he said, the whole world is going to love Masterful Johnson. He said he’d been sent out from L.A. especially to see us and that Sony wanted to sign us. Me and Daisy and Stella just sat there with our mouths open. Scott Key asked us if we were free to sign with Sony. We said, What did he mean, free? He asked if we were under contract with Cactus Records for another album. It occurred to us then that as far as we had ever talked about it with Ian, we were free to sign with Sony. We thought for sure Ian would be happy that such a big record company was interested in us. Scott Key kept saying the floodgates were going to open up on the whole world and he got me and Daisy pretty excited. He said we’d go to L.A. and shoot a video for ‘D.F.O.’ to play on MTV. Posters, T-shirts, hats, bumper stickers—maybe your own cartoon series, he said. It all sounded good to us. He gave us his card. I have to leave immediately after the show, he told us. He had to be in Texas the next day for the South by Southwest festival in Austin to check out a whole roster of bands like the Paranoids, Ramona the Pest, and Astro Chicken. We said we thought he had a great job and he said it was only great when he found talent like me and Daisy. Scott Key told us to call him that Monday, and that’s what we planned to do.


  Summers in Arizona are notoriously brutal and the first day of the SaltBed Festival was especially so. In addition to giving away free bottles of water, a misting system was set up backstage along with industrial fans that whirred like a sky full of jet airplanes. The security staff took turns hosing off the crowd from the stage and it was hard to tell who was enjoying it more.


  The heat was certainly a factor in what happened. In retrospect, the Falco story probably didn’t help either. Plus we’d stayed up all night excited about our recording future. Plus we were excited to see Stella again after such a long time. Also some of the bands before us played longer than they were scheduled, adding frustration to our nervousness. Jammin’ Jay was nowhere to be found until right before we went on and he said Ian wasn’t going to make it at all. We thought Ian had found out about Scott Key and was pissed, and we felt extreme guilt about it. Another factor—and I still blame Stella for this—was that Daisy had found Stella’s Murder Book and found the page about Elliot and Hunter and Rick and, gruesome as she can be, Stella had autopsy pictures and Daisy’d ripped out the pages and had them in her back pocket. I found all this out later at the hospital and all Daisy said was, They don’t belong in the book, they were real people.


  Finally Jammin’ Jay materialized and we took the stage with all this on our minds but we tried to give the very best performance we could. Even though it was night, people were still fanning themselves, pouring bottled water over their heads. Most of the guys were shirtless and a lot of women were in bikini tops and bras. It looked hot from the stage and the industrial fans the crew had set up couldn’t beat back the day’s heat or the heat coming from the lights overhead. So yeah, you guessed it, we were just about to hit the refrain of our first song, ‘Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!’ when Daisy flat passed out. Midway through spinning around, something she liked to do, she hit the stage floor. I thought she tripped and would get back up but when the crowd started craning their necks I looked over and saw she was out cold, her voice coming loud and strong through the speakers overhead. There was a moment of confusion where the festival paramedics rushed the stage while I frantically yelled for Jammin’ Jay to cut the tape. The audience looked confused too but they quickly figured it out and started booing and hissing. The paramedics hauled Daisy offstage and Stella said she’d ride with her to the hospital. Jammin’ Jay said, We best get out of here. The crowd seemed to be getting louder and the stage was suddenly heaped with empty water bottles, plastic cups, frisbees and anything else people could find to throw. The only thing I could equal to the feeling of sneaking away from the SaltBed Festival is when you lose your wallet and you think, it’s not that big of a deal. Then you realize you have to cancel your credit cards. Then you realize you have to get a new driver’s license. Then you realize you didn’t cash your paycheck and will have to have another one issued. Then you realize you had over a hundred dollars in your wallet. That’s how it hit me, in stages. At the hospital Stella hugged me and I said, We’re ruined. It was on the radio, she said. Daisy looked pale and she drank and refilled two full glasses of water. In our minds we were both thinking what would Bananarama have done if something like this had happened to them. Surely all the times Sara and Keren went on stages in London there was at least one mechanical problem. How would they have coped?


  Why doesn’t Ian call, Daisy asked. We dialed the number for the studio on the phone in Daisy’s room, but the answering machine came on. We hung up and the phone rang; it was Ian on his mobile phone. He told us he was in an accident and that’s why he couldn’t make it. His voice was changed. He was really somber and we hoped he would tell us it was going to be all right. But he didn’t seem to know anything about what had happened. We asked him if he’d talked to Jammin’ Jay and he said, I’ve got something to tell you. We thought he was going to tell us it was all over—which of course it was—but what he said really floored us. The songs Jammin’ Jay quote unquote wrote are old unrecorded Phantasm songs, Ian said, and Phantasm is suing me personally and the group professionally for copyright infringement. Ian said what he was going to do when he got his hands on Jammin’ Jay, but his cell phone cut out and he didn’t call back.


  A woman from the front desk came with some papers and asked Daisy for her autograph. Daisy dotted her i with a flower but the woman didn’t notice. Stella sat next to Daisy and held her hand. She’s going to be all right, someone out in the hall said. Stella said, This isn’t anything, don’t worry about it. Daisy opened her eyes and breathed in deep and then closed her eyes again. I felt faint and fell into the chair in the corner. What time is your flight back tomorrow, I asked and Stella said, I’ll stay until we get out. But in the morning she was gone with a note that said, Please come visit me in California. Typical Stella.


  In the morning we called Scott Key. As I tried to explain to the woman in Scott Key’s office who we were, an orderly came for Daisy’s breakfast tray and as he took it away I noticed the letters SOS traced in spilt salt.


  Stella


  


  The way you win a dead pool, if you’re not familiar, is you pick a list of people you think are going to drop dead. You pick for the entire year. The one with the most right wins. Like anything. The trick is to have a couple wild cards, people that no one would ever pick. You get those by doing your homework, like reading the National Enquirer and those kinds of papers. But also you have to think a little bit, too. You read the regular news and think, Why is so-and-so canceling all of his appointments? How is so-and-so doing now that his wife is gone? Sometimes silence is the biggest clue. If you go a while without hearing anything about so-and-so, that’s usually a good indicator.


  Living in Hollywood helps, too. You hear a million rumors and all it takes is for the wildest one to be true and you move ahead of everyone else (any pick under age forty-five pays double dividends). Different dead pools have different rules; some say the obituary has to appear in at least three national newspapers to count, some prohibit two players from choosing the same celebrity, others are lotteries (names are drawn from a hat for $10 each and when a celebrity dies that ticket holder wins, clearing out the jackpot).


  I’m in all the big pools: The Lee Atwater Invitational (http://stiffs.com), Chalk Outlines (http://pwl.netcom.com.~jluger/chalkout.html), and the original dead pool, started in the ’70s, The Game (http://members.aol.com/ggghostie/home.html). I had Kurt Cobain in ’94 and two years ago I had Chris Farley (yeah, for a heart attack—but points are points). But I haven’t been able to win it. This year my trump is Bryan Metro, the rock and roller who, my sources tell me, has fallen off the wagon in a big way. Metro canceled two shows in Tokyo last month due to ‘fatigue.’ So far, no other pooler has added Metro to their list.


  My boyfriend, Craig, thinks I’m a sick puppy. He’s just jaded about Hollywood, though. I met him when we both went to network on a pilot. The show was called La Brea and was about these ten friends who all worked at a restaurant called—you guessed it—La Brea, and I was to play Katy, the waitress/photographer and Craig was going to be Blaine, the pool shark/model. Craig had already been cast as Blaine and they brought me in to read opposite him and the scene was one where Blaine asks Katy to take some head shots of him and they end up falling in love. It was sort of romantic, even though the room was full of people, and I was clicking away on an imaginary camera. The audition was my one millionth in the few months I’d been living in California, and there was a weird sort of connection with me and Craig. He’s not my usual type; he’s more handsome than the guys I dated back in Phoenix. I mean he’s too handsome. He’s a dead ringer for Christopher Reeve, which he thinks has hurt his career. People look at me and see Superman, he sighs. But it made him perfect for the role of Blaine on La Brea and even though I didn’t get the part, I moved in to his apartment at Highland Gardens, a ’50s hotel on the corner of Vine and Outpost someone had converted to apartments. The show wasn’t picked up though, so Craig had to go back to his old job doing dinner theater at the Starion, an old morgue turned into a restaurant down on Sunset Boulevard.


  Since Craig is the star of the Starion, he was able to get me a job there, too. When it opened in the early ’90s the dinner theater was primarily based on the works of Agatha Christie. It was my idea to do celebrity deaths (the restaurant was a morgue, after all). Monday night we do the murder of Lana Turner’s mobster boyfriend, Wednesday is the drowning of Natalie Wood, Friday is a medley of automobile deaths: James Dean, Isadora Duncan and Jayne Mansfield. I suggested adding the murder of Bob Crane and a couple celebrity suicides, but management didn’t think the crowd would want snapped necks or bashed brains with their linguine and clam sauce.


  Due to an exceptional review in the Los Angeles Times, Monday night is packed with guys in suits and their elegantly dressed ladies, everyone giggling nervously as the wait staff attend to filling water glasses and taking dinner orders.


  Break a leg, baby, Craig says, kissing me on the mouth.


  Break a leg, I say back. I put my hand on my stomach to calm the butterflies.


  The house lights go down and the crowd hushes, squinting through the low light from the candles on their tables at the red-curtained stage. Craig switches on the microphone. Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Monday night at the Starion. Now that your waiters and waitresses have your orders please stay seated and silent. Our presentation lasts an hour, without intermission, and we expect to hold you spellbound for that hour. If you should need your waiter or waitress, please extinguish the candle on your table and wait patiently. We hope you enjoy the show.


  Craig switches off the microphone and takes two deep breaths.


  On a rainy April night in 1958, he begins again into the microphone, the police were summoned to 730 North Bedford Drive in Beverly Hills… the home of screen star Lana Turner.


  That is my cue. The stage lights go up on Lana’s gorgeous pink bedroom and I pretended to be folding laundry on the bed. I wear a white blouse and black pedal pushers with my hair up under a pink scarf. I’m barefoot, like Lana was that night. Craig’s voice booms as I walk back and forth to the closet and the dresser.


  Johnny Stompanato, a former bodyguard for mobman Mickey Cohen, had fallen in love with the glamorous movie star. Theirs was a passionate affair, but when Turner learned of Stompanato’s underworld connections she refused to be seen in public with him. Nominated for an Oscar for her performance in Peyton Place, Turner wouldn’t allow Stompanato to escort her to the awards ceremony… so he beat her to within an inch of her life. The tension increased as Lana would phone Stompanato continuously, telling him how much she missed and loved and wanted him but wouldn’t meet him anywhere other than the seclusion of an apartment. Finally… the lies and confusion came to a head.


  There’s a stage knock and Lana says, ‘I don’t want to talk to you.’


  ‘C’mon, baby,’ Stompanato says. ‘It’s me.’


  ‘We’re through,’ Lana yells through the door. ‘Go away!’


  Three more loud knocks. ‘Open this motherfucker up!’


  Lana hurries to the door, unlocking it.


  ‘We’re through,’ Lana says, looking Stompanato straight on.


  ‘You’ll never get away from me,’ Stompanato says, closing the door. Then, angrily, ‘I’ll cut you good, baby. No one will ever look at that pretty face again.’


  Lana moves to the far end of the dresser. ‘First you lied about your name—-John Steele. God, it sounds like a porno name, I should’ve known—and now I find out you lied about your age.’


  Stompanato feigns ignorance. ‘What are you talkin’ about?’


  ‘That’s why you left in such a hurry this afternoon, isn’t it? You knew Bill Brooks recognized you, right? He told me all about you back in military school in Missouri. He told me to stay away from you,’ Lana says, her voice rising.


  Stompanato grabs her by the arm. ‘It’s too late for that now, isn’t it?’


  Offstage, Molly Mann, in the role of Lana’s fourteen-year-old daughter Cheryl, yells, ‘Mother! What’s going on?’


  Stompanato loosens his grip. ‘You’re not going to get rid of me so easy, Miss Movie star!’


  ‘Please, Mother, can I see you for a second?’ Cheryl says.


  Stompanato turns to the wall, trembling with rage.


  ‘Come in,’ Lana says. Cheryl enters stage left and reaches out for her mother’s hand, feeling her icy fingers. The two take a few steps in the direction opposite Stompanato.


  ‘Why don’t you just tell him to go?’ Cheryl whispers. ‘You’re a coward, Mother.’


  ‘You don’t understand,’ Lana whispers. ‘I’m deathly afraid of him.’


  ‘Don’t worry. I won’t leave you,’ Cheryl says. ‘I won’t be far away.’


  Cheryl exits stage right and Lana, newly confident, squares her shoulders and faces Stompanato. ‘I want you to get out.’


  Stompanato turns on Lana. ‘You’ll never get away from me! Wherever you go, I’ll find you and I’ll cut you good, baby. You’ll never work again. And don’t think I won’t also get your mother and your kid.’


  Lana pushes Stompanato. ‘I’ve had just enough!’


  ‘Cunt! You’re dead!’ Stompanato grabs a hanger from the closet and raises it to strike Lana just as Cheryl pounds on the door.


  ‘Let me in! Let me talk to both of you!’


  Lana swings the door open, Stompanato behind her, and Cheryl enters, walking in a straight line, as if trying to pass the sobriety test of her life. She and Stompanato come together like they’re hugging.


  ‘My God, Cheryl, what have you done?’ Stompanato says, falling on his back.


  Cheryl drops the knife and runs from the room as the curtain falls.


  Several of the kitchen staff, who are also actors, appear in the second half, which consists of the circus surrounding the next few hours at the mansion in Beverly Hills. The cook’s assistant plays Jerry Geisler, the famous lawyer who got Errol Flynn acquitted twice of having sex with underage girls; others play the paramedics, the doctor who can’t get a pulse, the chief of police, and a reporter from a Hollywood tabloid. The show ends with Cheryl being hauled off to jail and Lana screaming, ‘Bring back my baby!’


  After the show Craig takes me to the Denny’s on Hollywood Boulevard for grilled cheese sandwiches, our post-show ritual. I notice some fake blood dried under my fingernails so I give the waitress—Amy, a film student at UCLA—my order and go to the bathroom to wash my hands. The hot water doesn’t work. I scrape at the blood with my fingernails and then I see it, up above the automatic hand dryer, scratched into a beige tile: BRYAN METRO IS DEAD.


  ‘Beverly Hills Hotel’.


  ‘Bryan Metro, please.’


  ‘Room number?’


  ‘Don’t you know it?’


  ‘Ma’am, I‘m sorry but we can’t connect you by name, only by room number.’


  ‘Actually, I’m not sure that he didn’t check out already. Can you tell me if he’s even still there?’


  ‘I’m sorry. I can’t give out any information about our guests.’


  ‘I just remembered: it’s room six.’


  ‘There is no room six here.’


  ‘I said Room sixty. Six-oh.’


  ‘Goodbye.’


  ‘Beverly Hills Hotel’.


  ‘Room 2132, please.’


  ‘Thank you.’


  ‘Hello?’


  ‘Bryan?’


  ‘Oh, I’m afraid they’ve rung the wrong number.’


  ‘I’m very sorry. I hope I didn’t disturb you. While I have you on the line though may I ask you a question?’


  ‘Well, I really don’t know. Who are you calling for?’


  ‘That’s what I want to ask you about. Do you know if Bryan Metro is staying there? I mean, have you seen him around the pool?’


  ‘Who’s Bryan Metro?’


  ‘The rock star. You know, Big Noise and The Vegetable King. I’m his cousin in from South Dakota and I was supposed to meet him but I can’t remember the number.’


  ‘Did you ask the front desk?’


  ‘They were unhelpful.’


  ‘Well, I don’t know who he is. So I don’t know if he’s here. Sorry.’


  ‘That’s okay. Thanks for your patience.’


  ‘I did see Alex Trebek at the hotel bar last night.’


  ‘Oh?’


  ‘Yeah, he’s not as smart as he thinks he is. I asked him the four states whose capital shares the same first letter as the name of the state. He was stumped. Do you know that one?’


  ‘I guess I don’t.’


  ‘Maybe I should go on Jeopardy! What do you think?’


  ‘Go for it.’


  ‘Maybe I will.’


  ‘Anyway, thanks a lot.’


  ‘You’re welcome.’


  ‘Chasen’s.’


  ‘Yeah, I was in Bryan Metro’s party last night and I think I left my glasses at the bar.’


  ‘Are you sure you have the right restaurant? Bryan Metro hasn’t been in here for weeks—’


  ‘Yeah, I’m sure.’


  ‘—and he’s not allowed back as far as my manager’s concerned, so it definitely wasn’t last night.’


  ‘Oh, maybe I do have the wrong place.’


  ‘Okay.’


  ‘But he was there a few weeks ago?’


  ‘It was maybe more.’


  ‘Before or after he was in Japan?’


  ‘What am I, his personal assistant? How should I know.’


  ‘Okay.’


  ‘ ’Bye.’


  ‘Wait. Why isn’t Bryan allowed at Chasen’s?’


  ‘You’re his friend—you ask him.’


  ‘Cedars-Siani.’


  ‘Admitting, please.’


  ‘Is this an emergency?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘One moment.’


  ‘Admitting.’


  ‘Yes, I’m calling to find out if Bryan Metro has been admitted to the hospital.’


  ‘I’m sorry, I really can’t give that information out.’


  ‘I see.’


  ‘Are you a reporter?’


  ‘Uh, no, not really.’


  ‘What do you mean not really?’


  ‘Well, you’re not allowed to talk to reporters, right?’


  ‘Not on the record, no.’


  ‘Are you saying you can say something off the record?’


  ‘Well, I might be persuaded, but you can’t use my name.’


  ‘I don’t know your name.’


  ‘Right.’


  ‘Well? Has Bryan Metro been admitted?’


  ‘No. But we did admit someone today.’


  ‘Yeah? Who?’


  ‘Someone pretty famous.’


  ‘Who?’


  ‘Guess.’


  ‘Uh, give me a hint.’


  ‘You’ll never guess.’


  ‘Is it someone who knows Bryan Metro?’


  ‘Forget Bryan Metro—he isn’t here.’


  ‘Would Bryan Metro know who this person is?’


  ‘I would hope so.’


  ‘Is it a man or a woman?’


  ‘Man.’


  ‘Is he famous just in Hollywood or all over the world?’


  ‘How can anyone just be famous in Hollywood?’


  ‘Good point.’


  ‘Shit, here comes my boss.’


  ‘Wait—’


  ‘Forest Lawn Cemetery.’


  ‘Hi. I have sort of an odd question.’


  ‘It’s a cemetery, honey. You won’t offend anyone here.’


  ‘Is Bryan Metro buried up there?’


  ‘Metro… Metro… let me think. Is he that silent film star?’


  ‘No, he’s a musician.’


  ‘When did he die?’


  ‘Well, I’m not sure he did die.’


  ‘Tell you the truth, I’m pretty new here and I don’t know. The computers are down, too. Normally you can look something like that up. Do you want me to call you back when the computers are up?’


  ‘I could call you back. I’m not really at a number where I can be reached.’


  ‘Metro, Metro. It doesn’t ring a bell. The only ones I know for sure are Gene Autry (he’s in the Sheltering Hills section, Grave 1048, just in front of one of the statues), Lucille Ball (she’s in the Columbarium of Radiant Dawn in the Court of Remembrance), and Scatman Crothers (he’s Lincoln Terrace Plot 4545).’


  ‘Andy Gibb’s there, too.’


  ‘Oh yeah?’


  ‘You know who’s right above him?’


  ‘Who?’


  ‘The dwarf who played E.T.’


  ‘No shit. I loved that movie.’


  ‘Well, anyway. I might call you back. When do you think the computers will be back up?’


  ‘Who knows about these things?’


  Right as I roll to a stop on Rodeo Paque turns up the stereo and says, What can beat Marlon Brando’s trash?


  I nod, saying, It’s a score for sure.


  It smells, Daisy says from the backseat.


  Even though it’s night, someone uses the diagonal crosswalk and I watch our reflection in the windows of Pierre Cardin.


  How do they know we’re not just saying it’s Brando’s garbage, Daisy asks.


  We’ll have to dig through it for something personal, I say.


  I think there’s fish in here, Daisy says.


  Roll down the window, Paque says.


  Okay, I say, who’s next?


  Paque pulls the yellow envelope out of the glove box and sifts through the address slips I stole from Imagistic Photo Developers, a swanky film developing place where I work on the weekends until I can get my big break.


  Do you have David Hasselhoffs address, Daisy asks.


  I don’t think so, I say.


  Too bad, she says, I’ll bet he’s got all kinds of cheesy stuff to steal.


  Paque holds one of the slips under the glove box light. I can’t read this one, she says.


  What’s the address, I ask.


  1700 Coldwater Canyon.


  Forget it. That’s where Carrie Fisher lives. She’s got big gates, I say.


  How do you know, Paque asks.


  I put my blinker on and turn left. I’ve been by it, I say.


  Pick someone, Daisy says. This stuff really stinks.


  You pick, Paque says. She holds the envelope open over her shoulder and Daisy reaches in.


  Who’d you get, I ask.


  It’s a tie, she says. Tom Bosley and Peter Falk.


  I vote for Mr. Cunningham, I say.


  Where does Columbo live, Paque asks.


  I turn down the radio—the B-52’s—to hear the address.


  1004 Roxbury Drive.


  We’re close to Roxbury, Daisy says.


  Let’s go then, Paque says.


  I gotta get out of this car, Daisy says.


  I suggest a quick dinner where we can sort it out, get some more loot and meet the others up at the Hollywood sign to get scored.


  You like Mexican, I ask.


  Sounds good, Paque says.


  Any place, Daisy says.


  I pull into the parking lot of El Coyote on Beverly, a Mexican restaurant whose food is notoriously bad but I can’t resist showing it to Paque and Daisy. This is where Sharon Tate had her last meal, I tell them as we drift to a stop.


  Who’s Sharon Tate, Paque asks.


  You know, I say. Charles Manson.


  That’s sick, Paque says. This isn’t going to be a tour, is it?


  I laugh. Daisy climbs out and the Hefty bag of Brando’s trash sags on the backseat.


  Should we go through that before or after we eat, Daisy asks.


  After, Paque says, or I’ll lose my appetite.


  I notice a catering truck idling on the street as we push through the front doors of the El Coyote and Paque lets out a wow when she sees all the cameras and lights inside.


  They’re filming something, I say.


  Daisy trips on a thick black cord taped to the floor. A short man in a yellow baseball cap approaches us.


  Is the restaurant open, I ask.


  Yeah, come in, the short man says, We’re filming an MTM here and all the customers are extras. I just need you to sign this.


  The short man hands us a clipboard.


  What’s an MTM, Daisy asks.


  Made-for-TV-Movie, the short man answers.


  What’s it about, I ask.


  The short man puffs up with importance. Charlie Manson, he says.


  The three of us are seated at a brown formica-top table and someone, maybe a waitress, brings us a plate of burritos. The other tables are eating burritos too, and everyone is looking excitedly at the table under the glare of the lights. The young actress playing Sharon Tate is a dead ringer. I don’t recognize any of the actors, except maybe the one playing Abigail Folger, Tate’s friend. It looks like Jenny Martins, who beat me out for a network pilot about a gas station in Ohio.


  The short man comes into our line of vision and standing next to him is the director, who calls out to the extras, OK, in this scene Sharon and her friends are enjoying their dinner—like you folks are—and Manson gets up and walks by their table and stares Sharon down.


  The director turns to the short man. Are we set for the two shots, he asks. The table shot and the tracking shot?


  All set, the short man answers.


  Look at that, Paque whispers.


  We all look and see the actor playing Charlie Manson, who is so into his role he sneers at us.


  Manson was never in the El Coyote, I say under my breath.


  Hey, the short man says, hearing me. We’re taking some liberties. Are we going to have troublemakers here?


  The entire restaurant is staring and Sharon looks over her shoulder impatiently.


  I shake my head no.


  OK, good, the short man says.


  We get through the table shot in four takes. There’s some easy banter between the actors about when Sharon’s then-husband Roman Polanski is coming back from London and what Sharon’s next project is.


  The burritos are cold and the three of us do the acting job of a lifetime just pretending to eat them. We stop when the tracking shot is set up. The director tells us to take fifteen and I ask Paque and Daisy if they’d rather split and finish the scavenger hunt.


  This is sort of cool, Paque admits. You’d never see something like this in Phoenix.


  There’s usually a cool party after the hunt is over though, I say. Daisy?


  Daisy is still picking at her burrito, not taking her eyes off the actor playing Manson. He looks just like him, she says. Look how much he looks like him.


  His name is probably Jim and he probably lives in Reseda, I say.


  I’m certain the actress playing Abigail Folger is Jenny Martins and all I need is for her to come over and ask me how it’s going. It hasn’t come up, and I hope Paque and Daisy have forgotten my boasts when they dropped me off at the airport when I left Phoenix, about how big I was going to make it, but the thought of being humiliated in front of them by Jenny Martins makes me anxious. Do you want to stay or go, I ask.


  Daisy quits picking at her burrito and I look at Paque, who is watching Daisy, concerned about whether or not Daisy is going to have another one of her fits. If she loses it, there’s no telling in what way she’ll lose it. The funniest time she lost it was when we were in high school, at the U2 concert at Sun Devil Stadium, when we saw the actor Bill Murray and Daisy screamed in his face.


  We were all anxious that night because Kissel told us he could get us backstage. We overheard some woman telling her friend about seeing Charlie Sheen in the line for the men’s room. And we loved Charlie Sheen. I was high-strung that night myself because we—Paque and Daisy and me—had just come from a gig as fantasy wrestlers (which was Kissel’s business) and it hadn’t gone so well.


  The three of us were trying to get some money to go to England that summer to try to meet Bananarama. We’d tried raising money by selling No Bakes, a cookie Daisy’s father invented, at the spring training games in Scottsdale, but we ate more than we sold.


  So Kissel (who was my boyfriend at the time; I was seventeen and he was twenty-four) said he had this big-time client who wanted to wrestle three young girls. We didn’t know anything about fantasy wrestling—we only knew it was what Kissel did. Kissel explained the levels of fantasy wrestling: competitive (where each wrestler tries to win), semicompetitive (where you wrestle for real but more just to do different moves and not necessarily to win) and fantasy matches, which is very light wrestling where women put men in different holds and the men try to get out of them.


  The big-time client wanted a fantasy match and Kissel said he’d give us each $1,000 so we said we’d do it. Kissel showed us a move called body scissors—the only move he said we’d really need—where you take your legs and wrap them around a person and squeeze as tight as you can and the other person tries to break free. We also learned a couple of pinning holds, like the half-nelson, the chicken wing, and the near-side cradle, which Kissel said were popular moves in fantasy wresting as the wrestler teeters on the back of her opponent, which the opponent enjoys.


  The big-time client was staying at the Ritz-Carlton and Kissel waited in the room while the three of us changed into our lacy negligees. We could hear Kissel and the big-time client talking business. Kissel pocketed the down payment and helped strip down the bed (sheets were dangerous to the wrestler).


  I’m right outside the door, he said.


  The match started with just Paque, who scissored the guy around the neck, his head buried deep between her legs. The guy didn’t try too hard to break free, but he eventually did. He called out for Daisy and me to jump in and we circled the edge of the bed, thinking about that $1,000 all the way.


  What happened, and why Kissel came running into the room, and why we were edgy the rest of the night, is that the three of us had the guy facedown on the bed, his arms and legs locked up and, while we didn’t realize it, we were suffocating him. The guy kicked free, knocking Paque off the bed. I lost my balance and the guy’s arms came free and in all his flailing he punched Daisy in the nose. Daisy screamed, probably more at the sight of the watery blood streaming out of her nose than the fact that she’d been hit. Kissel pounded on the door but we were all so stunned—the guy included—that no one made a move to open the door and Kissel charged in, saw the blood, and hauled off and decked the client. We tried to tell Kissel what happened but he kept punching the guy and we grabbed some hotel robes (and a towel for Daisy) and waited in Kissel’s car.


  Finally Kissel came out the back entrance and he was madder than shit.


  The guy didn’t even have the money, he said.


  Daisy lay down on the backseat and her nose finally stopped bleeding. Kissel split the down payment—$500—between the three of us, not taking a share for himself.


  You should get your share, Paque said.


  I got my share, Kissel said.


  We used some of our money that night to buy concert T-shirts. We bought XXL’s and draped them over us so that we looked like three ghosts moving through the smoky stadium. Kissel was on the lookout for the dude who was supposed to get us backstage, so he wasn’t really watching Bono and the boys. The more Kissel scanned the crowd, the more nervous the three of us got. We decided to go get Cokes and that’s when we saw Bill Murray. He sort of just appeared and I said, Look, and Daisy looked up and started screaming a high pitch scream. People around us laughed and Bill Murray smiled and started screaming, matching Daisy’s screams pitch for pitch. Daisy was screaming so hard her nose started to bleed again and Bill Murray looked a little freaked out and his friends pulled him away and we ducked into a bathroom, cutting ahead of everyone in line.


  Remember when we saw Bill Murray, I ask, trying to get Daisy’s attention.


  That was hilarious, Paque says.


  Hey Stella, Daisy says, What exactly did Manson do to them?


  The short man walks by and I wait for him to pass before I say, He didn’t do anything. He had people do it. He wasn’t there.


  Wasn’t he in love with Sharon Tate, Paque asks.


  No, you’re thinking of the guy who shot President Reagan, I say.


  Daisy asks me to tell her exactly what happened that night and I tell her about how Sharon Tate and Roman Polanski had rented the house on Cielo Drive, about how Sharon was eight months pregnant and that Polanski was in London, working on a film, but was planning on returning for the birth of his child. So Sharon wouldn’t be alone, Abigail Folger and her boyfriend Wojciech ‘Voyteck’ Frykowski were staying at the house. Their friend Jay Sebring, the famed hairstylist, was there that night too.


  They had dinner at the El Coyote and returned to the house. Across town, Charlie Manson sent Tex Watson, Pat Krenwinkle, Susan Atkins, and Linda Kasabian out in a 1959 Ford to the house on Cielo Drive. It was around midnight and Tex cut the phone lines, which landed on the gate. Manson’s group had to scale a hillside because they were afraid of being electrocuted. As they landed in the compound, a pair of headlights came at them. The women hid and Tex held up his hand. The headlights stopped and eighteen-year-old Steve Parent hopped out of the white Rambler. Parent had been up to the guest house to see William Garretson, the caretaker, who was trying to sell him a radio. Tex gave Parent four bullets at point blank range.


  Didn’t the people in the house hear the shots, Daisy asks.


  Apparently not, I say, because Tex was able to cut a screen in the back of the house and let the others in. They rounded everyone up in the front room and Tex wrapped a rope around Jay Sebring’s neck and slung it up over one of the rafters. He started fixing the other end of the rope around Sharon Tate’s neck but Sebring begged that she was pregnant and Tex just shot him. Voyteck’s hands had been tied with a towel and he struggled free and a fight ensued. Voyteck ran out the front door but was stabbed fifty-one times, shot and pistol-whipped on the front lawn. Abigail Folger tried to run for it but was tackled by Krenwinkle and Tex killed her just outside the house. Which just left Sharon Tate, who pled for the life of her unborn child. Tex said, Woman, I have no mercy for you and stabbed her sixteen times. They used her blood to write PIG on the front door.


  That’s disgusting, Paque says.


  But why did Manson tell them to do it, Daisy asks.


  Manson wanted to be a rock star, I explained, and the guy who owned the house was a music producer who had told Charlie he didn’t have any talent. Manson didn’t know the guy had rented the house out to Sharon Tate and Roman Polanski.


  OK, people, the short man says, We’re rolling in five.


  And guess what, I say. Most people don’t know that Steve McQueen was supposed to be there that night too but he got in a fight with his wife and took off somewhere else.


  Lucky, Paque says.


  The restaurant is brought to order. A group of five appear in the door, confused by the makeshift set, and the short man shoos them out.


  The director yells, Action, and the actor playing Charlie Manson stops eating, stares in the direction of Sharon Tate’s table, and pushes back his chair. He is supposed to walk through the restaurant, staring at Sharon’s table, which erupts in laughter as Manson strolls by. Once at the door, Manson is to stop, turn around, and narrow his eyes at Sharon and her friends.


  But when he passes our table, Daisy drops her fork onto her plate and says, Don’t. She puts her foot in the aisle, as if to trip him.


  Cut!


  The actor playing Manson says, What the fuck?


  Others in the restaurant are laughing and Daisy stares Manson down until he says, Get her out of here.


  The actress playing Abigail Folger is not Jenny Martins.


  The short man hustles us out of the El Coyote and replaces us with the party waiting outside as Paque and Daisy and I are thrown out.


  Why do they make movies about that kind of stuff, Daisy asks as I pull out onto Beverly.


  People love it, Paque says.


  It’s late and the traffic in Beverly Hills has thinned to an occasional Mercedes or Jeep Wrangler. We pass a cop cruiser that slows next to an old woman pushing a grocery cart.


  What does everybody want to do, I ask.


  What happened to the trash, Paque asks.


  I left it in the parking lot, Daisy says.


  We decide to try and catch the rest of the scavengers and find out where the party is. The Hollywood sign comes into view, the forty-five-foot letters glowing above the darkened canyon.


  Want to hear a ghost story, I ask.


  Paque is fiddling with the stereo and Daisy is looking out the back window. I start to tell them about Peg Entwhistle, the actress who dove head first off the H back in the ’20s, but Daisy says, We don’t want to hear it, and the car is silent except for the new wave song coming over the radio. A wide dirt field full of cars and people opens up in front of us and I shut off my headlights.


  Hey, I say as we get out.


  Hey Stella, T.J. says. Spill out what you’ve got and I’ll score it.


  We didn’t get anything, I say.


  Hey hurry up, someone says, Before the cops arrive.


  Paque and Daisy drift away from the crowd, peering down at the back of the sign, its wooden skeleton visible. T.J. hovers over the piles of mailboxes, license plates, Beware of Dog signs, weather vanes, potted plants, etc., tallying everything on his clipboard. And while I don’t know exactly what each item is worth, I’m certain a bag of famous garbage would’ve beaten the whole lot, hands down.


  Ms. Drew Barrymore

  380 N. Martel Avenue

  Los Angeles, CA 90036


  Dear Drew Barrymore,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also, I just wanted to say personally that I am a fan of your work. I thought you were terrific in E. T. And The Wedding Singer is one of my friends’ favorite movies. I think it remarkable, too, that you’ve been able to overcome what you have to be the star you are today. Most people will never in their life go through what you went through by the time you were eleven. Your recovery from drug and alcohol addiction is a modern success story and I can sympathize with your having a wild mother. You should know that you really are a role model for a lot of young women today.


  Anyway, just wanted to add that bit. Oh, and if it’s not too much trouble I wanted to ask you something else. I saw a recent photo of you in Entertainment Weekly where you were at the Viper Room with Bryan Metro. I’m wondering if you can tell me anything about where he is now. I’m a huge fan and have heard some (hopefully) unfounded rumors. Any information you can provide would be appreciated.


  Yours sincerely,


  Ms. Neve Campbell

  8645 Wonderland Avenue

  Los Angeles, CA 90046


  Dear Neve Campbell,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  I just wanted to add that I think you’re a terrifically talented actress. I read somewhere that your first role was on a Canadian TV show called Catwalk, where you played a girl named Daisy in a band trying to make it big. What’s funny about this is I have a friend named Daisy and we tried to start a band and make it big some years ago. Anyway, I’m a fan—I loved Scream and I thought Wild Things and 54 were good career choices. (Also, on a personal level, I know what it’s like to have parents divorce when you are young. Mine did, but I hope yours are as friendly as mine are now.)


  Anyway, just wanted to add that bit. Oh, and if it’s not too much trouble I wanted to ask you a favor. I’m trying to track down Bryan Metro and I saw that picture in Entertainment Weekly of you and him at the premiere of that new Tom Hanks movie. I’m wondering if you know anything about his plans to tour, etc. I’d appreciate any information you could give me.


  Yours sincerely,


  Mr. David Geffen

  2201 Angelo Drive

  Beverly Hills, CA 90210


  Dear David Geffen,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also, I’m a huge fan of Bryan Metro, one of the musicians on your label. I noticed that he recently canceled two shows in Japan, the last shows of the Asian leg of his tour and I’m wondering if (hoping) the U.S. tour is still going to happen. I wanted to say too that I think it’s a great thing that you are taking a chance on Bryan’s comeback. He really is a talented musician and whatever problems he may have had in the ’80s are hopefully behind him. After that stint in rehab his career was a wash and it really took someone brave and formidable like yourself to give Bryan a second chance (St. David Geffen!).


  Anyway, just wanted to add that little bit. If you could put my name on your mailing list, I would appreciate it. And any promo stuff you have about Bryan and the tour would be great as well. Use my home address, which is below.


  Yours sincerely,


  Wednesday nights, Natalie Wood, are the hardest nights of the week at the Starion. Not just because the details of her drowning are sketchy—a drunken fight in the middle of the night with her husband, Robert Wagner, aboard their yacht, Splendour, their guest that night the actor Christopher Walken—but because my mom loved Natalie Wood in Rebel Without a Cause and West Side Story. Most families love Miracle on 34th Street at Christmas time for the hope it inspires, but my mom loves it because little eight-year-old Natalie ‘showed so much promise and talent as an actress.’ I hate the movie and won’t watch it.


  It’s because of Miracle on 34th Street that I rarely call home. I made the mistake of mentioning the La Brea pilot, thinking I had the part wrapped up, and it was months before I could tell my mom. If only I would’ve got you into pictures when you were eight, she said when I finally did tell her. It’s frustrating enough going on auditions and having people judge you on what you look like, how you talk, by how you carry yourself; calling home to give progress reports was a form of humiliation I had some control over.


  Hard as it is, you just have to believe it’s worth it. That’s what Craig tells me after every Wednesday night performance. Some days I don’t think it is worth it. It’s hard to keep the dream of having a big house with gates and fancy cars and the adulation of everyone you meet in front of you at all times. But when Craig reminds me how it’s worth it, I believe him. He would know. His father was a successful Broadway actor in the ’60s who made the jump to Hollywood. He starred in The Dennis Hartwell Story, a popular movie in the early 1970s. Craig was just born when the movie came out but he remembers how famous actors were always coming over to his house in the Hollywood Hills (which Craig’s mother set fire to in a jealous rage over one of his father’s co-stars). His father hosted a cocktail hour every day of the week, which lasted from four in the afternoon until whenever. There’s a picture of Craig sitting on a young Clint Eastwood’s lap at a table full of gifts wrapped in shiny paper.


  Craig’s father didn’t want him to be an actor and even though his mother begged his father to get him small parts in his father’s movies, he refused. So in high school Craig secretly went on auditions and got a small part in a summer beach movie. When his father found out he showed up at the set, drunk, and disrupted the scene Craig was supposed to be in. The director threw Craig and his father off the set and Craig had to drive his father home. No son of mine is going to become an actor, he yelled at the passing cars. Craig only told me this story once, and I never bring it up. He couldn’t know at the time that his father was just protecting him, that his father had sunk into the shadows of Hollywood, which came out when Craig’s father was arrested in a hotel room with another actor and a few grams of cocaine. The actor was Craig’s age. Craig changed his last name and wasn’t there when his father passed away from emphysema in a VA hospital.


  Wednesday nights give me that same feeling of alienation. When we get to the part where Natalie and Robert Wagner and Christopher Walken return to the boat from their dinner on Catalina Island, the house lights go down and the sound of the ocean comes over the speakers. People in the audience usually stop eating and the candles on their tables flicker like a misshapen constellation. Craig and I fight as Wagner and Wood, and then the theater is silent except for the electronic undulation of waves. The script calls for me to count to ten and then scream. Before I get to five-one-thousand I begin to tremble, the solitary feeling of loneliness engulfing me. The silence is shattered by my scream, the thump and splash that follows breaking my trance.


  Ms. Jennie Garth

  12055 Contour Drive

  Van Nuys, CA 91423


  Dear Jennie Garth,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also I wanted to tell you what a fan I am of yours, on and off the screen. Your involvement with PETA is something I admire as I am an animal lover, too. (I’m trying to take it to the level where you’re at, but I enjoy a hamburger now and again.) I admire your career as well. Like you I’m from Phoenix (well, I know you’re not from Phoenix, but you lived there) and I moved to L.A. to become an actress. I hope I have half the career you’ve had (I’ve seen every episode of 90210).


  Anyway, just wanted to add that personal bit. Oh, and to ask a question. I saw in the L.A. Times that Bryan Metro played at the last PETA benefit, a couple of months ago, and I’m wondering if you still hear from him. I’m a huge fan of his and have heard some rumors that I hope aren’t true. I’d like to get any information about his whereabouts. Any small thing you know might be helpful. Thanks.


  Yours sincerely,


  Ms. Alyssa Milano

  12632 Woodbridge St.

  Studio City, CA 91604


  Dear Alyssa Milano,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also I wanted to add a little personal note about what a fan of yours I am. I think you are terrifically talented and I think Fear really shows your acting range. I’m also a fan of your music career, which I guess not a lot of people know about. I recently found your debut album, Alyssa, at a used record store on Sunset. They also had a copy of Locked Inside a Dream that you’d autographed to someone named Jackie Land. (They wanted too much for the autographed copy or I would’ve bought it.) Anyway, I’m a fan of yours and I’m also a fan of Bryan Metro. Not a lot of people who love Bryan’s music know that he co-wrote the song ‘Straight to the Top’ from your second album, Look in My Heart. Anyway, I’m wondering if you’re still in contact with Bryan. As a fan I’m concerned about the recent rumors and about his canceling those dates in Japan. I know it’s a long shot but I thought I’d put a line or two in about him in case you know his whereabouts. Anything you can say would be appreciated.


  Yours sincerely,


  Mr. William Rose

  5067 Latigo Canyon Road

  Malibu, CA 90265


  Dear Axl Rose,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also, I can’t resist telling you what a fan I am of your music. It’s been quite awhile since the world has heard anything from Guns N’ Roses. I hope you’re working on something new with the band.


  Anyway, accept our apologies for the negatives. Oh—I wanted to ask you something: I read an article in Entertainment Weekly that said you were with Bryan Metro in Japan. The article even said that you and Bryan were working on some new material together (though it didn’t say whether it was for a new Bryan Metro album or a new Guns N’ Roses album). I’m wondering a) if this is true and b) if you know anything about what Bryan is up to now. I’m a huge fan of his and after those cancellations in Japan I’m concerned (as a fan). Did Bryan see any doctors in Japan? Is he in the states now?


  Sorry to go on so long but any information you can give would be appreciated.


  Yours sincerely,


  SWEET PEA: Anyone here?


  MAX FACTOR: Yo, Sweet Pea, what’s up?


  FABULOUS PERSON: Hi, Sweet Pea.


  SWEET PEA: Have any of you heard anything about Bryan Metro?


  FABULOUS PERSON: You mean the singer?


  SWEET PEA: Yeah.


  MAX FACTOR: He just canceled those shows in Japan. I heard he was dead.


  SWEET PEA: Yeah, that’s what I’m trying to find out. Where did you hear it?


  MAX FACTOR: Here.


  FABULOUS PERSON: I think I hate Bryan Metro. Doesn’t he sing that song ‘The Pain Purples Me Too’?


  SWEET PEA: That’s him.


  MAX FACTOR: I only know this one thing about him. He used to hang out with the guys from House of Pain, remember them? One of the guys from the band, Danny Boy, dated the porn star Savannah (she also ‘dated’ Billy Idol, Pauly Shore, and both Slash and Axl from Guns N’ Roses) and she was staying in his house while the band was on tour. She and Bryan were coming back from a wild night and Savannah was racing her white Corvette up the winding roads of Universal City when she slammed into a fence. She hit her head, cut her face and broke her nose. And she was supposed to go do a $5,000-a-night gig at this place in upstate New York. Bryan wasn’t hurt and he helped Savannah get back to the house, where she called her manager, saying she should be taken to the hospital. Metro passed out in front of the TV, figuring the ambulance was on the way and that everything was taken care of, right? Well, the ambulance did come later, after Metro found Savannah on the garage floor with a flower-shaped hole in her head. Unfortunately when she put the gun to her head, it kicked and she was still alive (barely). Metro rode in the ambulance.


  FABULOUS PERSON: That’s awful. What happened?


  MAX FACTOR: Her parents pulled the plug.


  SWEET PEA: Yeah, I read about that somewhere. That was a while ago.


  FABULOUS PERSON: Who just logged in?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Here I am. What are we talking about?


  SWEET PEA: Bryan Metro.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: He rocks, of course.


  SWEET PEA: I’m trying to find out why he canceled those shows in Japan.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: My friend works at Geffen, his label, and he said the official reason was fatigue but that Metro got into trouble with the Japanese police.


  SWEET PEA: What kind of trouble?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Some underage kids in his hotel room.


  MAX FACTOR: Cool.


  FABULOUS PERSON: My God, what a cliché. Can’t these rock stars be more original?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Rock is all about getting p**sy.


  FABULOUS PERSON: If you’re a man, maybe.


  SWEET PEA: WUC: Does your friend at Geffen know anything else?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Like what?


  SWEET PEA: Like if Metro is still alive.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Shit, is he dead?


  SWEET PEA: That’s what I’m trying to find out.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: I’ll try to call my friend on his cell phone. Excuse me.


  SWEET PEA: Thanks.


  MAX FACTOR: Hey, Sweet Pea. Why are you so interested?


  SWEET PEA: I’m a fan.


  FABULOUS PERSON: Where do you live, Sweet Pea?


  SWEET PEA: In Hollywood.


  MAX FACTOR: Ever see any stars?


  SWEET PEA: Yeah, I work in a photo lab in Beverly Hills.


  MAX FACTOR: Who did you see recently?


  SWEET PEA: Last weekend Tommy Lee came in.


  MAX FACTOR. He has the biggest schlong in Hollywood.


  FABULOUS PERSON: You’re gross, Max Factor. 4Sweet Pea: Why do you work in a photo lab?


  SWEET PEA: Well, I only work there on the weekends. I’m trying to be an actress.


  MAX FACTOR: Have you been in anything I might’ve seen?


  SWEET PEA: NO. I do dinner theater in Hollywood.


  FABULOUS PERSON: What play?


  SWEET PEA: It’s a series of plays about celebrity deaths.


  MAX FACTOR: Like who?


  SWEET PEA: Well, on Friday nights we do a car crash-themed play about Jayne Mansfield.


  MAX FACTOR: Who’s that?


  FABULOUS PERSON: She was a movie star from the ’50s.


  SWEET PEA: She wasn’t really a movie star. She was sort of like Anna Nicole Smith. She referred to herself as a ‘starlet in training.’ The play we do is the night she was killed, in New Orleans, on the way back from a gig in Biloxi, Mississippi. The whole play is set in the limousine. I play Jayne and my boyfriend plays her lawyer friend, Sam Brody. Extras from the restaurant play Jayne’s three kids.


  MAX FACTOR: Why did the limo crash?


  SWEET PEA: The driver came around a corner on U.S. 90, just outside of New Orleans, and ran into the back of a truck that had one of those mosquito fogging machines on it. The truck was stopped and the road was narrow, so…


  FABULOUS PERSON: Was the driver speeding, like Princess Di?


  SWEET PEA: NO, the top of the limo was shaved off. The car looked like a convertible.


  MAX FACTOR: Did everyone die?


  SWEET PEA: NO. The children lived. People think Jayne was decapitated but really it was just the wig she was wearing. It flew up on the hood of the car.


  FABULOUS PERSON: Who was the actress who had her scarf caught in the back wheel of her car?


  MAX FACTOR: I never heard that one.


  SWEET PEA: Isadora Duncan. She wasn’t an actress; she was a dancer.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Hold on, Sweet Pea. I’m trying some different numbers.


  SWEET PEA: Thanks, WUC.


  FABULOUS PERSON: Goodnight people.


  MAX FACTOR: Goodnight, Fabulous Person.


  SWEET PEA: ’Bye.


  MAX FACTOR: NOW that the children are out of the room, what’s all this Bryan Metro stuff?


  SWEET PEA: It’s for a dead pool.


  MAX FACTOR: I’m in a dead pool!


  SWEET PEA: Which one?


  MAX FACTOR: It’s one at my school. This guy in my chemistry class runs it.


  SWEET PEA: I have a feeling you should add Metro to your list, if you can.


  MAX FACTOR: Man, I’ve had Don Knotts for the last two years. I thought he was going to win it for me.


  SWEET PEA: Yeah, I got Don Knotts.


  MAX FACTOR: Any other friendly tips?


  SWEET PEA: Sorry.


  MAX FACTOR: That would be something if Bryan Metro was dead. It would be like having River Phoenix back in ’93. Or Kurt Cobain in ’94.


  SWEET PEA: I had Cobain.


  MAX FACTOR: How did you guess that one?


  SWEET PEA: Dead pool rule of thumb: When a rock star turns 27, put him on your list.


  MAX FACTOR: How old is Bryan Metro?


  SWEET PEA: 43.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Don’t count your money yet, Sweet Pea. My friend says Bryan Metro is alive and well.


  SWEET PEA: Does he know where he is?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: L.A. He’s resting before the American tour. My friend said he was at a party two nights ago and Metro was there. It was for the new Brad Pitt movie. He said Metro looked like shit and that David Geffen had him put in a limo and sent home.


  SWEET PEA: Does Metro have a place in L.A.?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: Sorry, didn’t ask.


  SWEET PEA: Is there any way I can call your friend and ask him some questions?


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: No can do. If they find out he’s talking, he could get fired. There’s been some stories floating around and Metro thinks its people at his label leaking stories about him because they want to dump him.


  MAX FACTOR: There goes the pool.


  SWEET PEA: Thanks, WUC.


  WHAT-UP-CHUCK: No problem.


  Ms. Tiffani-Amber Thiessen

  3253 Wrightwood Court

  North Hollywood, CA 91604


  Dear Tiffani-Amber Thiessen,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also, I wanted to tell you that I thought Saved by the Bell was a pretty good show, and that I liked your work on 90210, or Melrose, I can’t remember which now. Somewhere I saw a picture of you as a child, when you modeled for the Peaches and Cream Barbie doll. I saw you once in person too, out in front of Mann’s Chinese Theater. You were with what looked like your brothers (one about eighteen, the other in his mid-twenties) and you were goofing around putting your hands in the cement hands of movie stars. You look like a really nice person.


  Anyway, just supposed to be sending these coupons. Oh—and I wanted to ask you a question. You gave an interview to YM magazine last month and the interviewer asked you a question about what you liked to do with your free time and you answered that you liked to travel and the interviewer asked you a question about where you liked to go and you said Hawaii. It came out that you liked to stay at the Hilton and I don’t know if you know this but that’s where Bryan Metro stays when he goes to Hawaii (which I hear he likes to go to a lot) and I’m wondering if you were ever there when he was there. I’m a fan of his and am concerned about the rumors that are going around. I know it’s a long shot but if you can provide any information about what Bryan’s up to now, it would be appreciated.


  Yours sincerely,


  Mr. Michael Ovitz

  1357 N. Rockingham Avenue

  Los Angeles, CA 90049


  Dear Michael Ovitz,


  You recently had your photos developed at Imagistic Photo Developers. We want you to know how much we appreciate your business. Enclosed are coupons which are good on your next visit to Imagistic. We hope to continue to be your photomat of choice.


  Also, I understand that you are Bryan Metro’s new agent. I’m wondering if it’s possible for you to forward the enclosed letter to him. Bryan doesn’t know me but I am a huge fan of his and I’d like to get in touch with him. I don’t know if you have a policy against forwarding mail—some places do, I know—but I would appreciate it if you would make an exception in this case. I’m not sure how else to reach him as I’m told the president of his fan club has gone missing somewhere in Costa Rica and mail sent to the P.O. gets returned. Please, Mr. Ovitz, forward this letter to Bryan Metro.


  Yours sincerely,


  P.S. I’m also enclosing my head shot. I’m an up-and-coming actress and would love to be represented by you.


  I set my alarm to wake up at five. Craig rolls away from me as I sit on the edge of the bed. It feels like night. I am confused as to whether I’ve actually been to sleep and if so, that I’ve closed my eyes long enough to dream. I smell like the cigarette I allowed myself on the ride home, the long drive up Sunset after dropping Paque and Daisy off.


  I eat a bowl of Applejacks in the glow of the computer screen. I chew quietly but each crunch sounds like a rockslide in my head. Milk drips over the bowl and onto the magazines fanned out under the chair. Variety, People, Entertainment Weekly, Rolling Stone, Spin, Details, Maxim, GQ, Esquire, Vanity Fair—even the National Enquirer, the Star and the Globe. Nothing. No mention of Bryan Metro, not even an article in the monthlies about the canceled shows. The silence makes me suspicious.


  The agenda this morning is to check in with my dead pools, hit the Bryan Metro homepages (official and unofficial), check the online versions of Entertainment Weekly as well as the San Francisco Chronicle, the Washington Post, the Wall Street Journal, and the New York Times. I’m debating whether or not to hire a clipping service as I retrieve the Los Angeles Times from outside the front door when the headline screams out: VIDEOTAPE SHOWS SEAN FEAR IN HOTEL ROOM WITH MINOR. Before it registers that Sean Fear is Craig’s best friend—it can’t be that Sean Fear, can it?—that Craig and Sean were roommates when they both first moved to Hollywood, that Sean’s fiancée, Heidi, is actually a good friend of mine, that Craig and I last saw Sean and Heidi—when? dinner at Succor on Melrose?—before any of that registers the phone rings. Dazed, I walk back into the bedroom. Craig is sitting up in bed saying, You’re fucking kidding me, right? and I offer him the paper as proof but he pushes it away without reading it and just like that we’re driving through the deserted Hollywood streets, to the Chateau Marmont, where Sean Fear, the popular actor of such films as Night Game, Renters, and Knollwood, is hiding out.


  I know from the one other time I’ve been to the Chateau—when I first moved to Hollywood I sought out bungalow 3, where they found John Belushi on his side in bed, all the blood drained from one half of his body and collected in the other—that the Chateau Marmont is not the most secure hideout in town. I know this because the one other time I was there I simply strolled through the front door, past the draped lobby and front desk and walked back to the pool without seeing a soul. This time Craig and I take the same route but the guys from Hootie & the Blowfish are playing frisbee in the narrow courtyard while a couple girls look on from the shaded patio. Inside, the lobby is lit by the early sun and the dark greens and reds and yellows of the couches and carpet make the lobby look like that room at your grandparents’ house that no one ever sits in. The place smells like someone is baking lemon pies.


  There’s no one at the front desk but Craig knows the room number so he punches the floor on the elevator and the door starts to close but a hand catches it, startling me, and the actor Christopher Walken gets in and presses his floor. Even though it’s early morning, Walken is sweating and he seems tired. He starts to lean against the elevator wall but catches himself and then stares at me. I don’t look but can feel him staring and when he exits the elevator I think how much he looks like Gerald, the waiter who plays him at the Starion.


  Craig clicks open the door to Sean’s room. Heidi has on sunglasses and is on the bed, flipping through a copy of The Paris Review. Sean comes out of the bathroom once he hears that it’s us. This is the Jim Morrison suite, Heidi says nonchalantly and starts giggling.


  Hey, Craig says to Sean.


  Sean nods. His big screen smile is gone and his eyes scan the floor.


  Hey, he says. Thanks for coming.


  We’re just standing, not saying anything. Heidi has a smile plastered on her face and she looks up from The Paris Review and says, Now you have another play for the Starion.


  Sean winces. Heidi, please don’t, he says.


  Did Jim Morrison really stay here, I ask, trying to ease the tension in the room.


  It’s the Jim Morrison suite all right, Heidi says. She lifts her sunglasses and I see that her eyes are swollen from crying. Legends only, she says.


  Sean doesn’t say anything. Craig asks about the tape and Sean recounts what he’d already confessed to Heidi, that the tape was real, that it happened in New York. She didn’t even give me a chance to buy the tape from her, Sean says, incredulous. Heidi replaces The Paris Review in the night stand and pulls out a prescription bottle and dry swallows two blue tablets.


  Did you know she was underage, Craig asks.


  Sean shakes his head no. She isn’t underage anymore, he says. That much I know.


  When did you find out she sold the tape, I ask.


  I woke up to the sound of the mob of reporters outside my gate, Sean says.


  I smuggled him out in the trunk, Heidi says proudly.


  Do you know for sure it was the girl who sold the tape, I ask.


  Sean thinks. I’m assuming, he says.


  Well, Craig says. What now?


  I’m to lay low, Sean says. Stay out of sight.


  Why don’t you take a vacation, Craig suggests.


  We are, Sean says. We’re leaving tonight for Greece.


  Do you need anything while you’re gone, Craig asks. Someone to look after the house?


  Sean smiles. I think it’s well looked after as is, he says.


  I laugh and even Heidi cracks a smile.


  But there is one thing, Sean says. We left so fast this morning that Heidi forgot her purse at the house. And it has all of her identification in it.


  I can’t stand the thought of going back up there, Heidi says.


  Sean looks at us. Is there any way I can ask you to fight through the madness up there to retrieve Heidi’s purse, he asks. I’d offer you money but I know that would just insult you.


  Craig, loving the challenge, says, No problem.


  Sean gives Craig the keys to Heidi’s car and goes over how to deactivate the alarm on the house. I excuse myself and go to the bathroom. Someone has carved I LIKED MYSELF BETTER BEFORE I BECAME WHO I AM on the windowsill and I run my fingers along the smooth grooves of the letters.


  Craig and Sean were in this Saturday afternoon movie called Nimble, about two would-be thieves trying to pull off the score of a lifetime. Craig played a guy named Anderson, a beach bum whose parents were killed when he was small and Sean played Pluto, an ex-con who had relocated to California so he ‘could see the sun’ after all his time in prison. Craig has a tape of Nimble and sometimes I pop it in if I’m bored. It’s an awful movie—Sean’s studio leaves it off his official bio—but one of those awful movies that you take pleasure in watching every once in a while.


  As Craig navigates Mulholland and Sean’s house comes into sight, I’m reminded of the scene in the movie where Anderson and Pluto manage to sneak past the security guard at the gallery where the jewels they’ve been hired to steal are kept and, with trembling fingers, open the safe only to find it empty because as we ease up to Sean’s gate, there isn’t a soul around.


  How weird, Craig says.


  Once we’re through the gate Craig clicks the garage opener and the garage door opens slowly like a heavy eyelid. We pull in next to Sean’s Mercedes and the garage fills with the smell of exhaust.


  The air conditioner blasts throughout the house and I stand in the modern kitchen and hug myself. The phone rings, startling me, and I hear Sean’s voice on the answering machine. His mother leaves a worried message and when he hangs up the phone rings again and it’s Sean’s publicist, wanting to know where he is. She leaves three or four numbers where she can be reached and I scribble them down in case Sean wants to call her back before he leaves.


  Found it, Craig says. He’s got Heidi’s purse slung around his shoulder.


  Is everything in there, I ask.


  Craig opens the purse. Yep, driver’s license, credit cards, and passport.


  The phone rings again. This time it’s Sean’s sister calling from Phoenix. Craig tries to pick it up but she hangs up before he can get to the phone.


  I go to the refrigerator and swing open the double doors. The bright light hurts my eyes and I squint at a pitcher of orange juice that has an island of mold floating along the top.


  They eat out a lot, Craig says when I point it out to him. He switches on the small TV in the kitchen and scans the channels. I’ll bet it’s on CNN, he says. Let’s wait for the entertainment news and see.


  We sit at the kitchen table and listen to the drone of the newscast. It’s ten after the hour, which means we only have to wait ten minutes for the entertainment news but Craig seems to be concentrating on the little screen with the same intensity he uses to memorize lines. A memory I’ve been fighting back since I saw the paper this morning surfaces, the time Craig told me about how he felt jealous of Sean’s success. It was the first time in our relationship where he was vulnerable to me and he very honestly described his bitterness at having to do dinner theater at the Starion while Sean got roles in bigger and bigger films. Craig was confused as to why it wasn’t happening for him too, especially since they’d started out together. What makes one person go way up and not the other one, he asked me. I remember telling him I thought a great deal of it was luck. I haven’t even been in movies like Nimble, so I should be feeling the same sort of frustration, but then again there’s something hopeful about not yet having to play a down-and-out thief in a movie that wasn’t released in theaters but went straight to video.


  So when I come back from turning down the air conditioning I’m not entirely surprised to overhear Craig picking up the latest call in the kitchen.


  He’s staying at the Chateau Marmont, Craig says into the receiver. But he’s leaving tonight for Greece. Yeah, you’re welcome.


  I pause in the hall and when I walk back into the kitchen Craig is watching the TV again. Is it on yet, I ask.


  It’s coming up, he says expectantly.


  In Hollywood movies take forever to make but a good rumor can circulate as fast as it’s told so the scene back at the Chateau was, in some respects, predictable. By the time we got there, the police had been called to hold off the reporters who had been ferried by the vans lined up outside the hotel, their satellites aimed at the sky, ready to beam the first salacious tidbit anyone could dig up into homes all around the world.


  Craig and I scale along the outside of the mob—men in suits so early in the morning and on a Saturday was a curious sight—and find the back gate. The cop posted there is telling a reporter to get lost, that he is trespassing, and is about to tell the same thing to us when Craig says, We’re guests of the hotel.


  So am I, the reporter says.


  Get lost, the cop yells and the reporter backs off. He turns to us and says, I’m not in the mood for tricks, so you better be who you say you are.


  We were here earlier, Craig says. We just ran an errand and now we need to get back in.


  The cop calls out to another cop, who appears from inside the grounds and Craig and I are escorted to the front desk. We tell the woman at the desk who we are and she says, I’m sorry, but they’ve left the hotel.


  We’re really his friends, Craig says. He looks out the windows at the cops yelling at the reporters and an amused smile comes across his face. It’s okay, he tells the woman, we’re his friends.


  I’m sorry, she repeats, but they left about a half an hour before all this started.


  Did they say where they were going, I ask.


  The woman shrugs.


  Maybe they left us a note in the room, Craig suggests.


  I can’t let you in their room, the woman says as if we ought to know better.


  But we have their car, Craig says. I can’t believe they’d leave.


  The elevator opens and I’m thinking, Maybe the key to their room is on Heidi’s key ring and I’m about to pull Craig away from the desk to ask him, when I glance up at the curious figure peering out the window at the cops and crowd, a figure that seems instantly recognizable from the countless photos I’ve stared at over and over. Bryan Metro stalks over to the front desk, his hair slicked back and held in place by a pair of Ray • Bans, and asks the woman, What’s going on out there?


  ACT ONE


  Scene 1


  EXT. HIGHLAND GARDENS. NIGHT. We See STELLA quietly get out of bed, already fully dressed. She slips out of the house without waking CRAIG.


  Scene 2


  EXT. HIGHLAND GARDENS PARKING LOT. NIGHT. STELLA pulls out into the night traffic.


  Scene 3


  EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT. NIGHT. STELLA parks along a side street.


  Scene 4


  EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT POOL. NIGHT. We see STELLA spying around a corner on BRYAN METRO, who is laid out on a chaise lounge, the pure white light coming from the pool reflected in his mirrored sunglasses, BRYAN METRO is in jeans and a T-shirt and appears to be sleeping. There is no one else around. The traffic on Sunset Boulevard can be heard, STELLA walks stealthily towards BRYAN METRO, stopping in front of his chair.


  BRYAN METRO

  (without taking off his sunglasses)

  What’s up, man? I don’t need anything.


  STELLA

  (in awe, almost whispering)

  I thought you were dead.


  BRYAN METRO

  (mildly alarmed, raises his sunglasses but then sees he’s in no danger)

  It’s L.A., man. Everyone here is dead.


  STELLA

  Are you hiding out from someone?


  BRYAN METRO

  You got a lot of questions for a cabana boy—, er, girl.


  STELLA

  I don’t work here.


  BRYAN METRO

  (pauses)

  Are you a reporter?


  STELLA sits down tentatively in the chair next to BRYAN METRO’S, as if he’s a mirage that may disappear.


  STELLA

  No.


  BRYAN METRO

  Cool, man.


  STELLA

  Why did you cancel those shows in Japan?


  BRYAN METRO

  Why do you want to know?


  STELLA

  (thinks)

  I guess it doesn’t matter now.


  BRYAN METRO

  (not really hearing her)

  Fuckin’ Chinks.


  STELLA

  I don’t think Japanese people are called Chinks. Those are the Chinese.


  BRYAN METRO

  Whatever, man. Fuckin’ Japs, then. Okay?


  STELLA

  Why did you say you would play shows in Japan if you hate the Japanese?


  BRYAN METRO

  I don’t hate them, man. They hate me.


  STELLA

  Is this about the maid at the Hilton claiming that you raped her?


  BRYAN METRO

  (sits up, shocked)

  Who told you that? That fuckin’ Roger, I told him to keep his mouth—


  STELLA

  (cutting him off, laughing)

  I heard it on the Internet.


  BRYAN METRO

  Yeah, well.


  STELLA

  Is it true?


  BRYAN METRO

  (automatically)

  Next question.


  STELLA goes to the edge of the pool and kicks off her sandals, touching her toes to the water. She is still somewhat fascinated by BRYAN METRO, having spent so much time thinking about him. She can’t believe she’s talking to him and is trying to remain calm.


  BRYAN METRO

  Wanna go to a party?


  Scene 5


  INT. PRIVATE PARTY AT NAMELESS CLUB. NIGHT. BRYAN METRO AND STELLA are stuffed in a booth with FAMOUS ACTORS AND ACTRESSES from popular film and television. Candlelight is the only light and everyone is chain smoking, talking rapidly. The music, the newest song from the hottest band, is playing too loud and people have to scream to be heard, BRYAN METRO offers STELLA a cigarette and even though she doesn’t smoke, she takes one. The FAMOUS ACTOR sitting across from her lights it and STELLA BLOWS SMOKE ACROSS THE TABLE.


  BRYAN METRO

  (yelling)

  … so I told them to fuck off. Right, man?


  FAMOUS FILM ACTOR #1

  (yelling)

  That’s fuckin’ right, Bryan. Scumbags.


  FAMOUS TELEVISION ACTRESS #1

  (yelling)

  Bryan, where’ve you been? We haven’t seen you in forever.


  BRYAN METRO

  (yelling)

  Camped out. Stella here got me out.


  STELLA waves and smiles awkwardly.


  FAMOUS FILM ACTRESS #2

  (yelling, to Stella)

  Are you in the business?


  STELLA

  (yelling)

  Yeah, sort of. Trying to be. (She nods her head rapidly.)


  Someone has complained that the music is too loud and it notches down to a decent level.


  FAMOUS FILM ACTRESS #2

  (to Stella)

  What have you done?


  STELLA

  Mostly I do theater. At the Starion. (No one says anything.) With Craig Copeland.


  FAMOUS TELEVISION ACTOR #2

  (laughing)

  I worked with that dude on La Brea. What a no-talent fuck.


  Everyone at the table laughs, STELLA laughs too.


  FAMOUS FILM ACTRESS WHO STOPS BY THE TABLE: Bryyyyyyyyyannnnnnnn! (squeals) Where have you been rascal? I’ve been soooooooooo worried about you.


  BRYAN METRO

  (nonchalantly)

  Hey, baby. I’ve been around.


  FAMOUS FILM ACTRESS WHO STOPS BY TABLE

  (shamelessly showboating)

  Why don’t you come around to the Four Seasons? I’m there for a week.


  BRYAN METRO

  (salutes her with two fingers)

  Roger, dodger.


  The FAMOUS FILM ACTRESS WHO STOPPED BY TABLE saunters off. The others at the table make scandalous comments about her. BRYAN METRO reaches under the table and puts his hand on STELLA’S inner thigh, which startles her but she lets him as she’s been drinking and is comfortably relaxed in the booth.


  Scene 6


  EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY. NIGHT. STELLA is sticking her head out the window of a black limousine, puking, BRYAN METRO is alternately laughing and trying to remember the words to ‘Billie Jean’ by Michael Jackson.


  BRYAN METRO

  (drunkenly singing)

  She was more like a beauty queen… than popped-cherry ice cream—


  STELLA

  (pulls her head inside the car)

  Maybe the driver should pull over. There’s puke all down the side of the car.


  BRYAN METRO

  (continues to sing)

  I told her my name was Super Queen … and she said …


  STELLA

  (her head down, eyes closed)

  Bryan.


  BRYAN METRO

  (singing loudly)

  I said I am the one, but the kid has got a gun …


  STELLA

  (yells)

  Bryan!


  BRYAN METRO

  What, baby?


  STELLA

  Tell the driver to pull the car over.


  The driver pulls over and STELLA stumbles out of the limo. BRYAN METRO follows.


  BRYAN METRO

  (singing in a high-pitched voice, trying to imitate Michael Jackson)

  Hee, hee, hee—


  STELLA leans on the trunk and vomits, BRYAN METRO comes up behind her and slips his fingers under her skirt, STELLA passes out.


  ACT TWO


  Scene 1


  INT. BRYAN METRO’S SUITE AT THE CHATEAU MARMONT. EARLY MORNING. The floor is littered with pornographic magazines. Hustler, Playboy, Oui, Penthouse, Barely Legal, etc. The night table is heaped high with bloody tissues. The phone is off the hook, STELLA is in bed, asleep. Her eye is swollen, she has bite marks on her cheek, and her lip is split. Next to an unopened bottle of champagne are needles, a rubber hose, and a small balloon of heroin. Through the bathroom door we see BRYAN METRO curled up on the floor, next to the toilet. STELLA’S eyes open and she stares for a long time without blinking, then closes her eyes again.


  Scene 2


  INT. BRYAN METRO’S SUITE AT THE CHATEAU MARMONT. EARLY MORNING. There’s a knock at the door. The knocking continues and neither STELLA nor BRYAN METRO gets up from the bed. CHAZ, BRYAN METRO’S dealer, opens the door.


  CHAZ

  (holding his nose)

  Jesus.


  CHAZ hears a noise in the hall and checks it out, paranoid. ROGER, BRYAN METRO’S manager, walks in. ROGER is wearing an expensive Italian suit and we get the impression that he expects BRYAN METRO to be ready to make an appointment.—


  ROGER

  Hey, Chaz. What’s our Boy Wonder up to now?


  CHAZ

  (pointing at the bed)

  Not a lot, apparently.


  ROGER goes around to BRYAN METRO’S side of the bed.


  ROGER

  (shaking BRYAN METRO)

  Wake up, wake up, wake up, wake up, wake up,

  wake up.


  BRYAN METRO opens his eyes, squints.


  BRYAN METRO

  What, man?


  ROGER

  What, man, what? Tell me you didn’t forget our meeting today. Tell me you didn’t forget.


  BRYAN METRO

  I didn’t forget, man. I didn’t forget.


  ROGER

  Then tell me who it is we’re meeting. Who are we meeting today, Bryan?


  BRYAN METRO

  Man, I told you I didn’t forget. Just give me a sec.


  ROGER

  (impatiently)

  Who are we meeting today, Bryan? Who?


  BRYAN METRO

  (sighing)

  I give up, man. Who are we meeting?


  CHAZ laughs.


  ROGER

  Multiple choice: a) the president of the United States, b)

  Pope John Paul II, c) your dead parents, God rest their

  souls, or d) the fucking people who are financing your

  pathetic attempt at a comeback.


  BRYAN METRO

  (staring at the ceiling)

  Wait man, don’t tell me. D?


  ROGER

  (rips covers back)

  Ding, ding, ding.


  STELLA, who is nude, reaches for the covers. She’s just becoming aware of other people in the room.


  CHAZ

  Hey, Bryan. Who’s the chickadee?


  BRYAN METRO

  Don’t touch her, man. Not this one.


  CHAZ

  (holding up his hands)

  Easy, Tex. Easy.


  ROGER

  (sighs heavily)

  Bryan, is this another cleanup operation?


  BRYAN METRO

  (sits up in bed)

  No, man. It’s cool. We’re together.


  ROGER grabs BRYAN METRO and throws him out of bed. STELLA jumps up and screams.


  STELLA

  Bryan! Bryan!


  CHAZ holds STELLA back.


  CHAZ

  Easy, easy.


  ROGER slaps BRYAN METRO around.


  ROGER

  When I tell you to fuckin’ be ready, you be ready. You hear? You’re not going to fuck this up. This is your last chance. Comprende? You want David Geffen to see you like this?


  BRYAN METRO, who is covering his head, nods, ROGER picks up some random clothes from the floor and throws them at BRYAN METRO, who puts them on.


  CHAZ

  (to Roger)

  What should I do with the girl?


  STELLA struggles with CHAZ.


  BRYAN METRO

  Leave her alone.


  ROGER

  (glaring at BRYAN METRO, then to STELLA)

  Honey, if I were you, I wouldn’t be here when this

  loser gets back. (He pulls out some bills.) I don’t want to

  read about this in the National Enquirer either. Got it? (He throws the money down on the bed. Turns to BRYAN METRO.) Ready?


  ROGER pushes BRYAN METRO towards the door, CHAZ


  throws STELLA down on the bed and smirks, ROGER, BRYAN METRO, and CHAZ leave, STELLA climbs back into bed. The money falls off the bed and into the general litter of the room.


  Scene 3


  INT. BRYAN METRO’S SUITE AT THE CHATEAU MARMONT. EARLY MORNING. The mess in the room has increased, BRYAN METRO and STELLA are in bed, awake.


  BRYAN METRO

  (without inflection or interest)

  I thought you were going for a swim.


  STELLA

  I am.


  BRYAN METRO

  When?


  STELLA

  Are you trying to get rid of me?


  BRYAN METRO

  No, baby.


  STELLA

  Besides, I already went for a swim once today.


  BRYAN METRO

  That was yesterday, baby.


  STELLA

  (uncovers her eyes, looks around)

  Are you sure?


  BRYAN METRO

  Pretty positive.


  STELLA

  What day is it?


  BRYAN METRO

  I don’t know. It’s definitely after Monday, though. It might be Friday.


  STELLA

  Well, I’m going for a swim.


  STELLA doesn’t budge from the bed.


  BRYAN METRO

  Okay, baby.


  Scene 4


  EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT POOL. NIGHT. STELLA is bouncing up and down on her toes at the edge of the pool, as if she is going to dive. She has a determined look on her face. Behind her, a party is raging in one of the cabanas.


  Scene 5


  INT. BRYAN METRO’S SUITE AT THE CHATEAU MARMONT. NIGHT, STELLA walks in with a robe on. Her hair is dry and she clearly has not been in the pool, BRYAN METRO is sitting on the bed, the rubber hose around his arm, the end in his teeth. He’s about to inject himself with heroin.


  BRYAN METRO

  (through gritted teeth)

  How was the water, baby?


  STELLA

  Nice.


  Scene 6


  EXT. CHATEAU MARMONT POOL. MORNING. STELLA bounces on her toes again at the edge of the pool. The party from the night before is still going on. She bounces and bounces.


  Scene 7


  FADE IN. INT. BRYAN METRO’S SUITE AT THE CHATEAU MARMONT. The room is completely cluttered and the camera pans around, BRYAN METRO and STELLA are in bed, asleep.


  FADE OUT.


  Daisy


  


  Dear Sara and Keren, I wanted to bring you up to date about what has happened since my last letter, the one I wrote about everything that happened and how we ended up in California. (I got this address from www.bananarama.com. I hope this is the right address, and if not please forward on to Sara and Keren.)


  Paque and I always thought the sun shone every day in California, but it rained our first day in Hollywood. The hour or so flight from Phoenix to L.A. was like walking from a sunny day into a darkened room. Stella, who I told you about in my last letter, picked us up from the airport and we gave her Alan Hood’s address on Sunset Boulevard. Paque and I were curious to see where we’d be living—if only temporarily—and got sort of a kick out of telling our friends in Phoenix we’d be living on the famous Sunset Boulevard.


  But we had it wrong. Or really Alan told us it was Sunset Boulevard—he gave the address as 21047 Sunset Boulevard. We drove for a while without seeing any numbers, and then we saw 16501 on one of the old-time McDonald’s, the ones that look like the drive-ins from the ’50s. The next thing we saw was Von’s supermarket, 19988. We crossed Hollywood Boulevard where it bisected Sunset and we saw the house, 21047, a smallish white adobe with yellowing patches of grass along a narrow sidewalk. This is 21047 Beaumont Avenue, Stella said. Are you sure it’s the right house? Paque looked back up Sunset and I looked the other way, where you could see Sunset dead-end into a three-post fence with red reflectors nailed to the graying wood.


  Alan Hood himself opened the door and we introduced ourselves. Alan shook our hands and invited us in. Even though it was late in the day, he looked like he’d just gotten out of bed. His thick brown hair was misshapen; he ran his fingers through it, piling it high on his head and squinted with his small blue eyes. Stella said, Didn’t you write for that television show La Brea? and Alan was very pleased she knew his name.


  A great show, Alan said.


  Stella said, Yeah, my boyfriend was on it. Craig Copeland.


  This is the kind of stuff that drives Paque and I crazy, about how Stella tries to horn in on everything.


  Yeah, Alan said. You could tell he didn’t remember Craig.


  The house was bigger than it looked from the street, which had to do with the fact that there wasn’t much in the way of furniture. The front room had the most windows but was furnished with only a desk and a computer. Some framed movie posters leaned in the corner near the fireplace, which looked like it hadn’t ever been used. The desk was littered with papers and somewhere underneath the mess a phone started to ring. Leave it, Alan said.


  He gave us the tour: the master bedroom, which housed film editing equipment and a small mattress. Several CD racks stood like sentries against the far wall, swollen with plastic cases. Alan showed us where we’d be staying, a room sort of what I imagined a dorm room in college would look like: two beds against opposite walls, two small dressers and a closet. A window between the beds looked out on Sunset and we could see the Von’s from where we stood.


  Stella helped us unload our bags and said, He seems like a nice guy. I’m sorry you couldn’t stay with me, she said, but it’s already too crowded with me and Craig.


  No sweat, Paque said. Paque didn’t want Stella getting her meathooks into our film or into Alan Hood. I felt bad for Stella myself. She’d had a rough time since moving to L. A. I would run into her mom in Phoenix and she would always shake her head when I asked about Stella.


  We were anxious to find out more about Plastic Fantastic II, the film Alan promised to make with us, so Alan took us to lunch at Deep Dish on Vine and told us there was a slight delay because of some financing that hadn’t come through. He explained about his cable-access dating show, Who Fancies Me? which he was about to sell for big money, money he was going to use to finance Plastic Fantastic II.


  How much longer, Paque asked, disappointed.


  Not long, Alan said, but in the meantime how about being on the show?


  Paque asked him what that meant and he told us how the show worked: contestants came on the show and asked ‘Who fancies me?’ and whoever from the crowd did came up (up to five at the most) and the contestants asked them questions until they’ve narrowed it down to two. Once it was narrowed down, the two final contestants duked it out verbally in front of the contestant, essentially fighting over her or him.


  The second person is always a ringer from the staff, Alan said. How would you like to come down and be on the show until we can start shooting the film, he asked.


  Shouldn’t we be learning our lines for the film, Paque asked. Alan said he was going to write the script as we shot it so there really wasn’t anything to memorize per se. It’s more spontaneous that way, he explained. So Paque and I said we’d be on Who Fancies Me?


  It might be fun, Paque said.


  And it was fun. I mean, I was too shy to get up there but Paque wasn’t. We talked to the contestants, who were chosen randomly from a clutter of postcards Alan kept in a box in a cramped office behind the set, which was in this old church right down Sunset from our house. It looked like they still had services there on Sundays. The set was just a stage with a plump red couch on one side (where the contestant sat, patiently awaiting that person who fancied him or her) and on the other side were four recliners of various colors and sizes. If you walked behind the stage you saw the stuffing coming out of most of the recliners.


  The contestants, John Blake from Pasadena and Rolf Weddenstein from La Jolla, were OK guys. They were both in college and looked pretty much like hipsters. Alan explained the rules but Rolf said, It’s cool, dude, I watch the show, which made John pipe up, Me too. Alan pointed Paque out, so they would know she was not really a potential idol worshiper and Rolf was perceptibly bummed out, which Paque saw and she gave him a kiss on the cheek for good luck.


  I was in charge of letting in the studio audience. Alan explained to me that since one of the worshipers from one of the first episodes went on to become a VJ on MTV, the audiences had been packed with wannabes and a couple times he found out after the fact that scouts were posing as twenty-somethings in the crowd. So keep your eyes out, Alan said. Today we’re shooting two guys, so don’t let any men in, he told me. When do you shoot the women, I asked. Alan pointed at his watch. Men in the morning, he said, and women after lunch.


  Sure enough outside the church there was a line of women all the way down the street and around the corner. You never saw so many miniskirts. I found out later I was supposed to actually choose thirty people, not just let in the first thirty. Alan said it didn’t really matter but that people would quit lining up if they weren’t one of the first thirty, and I said next time I’d do it right.


  The show used two cameras and both cameramen had on oversized T-shirts that read WHO FANCIES ME? The crowd filed in, sitting in the risers. Overhead a stereo played KROQ, a new song from Jewel.


  It feels like an assembly, from back in high school, Paque said.


  Alan—his hair slicked back and his face so white his eyebrows looked like two clouds floating in space—welcomed the audience and ‘those viewing from the safety of their homes’ and then introduced John Blake, who came out center stage and looked right into the camera. John gave his name and what kind of mate he was looking for (‘a caring person with a good heart who enjoys the outdoors and laughs easily’). He paused dramatically, like all contestants are supposed to, and then asked the crowd, Who fancies me? Everyone applauded and there was whistling too.


  Alan was right about needing ringers. Three chairs filled up pretty quickly, the girls preening for the camera in between smiles to their friends in the audience.


  Is there anyone else who fancies John, Alan asked the audience.


  A timid girl with glasses was pushed to the stage by her group of friends and you could tell she didn’t want to go up but the camera focused on her and so she sort of had to. Alan winked at Paque, who was sitting in the front row, and Paque sauntered onto the stage, to the delight of the crowd.


  The camera panned down the row of girls as each said her name and Alan handed John an oversized envelope, white with a red bow, which contained the questions John would ask to narrow down his admirers.


  John opened the bow dramatically and read the first question: After a date would you tell a guy to call you to make sure you got home safely, or ask him to nudge you for breakfast in the morning?


  The crowd whooped rabidly.


  Each of the girls answered the question and the first girl, the one called Katrina, was the first casualty.


  The girl with the glasses looked like she was going to cry as John read the second question: Size matters—true or false?


  The camera panned down the row and the girls each answered. Paque was the funniest because the two before her answered false and she looked at them like they were crazy and answered, True. The crowd clapped and whistled, as if on cue.


  The girl with the glasses bolted from the stage and disappeared behind the curtain to the exit. Alan deadpanned a stare into the camera and everyone laughed. Well, he said, and then there were three. He turned to the stage, Okay, John, let’s hear the next—


  Before Alan could finish an alarm sounded and the stage lights went down while a siren flashed. You know what that means, Alan said, turning to the stage, It’s time to fight for your man!


  The alarm stopped and the stage lights came back up and the portion of the show where the remaining girls verbally sparred over the contestant began when John, on cue, said, Who fancies me most?


  Girl #1: I do.


  Girl #2: I do more.


  Paque: I do too.


  Alan: Tell John what you love most about him girls.


  Girl #1: I love his dark eyes and long fingers. (The crowd oohs.)


  Girl #2 (looking at the camera, big smile): I love how his mind works. (The crowd boos. John gives a thumbs down)


  Paque (playfully): I like what I see. (The crowd erupts in applause.)


  It went on like that—finally it was just Paque and the second girl and they went at it. John, choose me and you won’t be sorry. John, let me show you what love’s about. John, choose your soul mate. John, I’ll take you to heaven and back.


  Paque’s job was to whip the other girl into a frenzy, which she did with flair, and John knew he couldn’t choose Paque anyway so it was really an entertainment about what Paque could get the other girl to say.


  John, choose me and you can do anything you want, she said, and Paque said, He’s yours then. The crowd stood and clapped wildly and the other girl looked confused for a moment but then John stood up and she went to him and they hugged like they were family. Offstage, Paque stood with her arms folded across her chest, smiling. I thought she did a quality acting job and Alan even said so later, after some of the guys from the crowd tried to give Paque a consolation prize.


  Fortunately, Who Fancies Me? was sold shortly thereafter because doing it for a week straight was boring.


  I have to sign off now because Stella (the one I told you about) is taking us on our first celebrity scavenger hunt. I’ll let you know…


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  Paque is out with Alan so I thought now would be the right moment to drop you a line to fill you in. Please thank whoever it was in your office who sent the photo and newsletter. I tacked it up on the back of the door in our room, to give us inspiration.


  When I said above that Paque is out with Alan I mean that they are at Von’s, which is just up the street, getting some groceries. I didn’t want to give the impression that Paque and Alan were out on the town together, or that they were together in some vague California way. Paque and I haven’t had boyfriends in God knows how long. My last boyfriend, Daryll, didn’t last long (I don’t want to go into that now).


  I did meet this guy though. Remember I told you about the scavenger hunt? The hunt was pretty much a bust but afterwards there was this party thrown by a guy named T.J. He works as a professional housesitter, which I think is one of those jobs that you could only find in L.A. But apparendy there’s a real demand, so T.J. doesn’t have a place of his own and, as he puts it, ‘lives around.’


  The party was in Brentwood, at this enormous Spanish-style house that T.J. said belonged to one of O. J. Simpson’s lawyers, who was a friend of T.J.’s family. What I liked about T.J. was the way he cracked himself up. He would be in the middle of telling you a story and he’d say, Can you believe that? God, that’s funny. And then he’d laugh in such a way that you’d laugh too, whether it was funny or not. (Also, did I mention, he’s really, really, really cute.)


  There were only about ten or fifteen people and we hung out around the oblong pool in the back yard, sipping cold Budweisers. The trees hanging over the pool made the backyard seem really dark and T.J. lit the tiki torches pitched in the mound of lava rocks behind the diving board. Paque told Stella that we had to be back at a decent hour because the next day was the first day of filming and Alan had scheduled an early shoot. But I was happy where I was. T.J. was showing off for me, doing stunts off the end of the diving board. Others stripped down to their underwear and a competition started, who could make the biggest splash, who could jump the highest, the furthest, etc. I dipped my legs in the shallow end with Paque and Stella. Stella was telling us about this guy she met who thinks Kurt Cobain is still alive and that his suicide was a fake but I tuned her out, imagining instead that T.J. was my boyfriend and that we lived in the Spanish-style house. Paque and I have talked about it before and basically we decided that while we’re trying to establish ourselves we’re not allowed to have boyfriends. We want boyfriends, but all of our friends who have boyfriends have to spend all their free time with them. Pretty soon you’d see less and less of them and then they’d get married and you wouldn’t see them at all.


  We want to do all that, someday. I just don’t see how you could put anybody through being second fiddle to your dreams. I don’t know if you know Madonna personally but you probably know her story, about how she moved to New York from Detroit with basically no money. She wanted to be famous no matter what and she ended up sleeping in her band’s rehearsal space. After that she moved up to a bedroom smaller than you would get if you committed a crime and were put in prison. She lived off two dollars a day. In New York City. Paque and I have been to New York City and you can’t do anything for two dollars a day. I always think of Madonna homeless, sleeping on a mattress, whenever I get down about how hard it is to get a break. You have to want it more, is all.


  Plus, to be honest, I feel responsible for ruining the start we got back in Phoenix. I suffer from anxiety, and that day at the SaltBed Fest was the most anxious I’ve ever been. Everything was really going our way until my accident. There aren’t any second chances either, we learned that. We weren’t so surprised that Scott Key from Sony wouldn’t take our call, but a couple weeks after that even Ian wouldn’t talk to us because of an article that came out in the Arizona Republic. But the reporter twisted what we said all around. In the article it sounded like Paque and I blamed Ian for what happened. And they had a good time about Jammin’ Jay, too. The reporter made Ian out to be some sort of faker for putting out our record even though we didn’t sing every track on it. Paque and I tried to call Ian to tell him that we didn’t blame him, that it was our fault for not practicing as hard as we could, but all we ever got was his answering machine.


  That’s why when Alan called from Hollywood with an offer to make a short film, Paque and I said yes right away. Alan had read about the film my brother made, Plastic Fantastic, in an interview Paque and I did with Phoenix Magazine. We’ve never even seen the movie (Chuck was supposed to send us a copy) and Alan admitted that he hadn’t seen it either but he thought making a movie would be a ‘great way to turn around what happened in Phoenix.’ When someone extends you a hand like that, you should take it, right?


  T.J. and I ended up kissing in the bathroom, his wet trunks pressed up against me. It was nice to kiss someone. I worried that he would want to do more, but someone knocked on the bathroom door and T.J. smiled. We’re caught, he laughed. God, isn’t that funny?


  Paque said it was time to get back and I rolled the window down and let the wind blow my hair as Stella drove us back to Alan’s, who was already in bed. T.J. asked for my number, which was the biggest compliment I’d had in as long as I could remember, but I took his number instead. Paque and I crept into our room, trying not to make any noise, and I put the scrap of paper with the carefully printed numbers under my pillow.


  In the morning, T.J.’s number was gone. I tore my sheets apart but couldn’t find it. I even suspected Paque of taking it, but didn’t say anything. The whole thing felt like a dream and it put me in a very bad mood, but honestly I’d forgotten all about it once Paque and I arrived on the set for our first day of shooting.


  Our movie is not called Plastic Fantastic II but World Gone Water, and Paque plays Angie Boulevard, a nymphomaniac patient in an avant-garde behavioral rehabilitation center run by Dr. Hatch (who is played by Jesse Armstrong, the guy who plays the father on that show about the twins who have mind powers). I play Jane Ramsey, ‘Dr. Hatch’s fetching assistant.’ The rest of the cast is Brian Del’Acorte, who plays a fellow patient nicknamed X-Rated (you can probably guess why) and Robert Anaconda as Caleb Stone, a guy from Arizona who transferred into the program from prison (where he spent time because he raped someone).


  It’s sort of an updated A Clockwork Orange, Alan told us.


  Alan explained that we would shoot all the interior shots first and then do the exterior shots, which was confusing to me. I thought that movies were made just the way you see them on the screen. By that I mean, if at the beginning of a movie a friend says a sad goodbye to someone at the airport and then at the end of the movie the friend says a warm hello, that final scene isn’t possible without everything that’s happened in the middle. But Alan said it’s too expensive to set up shots so that once everything is set in a particular locale, you shoot every scene that takes place there. Which makes being an actor that much harder, I thought.


  Fortunately, Alan said, most of the movie takes place inside the behavioral center.


  I noticed that most of the crew was from Who Fancies Me? The makeup and wardrobe girl, Cindy, recognized Paque and the two of them chatted it up while Cindy made me up in a white labcoat and pulled my hair back into a ponytail. I don’t usually wear makeup—I’m lucky enough to have fair skin—but Cindy insisted that because of the lights I would have to wear a special kind of base to prevent glare. The base made me very uncomfortable. It felt like I had cement skin. I tried smiling and my cheeks felt like they were breaking through a brick wall.


  We only shot one scene that first day, which is actually the first scene in the movie. It’s a scene with me, Dr. Hatch and Caleb Stone. Caleb has just come to the facility and Dr. Hatch is giving him an entrance interview. I only have one line in the scene: We respect honesty here, Mr. Stone. But Alan said there’s a lot of subtle stuff going on in the scene, namely that Jane is secretly falling for Caleb, a sort of ‘rebel without a cause’ type. So there were several takes of cutaway shots to me where I’m supposed to ‘smile with my eyes.’


  Everyone, including Paque, who wanted to get to her first scene, was annoyed with me because I wasn’t giving a good enough performance. When I felt like I was ‘smiling with my eyes,’ Alan said I looked like ‘a mentally unstable child staring at a piece of candy.’ I told Alan that yelling at me didn’t help and he said he was sorry, but Jesse Armstrong—Dr. Hatch—sighed every time I blew it and Alan had to yell cut.


  Finally, Alan called for a break. Paque and I wanted to go outside, maybe take a walk around the block, but Cindy said she’d have to redo my makeup and Alan said to just stay inside. So Paque and I went into the bathroom while Alan and the others huddled around a tiny screen to watch what we’d done so far.


  Paque washed her hands in the sink, not saying anything.


  I’m trying, I said, the words echoing off the bathroom walls.


  I know, Paque said. But you just have to concentrate. You have to forget that you’re Daisy and pretend that you’re Jane Ramsey. I think that’s the problem. You aren’t pretending to be someone else. If you don’t believe that you’re Dr. Hatch’s assistant, then the audience isn’t going to believe it. It’s sort of like Robin Williams. You know how every Robin Williams movie makes you conscious of the fact that it’s Robin Williams—except for Dead Poets Society and Good Will Hunting—where at a certain point in the movie he breaks out of his character and does that thing with his lip and his voice gets crazy and he starts shaking his head and you say, Look, it’s Robin Williams. He becomes a stand-up comic in the middle of the movie. Compare that, she said, with the character in Good Will Hunting, where the last time you think about Robin Williams is when you see his name in the credits. After that, you believe that that psychiatrist is a real person, that he has a practice in Boston, and that you could fly there right now and be his patient. That’s the difference.


  I see what you mean, I said.


  So what’s Jane Ramsey’s favorite color, Paque asked.


  Blue, I said.


  What’s her favorite kind of food?


  Mexican.


  If she found a hundred dollars on the ground would she keep it or try to find out if someone dropped it?


  She’d keep it.


  And if she secretly liked a patient but didn’t want her boss to find out, would she try to let the patient know in a subtle way, or would she be obvious about it?


  Subtle.


  Then let’s see it, Paque said. I gave her a hug and Cindy knocked on the door and said, Okay let’s do it.


  Alan was grimacing and the others settled in, figuring it was going to take all week to get the scene.


  I’m proud to say I got it right in one take, which gave me a boost of self-confidence. When one thing goes right, it seems like everything is going right. (I found T.J.’s number, which had snaked itself inside my pillow case.) I’m riding that wave for now.


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  Alan got a new client today. Annette Laudin. She’s from London, but I’m not sure you would know who she is. She’s recently famous, as they say. Annette read the article in Variety about Alan and how he took on Paque and me. She flew from New York to meet him. I asked Paque if she knew who Annette was but she said she didn’t, that Alan told her later that she used to be queen of the socialites in Manhattan, but that that was all just an experiment by these two women who had taken Annette away from her boutique job and decided to make her famous.


  How did they make her famous, I asked.


  Apparently one of the women was a publicist and the other one was a socialite, Paque said. The story reminded me of that movie Trading Places, where the two old men fuck someone’s life up for a dollar.


  These two women, the publicist and the socialite, decided to take Annette and dress her up in designer clothes. Betsey Johnson, Prada, Versace, DKNY, etc. They put her up in their houses in the Hamptons, making sure she arrived at all the parties in limos. At these parties they made sure Annette was photographed with any celebrity in the room. And the next day they called up their friends at the New York magazines and gave them nice little stories about Annette, what she was up to, what she said about so-and-so (only nice things, though).


  And it worked. Annette was a ‘must-have’ on every party list. She made friends with all the other famous people in New York—even Donald Trump. The daughter of some billionaire, one of Annette’s new friends, asked her to be a bridesmaid in her wedding. But the weekend of the wedding, the daughter of the billionaire discovered that her husband-to-be was in love with Annette and the wedding, hours away, was canceled.


  The next party Annette showed up for, she was turned away from the door by the very two women who had made her. You’re an ugly bitch, they screamed at her.


  I agreed with Paque that this was awful but in the back of my mind the story made me worry about our future. Alan had used his friends at Variety and Entertainment Weekly and the L.A. Times to print stories about World Gone Water, like those girls did to make Annette famous. I felt like we were Alan’s experiment. I started to think about what would happen to Paque and me after the movie came out. A certain number of people would hate it on principle, because these two no-names from nowhere were given attention that they, or someone they knew, deserved. A certain number of people would love it for the same reason. And maybe it would lead to parts in other films, and maybe we’d go on late-night talk shows and talk about what it was like to make it big. But I couldn’t fight the feeling that on the other side, no matter how hard it was to get famous, it was somehow harder once you did become famous. You had to watch out who you were seen talking to. You had to be careful where you went. You had to treat your body like a car you loved more than your own life.


  These thoughts circled around in my head as Paque and I sat for what Alan called ‘some pre-publicity publicity.’ Filming was suspended for a day to capitalize on an article that Alan ‘placed’ in Daily Variety about World Gone Water. The article reported that Julia Roberts and Elizabeth Hurley originally expressed interest in the roles of Jane Ramsey and Angie Boulevard but that ‘director Hood selected two fresh faces from obscurity to play the roles of seducer and nymphomaniac.’


  We woke the morning of that article to the sound of the phone in the living room ringing every few minutes. The answering machine took the calls. Paque and I stood and listened as agents, publicists, personal trainers, nutritionists, personal assistants and even someone from Paramount Pictures left messages offering their services. It gave me goosebumps, but scared me at the same time.


  Hello, Hollywood, Paque said.


  Alan said, Forget those people for now. He hauled us off to a house in Woodland Hills where Paque and I spent the day in the pool while a photographer friend of Alan’s—John Henry—told us to hold our breath under water for as long as we could (and to make sure our eyes were open). John Henry took some shots from a ladder he’d constructed on his diving board. Then he stripped down to his boxers and switched cameras and jumped in. He told us just to swim towards the camera slowly. He went under and we chased him around the pool until our fingers and toes were waterlogged.


  John Henry had a TV the size of one whole wall and Paque and I watched a Road Rules marathon while Alan went over the photographs, selecting the best one.


  That night Alan took us to a party for the all-girl issue of R*O*C*K magazine at Shampū.


  It’s time to show you off to L.A., Alan said.


  Paque and I still had the outfits that we bought for SaltBed, so we wore them to the party. I miss Ian, Paque said as we got ready. Just hearing his name—and standing there in the mirror in the outfit he paid for—made me tremble.


  I wonder how he’s doing, I said.


  Maybe we could give him a call later, Paque said.


  His phone is disconnected though, I reminded her. I passed her the bottle of Keri lotion and she smoothed some on her legs.


  I think I’m sunburned, she said.


  Alan appeared in the doorway dressed all in black and Paque let out a low whistle. Ready to dazzle, he asked. He smiled, and I think it was the first time I’d seen him smile since we met him. I took the chance to ask him something that had been bothering me.


  Is it right to do what we’re doing, I asked.


  Paque stopped lotioning her legs.


  What are we doing, Alan asked patiently.


  You know, I said, the way you said in the article that Julia Roberts and Elizabeth Hurley wanted to be in World Gone Water, and the posters of Paque and I in the pool that are going to go up all over town. I mean, it’s sort of like lying, isn’t it?


  Alan unbuttoned the top button of his black jacket and sat down on Paque’s bed. Well, he began, it’s sort of like this. In Hollywood, everything is about illusion and expectation. How many movies do you think get made every year?


  I looked at Paque but we couldn’t guess.


  Too many, Alan said. And let’s face it—I’m an unknown in this arena; I haven’t made a movie before. But I believe in second chances. Everyone who needs one should have one. Including you two. So the only thing that can launch this second chance is to get as many people as we can to want you to have a second chance. Does that come close to making sense?


  I see what you mean, I said. I guess it just feels … dishonest.


  Robbing banks is dishonest, Alan smiled. We’re not robbing banks.


  Not yet, Paque said. Which made me laugh.


  Alan laughed too but then got serious again and said, And I should probably tell you that there isn’t even going to be a movie. The plan is to shoot a few scenes and put them on the Internet. Then we’ll start returning those phone calls on the answering machine. And hopefully by this time next year you’ll be filming a movie with Tarantino or Scorsese or Oliver Stone or whoever.


  Paque fished through her purse for her lip gloss. You know, we tried to manipulate the public before and got burned, she said.


  That was my fault, I said.


  Paque stopped smearing peach gloss on her lips and said, It wasn’t your fault.


  You were in the hands of amateurs in Phoenix, Alan said. Besides, this is Hollywood. It’s different. Didn’t you read in Entertainment Weekly about the actress who was supposed to be eighteen but was really thirty-two? She lied and she doesn’t have to worry about running out of work ever again.


  Alan convinced us that what we were doing was making an advertisement for ourselves, like a résumé, and that made me feel better about the whole thing.


  The limousine Alan rented for the evening picked us up right at seven and we navigated the streets in style, though passing so many limos made it feel less special. We came to a stop at a red light and we had limos on either side of us.


  Alan told us not to talk specifically about World Gone Water, especially to any reporters. That includes photographers, he said.


  At Shampū it felt like people knew who we were. The volume of the conversations seemed to increase as we walked in, Paque and I each looping our arms through Alan’s. Silver and gold confetti littered the floor, and Paque’s tennis shoes were caked in it by the time we made our way to one of the plush sofas next to a wall-sized poster of Sarah McLachlan on the cover of R*O*C*K, looking glum and alluring in the way rock stars sometimes do.


  Look, Paque said right as Sarah McLachlan walked by.


  Weird, I said.


  Alan went to get us drinks and Paque and I scanned the crowd for people we recognized: Chloë Sevigny, Matthew Broderick, Courtney Love, Anjelica Huston, David Geffen, Natalie Merchant, Shania Twain, Charlie Sheen, Denis Leary, Janeane Garafalo, Ben Stiller, Fiona Apple, and Abra Moore. Bruce Springsteen was talking to Gloria Estefan when someone bumped him and he spilled his drink on her shoes.


  Look, she’s dancing, Paque joked.


  Alan made his way back through the crowd, dodging a very wasted Bryan Metro, who someone pointed in the direction of the men’s room. We should work the room, he said.


  Paque and I sipped our vodka tonics while we strolled with Alan, who introduced us to Sarah McLachlan, whose skin was so white she appeared to glow. Paque and I told her how much we loved her music and she seemed genuinely flattered.


  We posed for pictures with Jennifer Love Hewitt, Melissa Etheridge, and Vince Vaughn, who asked Paque for her number.


  I started to feel a little ill, remembering that I hadn’t eaten any dinner. A plate of hors d’oeuvres floated by on the arm of this really cute guy and Paque and I stopped him and ate three or four of the little cheese things wrapped in bacon. We followed that with some cold peas with chevre and melba toast with salmon and brie.


  Hey look, Paque said. She pointed out Hilken Mancini and Chris Toppin from Fuzzy.


  We broke free of Alan, who was chatting up Marilyn Manson, and went over to Hilken and Chris, who remembered us from SaltBed.


  Sorry about what happened, Hilken said. That must’ve been really terrible.


  Yeah, it was embarrassing, I said.


  The worst part was that we were being scouted by Sony Records, Paque said. Do you guys know Scott Key?


  Hilken shook her head no and looked at Chris.


  Never heard of him, Chris said.


  Matt Dillon leaned in and told Hilken and Chris how much he liked their new album, Hurray For Everything. He said a friend gave it to him and it was the only CD he played in his Jeep. We were all sort of mesmerized by how handsome Matt Dillon was and after he walked away it took a minute for us to realize he was gone.


  What are you guys doing now, Chris asked.


  We told her that we were shooting a movie, which felt like a lie and we liked them too much to lie so I said, It’s really a short film.


  Wait, I think I read about this, Hilken said. Julia Roberts wanted to be in it, right?


  Right, Paque said.


  Alan dragged us over for another photo and we waved goodbye to Hilken and Chris. My eyes started to burn from squinting at the flashbulbs so I excused myself and slipped into the bathroom, which was entirely marble. My shoes clicked as I shut the door to the stall. The attendant whistled something I vaguely recognized. On the back of the stall door someone had Magic Markered THE WORLD IS FULL OF VANITY AND MALICE in slanted letters that made me feel like I was losing my balance, or maybe it was the vodka, or my empty stomach, or the flashbulbs exploding like tiny crashes around the room but when I walked out of the bathroom the last thing I saw was Bill Murray and I passed out cold.


  It was pretty embarrassing.


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  I’m enclosing one of the World Gone Water posters. What do you think? I think it looks peaceful, the way the deep blue water sort of envelops us (we aren’t really that white!) and the way our hair fans out behind us. Even though you can’t really tell, we’re both extremely out of breath. Also, Paque’s face is air-brushed (she has a mole high on her right cheek). Doesn’t it look like we’re staring right at you?


  You can’t go anywhere in L.A. without seeing the poster. Which is kind of funny considering what Alan said about it not even being a real movie. Paque and I ran around with Alan the other day—-just doing errands—and we saw the poster all over. On the side of a 7-Eleven on Pico, stapled to telephone polls along Vine, plastered in the window of the Trax-n-Wax on Hollywood (Alan knows the owner), even one someone had ripped down and put in the back window of their car in the parking lot of a bar in no man’s land called the Liquid Kitty. Alan said there were a few you could see from the Santa Monica Freeway, and some in Malibu. Paque and I said we’d like to go to Malibu but Alan said, Maybe after we’re done shooting. Paque and I discussed it and decided we’d give Stella a call and maybe the three of us would take a drive. We intentionally haven’t called Stella because we know she’s desperate to break into the movies and we don’t want her horning in on our deal. Paque is still very pissed about Stella leaving us back in Phoenix, but I’m wishy-washy on the subject. There was no answer at Stella’s though.


  We shot another scene as well. It’s in the can, as they say in Hollywood. (I just thought of a question: Why didn’t Bananarama ever make any movies? You know, the way Madonna did. Your videos are so good it makes sense that you could’ve made a movie.)


  Annette Laupin has joined the cast, too. Paque and I were a little miffed at first but we really like Annette. She’s a cool chick. She seems like she’s stuck up but she’s funnier than shit and you can tell she’s been through a lot. She said she doesn’t have any desire to be a movie star—she told us not to say anything, but she felt Alan probably wasn’t the right person to help her rehabilitate her image; she thinks she might move back to New York after ‘an extended vacation’ and that that might be enough—but that Alan asked her to play the part of Natalie Stone, Caleb Stone’s sister, and Annette thought it would be a kick. That’s the kind of chick she is. Like I said, pretty cool.


  We haven’t had a scene with Annette yet. The scene we filmed was another scene at the rehabilitation center. A group session scene featuring Caleb and Angie Boulevard, who act out a sequence as husband and wife where Angie has to confess that she has cheated on Caleb, monitored closely by Dr. Hatch and my character, Jane. The scene was pretty intense. Robert Anaconda, who plays Caleb, must be a method actor, or must have studied method acting anyway. His reaction was not the normal reaction you would expect if a husband finds out his wife has been unfaithful: He basically accepts it as part of human nature, and it’s shocking in a quiet way (that’s the best way I can describe it). When Angie Boulevard becomes confused by Caleb’s reaction (Paque is very convincing), Jane, who you’ll remember is having an affair with Caleb, challenges his views. My role is really psychologically challenging and I stayed up the night before rehearsing with Alan, who read Caleb’s lines. The trick to my part, as I might have mentioned before, is that no one knows about Jane and Caleb, but Jane takes the wild theories Caleb espouses in group session personally—for obvious reasons.


  Paque and I hung around through lunch to watch Annette film her scene. Alan fussed quite a bit over her appearance—she wore a beautiful white gown—giving Cindy the make-up girl a lot of specific instructions. The scene as Alan explained it was that Natalie, or Talie, had been stood up by her cotillion date and called Caleb (who Alan filled us in was out of rehab by then). Caleb shows up in jeans and a shirt but Talie, as is part of her character, doesn’t care what other people think and they go in and dance one dance and then leave.


  The rehabilitation center was quickly transformed into a dance floor. The boom guy and the cameraman hung a disco ball above the four-by-four tiled floor. The cameras moved in and Annette and Robert Anaconda did a run-through without the music. The script called for Caleb to console Talie about being stood up, but Alan changed it on the spot to a conversation about their first loves. It was amazing to see Alan work—he dashed out the dialogue in about five minutes.


  The film rolled and Annette and Robert Anaconda swayed slowly back and forth, staying within the tiles (which were their markers—Paque and I learned about that when we filmed Plastic Fantastic for my brother, Chuck, in New York). Annette and Robert Anaconda had an instantly easy rapport and I felt a little embarrassed because they seemed like lovers. I thought we were going to have to spend all day shooting but when the scene was finished and the music stopped and the lights came up, Alan was crying.


  That’s it for today, he said.


  It was a pretty awkward moment. Annette and Robert Anaconda went off somewhere and Paque and I had to hang around and wait for Alan, who just sat and stared into space until finally he got up and said, C’mon, let’s go. We rode home in silence.


  Oh, hey, you can check out the scenes we’ve done so far. They’re on the Internet at www.worldgonewater.com. You have to have a special video thing in your computer and you have to have speakers. Alan showed it to us the other day and I think it looks pretty cool. It looks like a scene from an actual movie. When Alan first brought it up on the screen Paque said, I bet we’ll sound like robots. But we didn’t.


  The phone continued to ring with interest in the movie and with offers for Paque and me. Alan said it was too early yet to start calling people back. The hype has to reach just the right level, he said, before we can really capitalize. Alan said so far the people who had called were ‘little fish’ and that we had to wait for the right bite. It won’t be much longer now, he told us. These things take on a life of their own.


  We know something about that, Paque said with not a little hint of irony in her voice.


  I know even more than she does. I never told Paque about my father—the one time she asked I said he lived in Minneapolis, which is true, but I didn’t tell her why. I’m always curious about rumors, about which ones make it to full-blown gossip and which ones turn out to be true (so few rarely do). In the short time we’ve been here it seems to me that Hollywood is full of rumors. Everyone starts a conversation with, I heard this, or, I heard that. Everyone is hearing things. I overheard a woman in Von’s talking about how she heard that one of Michael Jackson’s kids was ‘on death’s door.’ The woman she was talking to didn’t even know Michael Jackson had kids, and the other woman assured her that he did.


  I was just a kid—ten—when I heard the rumor about my father. Funny, now that I remember it, it was in a grocery store, too. I was with my mom and my brother and my mom ran into one of our neighbors. I forget their name now. My mom stopped to talk to them and my brother and I got bored so we ran over to the cereal aisle. Chuck loved Cap’n Crunch (he ate it breakfast, lunch, and dinner) and I wanted Lucky Charms but my mom always made us agree on a cereal (consequently I hate Cap’n Crunch). Chuck and I raced back to our mom, who had moved down the aisle and as we raced past the neighbors, I heard the man say, He’s as gay as the day is long. Naturally I didn’t know who he was talking about, or even what the phrase meant. And I forgot it until a few weeks later when Linda Pegg came up to me at recess and said in front of everyone, Your dad’s a homo, you’re dad’s a homo. The others started saying, Homo, homo, homo. None of them knew what it meant—not even Linda Pegg—but they kept on until I started crying. I left the playground and ran home. I asked my mom what ‘homo’ meant, and she started to say something about how it means you’re not like everyone else but she gave up and just started crying. That’s when my mom moved Chuck and me to Phoenix. My father sent birthday cards for a while after that but pretty soon we just didn’t hear anything anymore. Sometimes I wonder what he’s up to and secretly I hope that he’ll read something in the press about the movie and try to get in touch with me. I can’t ask my mom. I don’t know why I know that, I just do. And Chuck doesn’t care. He says he can’t even remember what our father looks like. Wouldn’t know him if he passed him in the street, he always says. I told Chuck he probably looks a lot like us and Chuck said, Yeah, so what?


  I thought about calling Chuck the other night. Paque and I were bored, and not tired, and we were flipping through the channels and we saw ourselves on TV. On C-Span2 (it’s an egghead cable channel that usually has very boring programs on). We were just going from one channel to the other, talking about how many more scenes we would have to shoot before we could accept an offer for a real movie, when Paque’s face lit up the screen. She was clicking so fast she didn’t even see it.


  Go back, I said.


  Paque clicked it back and there we were in New York, the time we went to go see Paul Newman with Chuck. Chuck raised his hand and Paque said, God, this was embarrassing.


  What’s it doing on TV, I asked.


  Sometimes they put stuff like that on TV, she said.


  I imagine you’re both used to seeing yourself on the screen but I have say it was thrilling to come across ourselves randomly on the television like that. It made me feel like we were famous. And it made me miss Chuck. You always miss someone when you think about them, and seeing Chuck on TV like that made me miss him even worse. I wanted to call him and tell him to come out to Hollywood—he would love all of it—but not knowing exactly what was happening day to day made me hesitate. But I did call and left a message on his answering machine that I missed him much.


  I hope you can take the time to write back. I’d appreciate any sort of advice you could give about what Paque’s and my next move should be.


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  You’ve probably had times when you realized something unknown was moving against the balance of things. Like when Siobhan left the group to be in Shakespear’s Sister. There might have been a change of energy in the recording studio once Siobhan made up her mind, or maybe she skipped out on an interview, or was constantly late for shooting a video, etc. Once she left Bananarama you both could probably pinpoint the exact moment—in retrospect—that that conclusion was foregone.


  Paque and I had that feeling one morning—last Wednesday to be precise—when Alan woke up early and disappeared. We had overslept and panicked when we couldn’t find Alan (he keeps his bedroom door locked so we pounded on it, but knew he wasn’t in there), especially since the interview Alan had arranged with L.A. MovieNews was that morning. By the time Paque and I realized Alan really wasn’t home, the MovieNews people were knocking on the front door.


  Just let them knock, I said, and they’ll come back later.


  Nonsense, Paque said, let’s do the interview. Paque was frustrated at the pace of the World Gone Water shoot. The clips had been on the Internet for more than a week and Alan hadn’t started returning the calls on the answering machine like he promised he would. Paque asked him when he planned on calling them back but Alan would just mutter something about ‘critical mass’ and then he’d go in his room and lock the door.


  So Paque and I would spend our days answering the growing cluster of fan mail on our website, which was fun for a while. Guys were writing in and asking us our favorite color and what was our favorite food and all kinds of crazy questions. There were a couple gross ones too, but because it’s over the computer it was sort of easy and okay to find those ones funny, too.


  Then we got the letter in the mail from the toy company. Paque read it over and said, They want to make dolls of us. I took the letter and saw the bright pink logo. What should we do, I asked her. The letter said that if we agreed to the contract we’d receive $25,000 within a month of signing, against future sales of the dolls.


  I wonder if we can help design them, Paque said. You know, what kinds of clothes they wear. Stuff like that.


  Does it say anything about that in the contract, I asked.


  There were a lot of things in the contract that we didn’t understand, but we didn’t see anything about us being involved with the manufacture of the dolls.


  We signed the contracts. Paque wrote Let us help with the outfits at the bottom of each copy and we walked the envelope over to the mailbox on the corner so Alan wouldn’t find out.


  We did the MovieNews interview, too. We let them in and they set up in the front room. I don’t think we knew what we were going to say—at least I didn’t—and I just sort of followed Paque’s lead. She’s quick and I guess she decided that she was going to give them the most scandalous interview they’d ever printed. Before I knew it, I was going along with what she said.


  They asked us what life has been like in Hollywood for us and that opened it up. Paque said, Well, you know, it’s been a little bit rock and roll. (Which I thought was a great answer.) For instance, take the other night, she said. Me and Daisy were hanging out with the guys from Counting Crows, we were getting cones at that great ice cream place on Olympic, and we run into Jack Nicholson, who is also getting cones with his girlfriend and his daughter. Jack invites us all to go with him to the La Brea Tar Pits—his daughter wants to look for dinosaurs—so we all follow Jack’s Mercedes to Wilshire and we park and get out and the guys from Counting Crows keep telling Jack how much they liked Chinatown. Jack is very gracious and his girlfriend and his daughter go to the fence to look at the pits and Jack tells us about this great party at Dennis Hopper’s house, which we go to sans Counting Crows. We never meet Dennis, and we didn’t see Jack, but we met Gary Busey, who was walking around with Buddy Holly glasses on singing ‘Peggy Sue.’ We tell them about Ashley Judd, who asked us if we wanted to go on a beer run—apparently she only drank lite beer and Dennis didn’t have anything that wasn’t imported—and we said, Sure, we’ll go. Gary Busey came along too and he did this really funny thing with the Coke display in the grocery store, but then they wouldn’t sell to us and we got kicked out.


  Paque looked at me and I was biting the inside of my cheek so hard I could taste blood. Yeah, I said, but the night before was even cooler. Jerry Seinfeld had a party at the hangar where he keeps his Porsche collection. It was a really society affair. A champagne and caviar party. We ended up laying in the grass at the end of a runway at three in the morning with Seinfeld and Michael Richards, the guy who played Kramer.


  The MovieNews people were making notes and hurried to flip over the cassette in the tape recorder when it snapped off.


  Paque gave them the best one though. She told them about going to Hollywood Park, the horse track, with Magic Johnson, who we supposedly met at Dennis Hopper’s party. Paque described us going to the winning horse’s stable after the race because Magic knew the owners. The house was full of people in tuxedos and gowns, mostly moneymen from Los Angeles, along with some Arab sheiks (I thought that was a nice touch myself). Someone rang a bell, Paque said, and we all went out to the stable, where Hallelujah, the horse who’d just won at Hollywood Park, was frolicking with Little Lady, the mare who’d won the Preakness and the Kentucky Derby the year before. Everyone gathered at the fence—even the ladies in gowns—and these two models came out in bikinis. All the men hooted and hollered and the models tried to settle the horses down. A guy who looked like a ranch hand came out and steadied Hallelujah. The models crawled under the horse like you would get under a car and cupped the horse’s balls. Hallelujah danced around a little bit but the ranch hand had a hold of his reins and petted his nose as the models massaged him. The horse’s thingie came out just like a ladder on a fire truck and everyone clapped and whistled. Little Lady came sniffing around and the two models and the ranch hand helped Hallelujah mount her. Once he was inside her, everyone lifted their glass. The two guys standing next to me and Daisy shook hands. There was a china bowl in the hall on the way out where you could win a trip to all three Triple Crown races by naming the soon-to-be horse.


  Paque and I told them some other stuff that wasn’t true, like that World Gone Water was going to be a five-hour epic movie that incorporated elements of sci-fi, animation, the Western, rock-u-mentary, and French period pieces. Alan didn’t think that was very funny when he returned but L.A. MovieNews didn’t end up using our interview after all (the bit about the horse showed up in a gossip column the next day though).


  Paque demanded to know where Alan was and why he messed up the interview. She screamed at him that he was fucking things up royally and chased him to his room. He slammed the door in her face without saying anything and she kicked it over and over and I held my hands to my ears.


  Let’s call Stella, she said. We’ll tell her to come pick us up.


  I called Stella’s number and Craig (her boyfriend) answered. He told me Stella wasn’t there and that he hadn’t seen her in a couple days. He said he thought she was with Paque and me and that now he was really worried. We called the photomat where Stella worked and they said she didn’t work there anymore.


  I was so frazzled that I ran out to get a couple of hot apple pies from the McDonald’s on Sunset, and by the time I walked there and back, Paque had cooled down and was sitting at the kitchen table with Alan, who looked like his entire family had been killed in a plane crash.


  I have something to tell you, Alan said. I pulled out a chair at the kitchen table and set the McDonald’s bag down next to a completed script with the words World Gone Water typed on the front. Some big investors picked up on the movie, Alan said, and they want to back a full-length movie.


  Great, I said but the look on Paque’s face told me it was not great.


  It’s not that simple, Alan said. These guys have conditions attached to their investment.


  I looked across the table at Paque, who I noticed was smoking Alan’s Marlboros. She sat with a dazed look on her face. I nervously opened the McDonald’s bag and unsheathed one of the apple pies.


  How is it hard, I asked.


  One of the conditions is that I have to use two actresses that they want, Alan said.


  I swallowed the gooey filling and said, So you’re replacing us. Just like that.


  Alan winced as he ran his fingers through his hair. It isn’t like that, he said. I don’t want to have to do it but I have to play by the rules if the movie is to get made.


  I thought you said it wasn’t even going to be a movie, I argued. You said we weren’t going to make a real movie.


  We weren’t, Alan said. But this story is important to me—it’s my story—and I’d like to see it get made.


  Why do we need these guys then, I asked. We can do it without them.


  They have enough money to get it done and I don’t, Alan said, leaning back. It’s that simple.


  So what are we supposed to do, I asked.


  We’ll have a project together, I promise, Alan said. I’ll develop something especially for you two. He tried to get Paque’s attention but she was staring at the floor.


  Who are these actresses anyway, I asked.


  You wouldn’t know who they are, Alan said. They’re nobodies.


  Like us, Paque said.


  I started crying and excused myself from the table. Paque came into the bedroom behind me. She ripped down the World Gone Water poster taped to our closet door and for the first time that I could ever remember, Paque cried.


  Alan knocked on the door and Paque screamed, Go away, but Alan knocked again and said, Daisy, your mom’s on the phone.


  Tell her I’ll call her back, I said.


  Should I ask my mom to get us plane tickets home, I asked Paque. She’d stopped crying and was studying the weeds growing outside the window and said, I don’t think that’s necessary.


  Okay, I said.


  Alan’s car was gone and I called my mom back and when she asked how it was going I said, Everything’s fine.


  That night I had a dream Paque and I were back at SaltBed and that we were on stage singing while Alan was in the audience. My mom was in the audience, along with my brother Chuck and everyone I’d ever known in my life. People were screaming out requests for Masterful Johnson tunes and we sang them perfect, every one the crowd asked for and in the morning I woke up exhausted, as if I’d spent the night giving every ounce of energy I had.


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  When you need someone, you can’t count on anybody. Stella is either avoiding us (she’s probably mad because of all the publicity Paque and I have been getting), or she finally got an acting gig and is somewhere on location. Those are the only two answers Paque and I will accept. We really needed her after Alan dumped us. Neither one of us wanted to say it but we realized we didn’t have anyone we could call.


  Then I remembered T.J. I paged him and he agreed to pick us up.


  Should we pack up our stuff, I asked.


  There isn’t anything that can’t be replaced if we don’t come back, Paque said.


  T.J. picked us up in a cinnamon-colored convertible BMW, which turned out to belong to the actress Jennifer Grey, who T.J. was house-sitting for. She really lives in New York, but is renting out here because of her TV show, T.J. said.


  Paque sat up front and I closed my eyes and let the wind whip around me. Whatever romantic feeling I thought I had for T.J. disappeared when I saw him again. Behind the wheel of the car, checking both ways for traffic, he seemed like just another guy to hang out with. I sensed from his coolness that he felt the same way. The clean scent of the new leather seats comforted me and I imagined it was the day before we got dumped, before we knew anything about how quickly something certain turns into something completely unknown.


  Paque and I decided not to say anything to T.J. about what had happened. We told him we just wanted to get out of the house for a bit.


  It sounded like an emergency, T.J. said.


  It wasn’t, Paque said.


  Have you seen Stella, T.J. asked. She owes me some money.


  Neither Paque or I said anything.


  Well, T.J. said, I’m sure she’ll pay me when I see her.


  T.J. drove us back to Jennifer Grey’s house in the Hollywood Hills, a cute little yellow house nestled safely behind a sprawl of lilac bushes. T.J. carefully pulled the BMW into the garage and you got the feeling that he probably wasn’t supposed to be driving it.


  Guess who used to rent this house, T.J. asked.


  Who, I asked.


  Barbra Streisand, he said.


  It looks a little small for Barbra Streisand, Paque said.


  T.J. stopped and collected a few empty beer bottles lined up on the pathway between the garage and the house.


  Who is Jennifer Grey anyway, I asked.


  She was the sister in Ferris Bueller’s Day Off, T.J. said.


  Think Dirty Dancing, Paque said.


  What TV show is she on, I asked.


  It’s a new one where she plays herself, T.J. said, and the storylines are based on her real life.


  Are they going to use the one where she and Matthew Broderick accidentally killed those people in Sweden or Norway or wherever it was, Paque asked sarcastically.


  From what Paque said I knew then who they were talking about. I remembered reading in one of Stella’s notebooks about the crash, about how Matthew Broderick had pulled out on the wrong side in his Volvo, right into an oncoming car. Stella’s information had it that it was an accident, and that Matthew Broderick didn’t have to go to jail. Anyway, I think that’s what happened. I only remember it because I thought it was weird that they were playing brother and sister in the film but they were really boyfriend/girlfriend.


  Paque opened the side door and was startled by a man in a blue silk shirt and boxers rummaging through the pantry. His skin was tight and tan and his hair was bleached white. Oh, hello, he said with a British accent.


  This is Jason, T.J. said. He’s with the production.


  Paque and I introduced ourselves and Jason said, You’re in that movie. He snapped his fingers trying to come up with the title.


  World Gone Water, Paque said.


  That’s it, Jason said. He pulled down a box of strawberry Pop-Tarts and opened one of the shiny packages with his teeth. If you’ve got call for a mechanized go-cart driver, I race professionally, he said.


  Paque said, I don’t think there’s any go-carts in the movie.


  Jason’s jaw bounced up and down as he chewed. That’s too bad, he said between bites, I’m really good. He disappeared out the sliding glass door in the kitchen and Paque and I went to the window above the sink and watched him rejoin a small group out by the pool. A woman in a red robe sat in a lawn chair under an umbrella, reading Entertainment Weekly while an enormous man waded in the shallow end of the pool with a camera perched on his shoulder. A second man stayed dry at a soundboard at the edge of the pool.


  That’s Earl, T.J. said. He gives me money to let him film porno at the houses I stay at.


  What happens if the person sees their house in a porno, Paque asked.


  That hasn’t happened yet, T.J. said. He rapped his knuckles on the wooden kitchen counter.


  The refrigerator is covered with photos of a woman and a chocolate Labrador. Is this Jennifer Grey, I asked.


  Yep, T.J. said, help yourself to anything in the fridge.


  It doesn’t look like Ferris’s sister, I said. I leaned in to study one of the photos.


  She had a nose job, T.J. said.


  I thought she had a cute nose, Paque said.


  It definitely looks better now, T.J. said.


  It’s wild, I said, it really doesn’t look anything like her.


  T.J. looked at the photo. Yeah, when I got the gig and I came up to the house I couldn’t believe it was really her. Don’t get me wrong—she’s beautiful, maybe more so. But when you think of Jennifer Grey you think of Baby in Dirty Dancing or Jeanie Bueller. I think it’s been hard for her to get work because people don’t recognize her.


  Only in Hollywood can you be tossed to the bottom of the heap by improving your looks with plastic surgery, Paque said bitterly.


  T.J. offered to let us stay at Jennifer Grey’s—Jason and the woman in the red robe, Maria, were staying there as well. We thanked T.J. and told him we’d stay the night, and he didn’t make any sort of joke about us owing him big, which we appreciated.


  T.J. ran out for Kentucky Fried Chicken and I took the opportunity to talk to Paque. I want to go home, I said. There’s nothing here for us now.


  You might be right, Paque said. But what harm is there if we hang around to see if Alan makes good on his promise to find something for us.


  I looked out the window at the scene in the pool. Alan’s going to be tied up with that movie for at least a year, I reasoned.


  Maybe we’ll get bit parts, Paque said.


  That’s part of the problem, too, I said. We’re only good for bit parts. We’re not actresses. I don’t even want to be an actress, do you?


  Paque didn’t answer.


  Sure, I jumped at the idea when Alan called, I said, but that was because I was desperate to get away from the humiliation in Phoenix. I’m not even sure I can ever go back to Phoenix, but things can’t be as crazy as they were. Plus, I’m afraid we’re going to get involved in something that’s going to humiliate us even more.


  Humiliation is sometimes the easiest way to become famous, Paque said smartly.


  It seems like we’ve tried everything, I said.


  Yeah, Paque sighed. She looked out the window at Jason and Maria, who were toweling off. But it’s precisely because we’ve tried everything that we should probably stick it out just a little bit longer. Why come as far as we’ve come—and you have to admit we’ve been lucky along the way, even if the end result has been unlucky—and not go all the way? We can always go back to Phoenix. And if we humiliate ourselves, as you put it, here in Hollywood we’ll either get a book deal or a TV show at worst, and then we can decide whether or not we want to walk away.


  I don’t know, I said.


  Why don’t you call Chuck and see what he thinks, Paque suggested.


  I’ve been trying to reach him actually, I said. But I can’t find him.


  Paque stayed up watching television and smoking pot with the others. I took one of the spare bedrooms, the smaller one at the end of the hall with the thick white shag carpet and the twin bed. It smelled like no one had ever been in the room and dust motes rose when I switched on the bedside lamp. It seemed to me there wasn’t anything to be happy about. The last thing that really made me happy was making the record for Ian. If you would’ve told me we were going to blow that one the way we did, I would’ve bet against you. Plus Paque and I really love music. All those nights we stayed up late designing album covers and picking who we wanted to be in our videos seems like a waste of energy now. I started to think about second chances. Jennifer Grey got one, but she had to play her last trump to get it. I mean, what would she sell after she sold her life to the TV show?


  I decided Paque was right, that we should ride this one out as far as it would go. And if it went badly, we would walk out of Hollywood and not look back.


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  I’m sorry to be sending you a letter again so soon after the last one, but you’re not going to believe what’s going on now. Paque and I camped out at T.J.’s for a couple of days, listening to Jason and Maria’s stories about trying to make it in Hollywood—you never heard such terrible stories. Jason once pitched a tent on a director’s lawn, was beaten up (not by the director), and thrown off the property. He pitched his tent again and the director gave him the part. And Maria told this disgusting story about what she had to do to just to get to read for a part. It all but convinced me that you have to have a check on your ambition. There has to be some things that you’re not willing to do. Though I agreed with Paque that being famous is the loftiest of goals, more ambitious than being president. You can pretty much divide the world up into people who are famous and people who are not (otherwise known as People Who Wish They Were Famous).


  What’s behind wanting to be famous, Maria asked.


  Don’t give me that need-for-attention horseshit, Paque said, or that it’s insecurity. It’s about freedom. It’s what money used to represent. But now anyone can get rich.


  Exactly, Jason said.


  I thought for me it was setting out to get something and getting it, but didn’t say so. That’s why I didn’t hesitate when Alan asked us to do what we did. That and because I was still smarting from what Alan did, which pointed up how out of our control Paque’s and my situation had become.


  We actually saw it on Jennifer Grey’s TV before Alan told us anything about it. Paque and I stayed up late talking. I said I was having a hard time dealing with the guilt I felt about what happened at SaltBed. I was sure Paque blamed me and I knew I was risking making her mad by bringing it up. We were sitting cross-legged on the L-shaped sofa—T.J. was asleep in the recliner—and Paque said, It’s my fault. It was me who convinced everyone that it was a good idea to lip sync. I told Ian and Jammin’ Jay that you agreed with me, she said, even though I knew you wanted to skip SaltBed.


  There’s no way we could’ve had our voices in shape for SaltBed, I said. Things were happening too fast around us for us to be able to make the right decision.


  Paque said, Yeah, but you were right, we should’ve skipped the festival.


  I smiled. It probably would’ve heightened expectations, I laughed.


  Paque laughed and looked away and that’s when we both heard the guy from CNN say our names. It was like someone had our heads on a string and had pulled tight. The World Gone Water poster flashed on the screen too quick for us to really catch it and then the story, whatever it was, was over.


  What was that, Paque asked.


  She flipped to E!, the cable entertainment station, and we didn’t have to wait long to hear the story.


  At first, the story didn’t seem to involve us and we were beginning to think we’d imagined seeing the poster. The woman on E!—that dipshit I can’t stand—talked about how Arnold Schwarzenegger escaped near death while appearing in a cameo role for an indie film, apparently some sort of favor to the director. The ceiling of the sound stage collapsed during the filming and there was a picture of Schwarzenegger striding out of the building with soot on his face and his shirt ripped, just like an action hero from any one of his films. He mugged for the local news camera but looked a little shaken.


  Then it happened again. The World Gone Water poster appeared and the E! woman said, There are unconfirmed reports tonight that the much-hyped film World Gone Water was filming in another part of the soundstage. A call to Alan Hood, that film’s director, went unanswered.


  Paque grabbed the phone. Pick up, pick up, pick up, she said after the answering machine beeped.


  Alan picked up and before Paque could ask anything he said, Where are you?


  We’d only been gone two days but seeing Alan made it feel like we’d been gone for a year. He was so nervous he drove ten miles under the posted speed limit.


  I tried to call you last night when it happened, he said. I thought you were at your friend Stella’s. Her boyfriend told me Stella was at the Chateau Marmont and I figured you were there so I went over.


  A pickup truck came up behind us, the headlights shining like daylight through the back window.


  Did you see Stella, Paque asked.


  They didn’t have anyone named Stella registered there, Alan said. I thought you guys were fucking around with me. I called the boyfriend again, but he hung up on me.


  Alan pulled to the side of the road and asked Paque to drive. They switched seats and Paque pulled out into traffic, gunning it.


  I wondered where Stella was.


  So, Paque asked, is it true.


  Alan adjusted his glasses. It’s true, he said.


  Are they dead, I blurted out.


  Jesus, no, Alan said. He turned around in his seat and glared at me. They’re in the hospital, he said.


  How bad are they hurt, Paque asked.


  Broken legs and broken arms, Alan said. We weren’t even filming, just having a preliminary meeting. The ceiling didn’t fall on them but it knocked over a camera and some of the set. They got caught underneath.


  One of my favorite songs came over the radio and I wanted to ask Paque to turn it up—I wanted the song to drown out the image of those poor girls in hospital beds, their once perfect bodies cracked and sewn together—but I didn’t. It’s funny how fast you can go from hating someone (Paque and I were calling them the Bitches) to feeling sorry for them.


  The phone won’t stop, Alan went on. It just keeps ringing and ringing and ringing.


  So what happens now, I asked.


  Alan stared straight ahead, pretending to think it over, as if he had just came up with the idea on the spot: I need to ask you a big favor, he said, The biggest.


  I think I knew what he was going to ask before he asked it. Anyway, I wasn’t surprised when he proposed his plan.


  I need you to make a public appearance, Alan said. They all think it’s you who are hurt and if they see that you’re okay, that’ll buy me some time.


  Time to do what, I started to ask, but Paque slammed on the brakes and we skidded into a Mobil parking lot. I bounced back against the seat and Paque yelled, You’ve got a lot of nerve. You bring us out to California with all these promises and then you kick us off the film and now you want us to pretend we’re still in it to save your ass? Fuck you. Why should we?


  Paque was so mad she frightened me. I hadn’t seen her that mad since Stella told her she was moving to California.


  Calm down, Alan said. All you have to do is go with me to this benefit tomorrow night—some dance thing—pose for a couple pictures and you’re done. What you get out of it is you can tell whoever will listen that you’re quitting the picture. You can even say what you want about me, I don’t care. That’ll start the phone ringing. You’ll have enough offers to keep you in pictures for ten years.


  Alan looked at each of us, pleading, and I said, I’ll do it.


  Paque looked at me incredulously, but then she realized what I did—that it was the only way to get ourselves away from Alan and the whole mess.


  Okay, she said.


  Alan looked touched, as if he was surprised he had persuaded us.


  The benefit—a star-studded evening put on by Chase Dance Theater for the Multiple Sclerosis Foundation—was held in the auditorium of Hollywood High. A train of black limousines waited to pull up to the red carpet that gaped from the auditorium entrance like a thirsty tongue, drawing celebrities inside in groups of two or three. Our limo idled and Alan said, Remember, no interviews. Just wave and smile.


  When the door to our limo opened, Paque and I stepped out into the warm evening. A single flashbulb went off and I looked in its direction. Up ahead, Will Smith and his wife were posing for pictures. The one flashbulb drew attention our way and Will Smith looked over his shoulder as the paparazzi moved towards us.


  This way, someone shouted.


  Over here!


  One here!


  Look!


  Paque!


  Daisy!


  Were you hurt in the accident?


  Is anything broken?


  Were you scared?


  What was going through your mind?


  This way!


  Over here!


  Alan, Paque and I linked arms and smiled, ignoring the questions. Where usually ignoring reporters’ questions only makes them ask more, no one pressed the issue—it was enough to take our pictures, I guess.


  It was a relief to get inside the auditorium. Something funny: We all had to take our shoes off because a special dance floor had been assembled and the floor was ‘sensitive.’ They had a guy in a tuxedo who exchanged your shoes for a little red ticket.


  Besides Matt Damon and Ben Affleck, who were skating in their socks in the hall, Paque and I noticed how uneasy some of the celebrities were around one another. After the handshakes and the cheek kisses everyone took their seats and it seemed like the first day of class, like no one knew anyone. The dance company was waiting for the sun to set so we all just sat and shifted in our chairs. Pierce Brosnan sat next to Alan and I kept asking Alan pointless questions about the performance and the architecture of Hollywood High just so I could sneak a look at James Bond, who Paque and I agree is one of the handsomest men alive. You just know he would make a good boyfriend and/or husband. Alan, in contrast, wouldn’t.


  Watching the first dance number, a funny piece called ‘Con Queso,’ I remembered the ballet I put on in the kitchen when I was five for my mother and father. The ballet was called ‘Up and Up and Up’ and was about a little girl who met a magician (played by my brother, Chuck) who gave her the power to fly. (I repaid Chuck by appearing in his Batman and Robin costume drama. How he talked the principal into letting him chase the Joker—who had me in tow—from classroom to classroom I’ll never know. That’s just Chuck. I remember one fifth-grader was so scared she peed herself and her mom had to come pick her up.)


  The rest of the numbers—‘Red Delicious,’ ‘Untitled #1,’ and ‘Lemons for Loveliness’—were breathtaking. My mother had me keep one of those books you write in that asks your height and weight and age and what you want to be when you grow up. I wrote ‘dancer’ every year through sixth grade. It was my dream to become a ballerina, though now that seems like a dream only a child could have.


  Daisy


  Dear Sara and Keren,


  Paque and I demanded that Alan take us to the hospital to see the actresses. He hesitated, saying it was too gruesome, but when we insisted he relented. Based on his hesitation, I imagined body parts here and there but the truth was Alan didn’t want Paque and I to know that one of the actresses who replaced us was Annette Laupin. She and the other actress, Portia (like the car) D’Angeles, shared a room, but they were so bound up in traction that they couldn’t communicate with each other. Identical breakfasts of eggs, toast, and orange juice sat perched on the stand between the beds.


  Hospital rooms make Paque nauseous—she spent a lot of time in them when her parents died. She doesn’t ever talk about it but when she was with me in the hospital in Phoenix, I could tell she wanted to bolt.


  Alan waited in the hall and Paque and I set the pink and blue teddy bears we bought in the hospital gift shop next to the breakfasts. Annette opened her watery eyes and smiled when she saw us.


  I’m on goofballs, she said.


  Paque and I laughed.


  Does it hurt much, I asked.


  Only when I think about it, she said.


  Portia tried to lift her head but struggled under the effort and gave up.


  Alan thinks you’re going to sue him, Paque said loud enough for Alan to hear. Alan pretended like he wasn’t listening, but he was.


  Annette grimaced. I can’t do anything until I can walk, she said.


  I wanted to apologize for the things Paque and I had said about Annette and Portia, but they wouldn’t have known what I was talking about. Of course we didn’t know it was them when Paque and I called them the Bitches. We were just mad; no one could blame us. Still, seeing the two of them strung up and cocooned in so much plaster made me sorry for the things I’d said before.


  There didn’t seem to be anything to say. Portia called for the nurse to give her some more painkillers—the nurse refused—and Paque and I just stood there.


  Well, Paque said.


  Annette filtered back into consciousness and said, Thanks for stopping by.


  Paque and I said we’d stop by again, wondering if we really would, but didn’t discuss it in the elevator. Alan kept quiet, too. When the elevator doors opened, Paque and I saw someone from our past who startled us: Fred Meyers, the reporter from the Arizona Republic.


  Well, well, Meyers said. Just who I was looking for. He seemed older, and swaggered towards us like he was going to prove to his buddies that he could pick us up in a bar.


  Hi, Fred, Paque said, What are doing here of all places?


  I’m with the Los Angeles Times now, he grinned.


  Congratulations, Paque said.


  You’re Alan Hood, right, Meyers asked.


  Alan and Meyers shook hands. Nice to meet you, Alan mumbled.


  A pale young girl in a wheelchair pushed by a nurse passed in front of us. I smiled at the girl, who was trying to grasp a balloon someone had tied to the wheelchair.


  So, are you just here for a check-up, Meyers asked. He reached for his notebook.


  Uh, yeah, Alan said. Just wanted to make sure nothing was broken.


  Is anything?


  Nope, Alan said.


  Meyers scribbled something in this notebook and at that moment I noticed that he was slicking his hair back now. It scared me that I didn’t notice at first and I nervously laughed, What’s with the hair?


  Meyers seemed taken aback. He ran his hand along the slicked down side of his head. What, he asked.


  Paque laughed.


  Anyway, Meyers said, I’d like to get an interview for the paper. Can we do it now? Just a couple of questions?


  Hey, buddy, how would you like a scoop, Alan asked. Daisy and Paque are quitting the film. How’s that for news?


  Meyers looked at us and we nodded.


  Why are you quitting, he wanted to know.


  Because I’m the worst filmmaker in the history of Hollywood, Alan said. Make sure you spell the first name right. A-L-A-N.


  Meyers waited for the punchline but Alan didn’t say any more.


  We’re fielding other offers now, Paque said confidently. We want to work with Spielberg, or Frances Ford Coppola.


  Or Penny Marshall, I said.


  Okay girls, Alan said, let’s go. He turned to Meyers, Better print that story quick. There might be a press conference later today. A scoop like this can make a reporter’s career.


  Meyers looked indignant but didn’t argue. I’ll call for a follow-up, he said.


  Alan herded us out of the hospital and nobody said anything on the ride back to Alan’s.


  Since I’m sure you read about it in the papers—someone Alan knew called up to say it was in the London Sunday Times, too—you know that Meyers did call us up and that we gave him the real story. I don’t think Paque and I knew that we were going to rat Alan out. We were pretty pissed off with him, but he had this way of making you feel sorry for him even though you really despised him and what he’d done.


  But that didn’t matter. Meyers had dirt on us. He tracked down some guy who said he hired us to come to his hotel room and that he ended up getting beat up and robbed (this isn’t what it sounds like; Paque and I used to be fantasy wrestlers—just once, really—and this guy tried to kill us). The guy even had pictures, which could only have been taken by someone hiding in a closet.


  Paque and I got on separate phones and told Meyers what really happened in that hotel room, but he wasn’t interested.


  I want to know what’s going on with World Gone Water, he said.


  We’re not doing it anymore, Paque said. We told you that already.


  What if I said I didn’t think you were anywhere near that set the night the ceiling caved in, Meyers asked.


  I’d wonder who told you that, Paque said. I couldn’t tell if she was as nervous as I was, but if she was you couldn’t hear it in her voice.


  What if a certain porn actress said she was with you the night of the accident, Meyers asked. He paused to see if we were going to respond. What if someone else said they were sure you’d been replaced.


  Stop it, I yelled. If you know all this why are you asking us? What difference does it make? We told you that we’re not doing the film any more, we told you that we’re not even … affiliated … with Alan Hood Productions.


  Paque tried to shush me but I was delirious.


  You know, Fred, you should think about your life, I continued. Remember how concerned you were for us back in Phoenix, remember how you protected us from the reporters who were trying to eat us alive. Well, now you’re one of those vultures. Are you happy now that you’re a vulture? Yeah, sure, it’s all true. You want to know the truth. The truth is that we were replaced, and we weren’t there that night, and that those two girls are in the hospital with broken bones. I fail to see how that’s even a story. How did this become a story?


  Hey, I just—Meyers started to defend himself.


  You just what, I said. You’re just doing your job? Isn’t there real news in the world? Doesn’t anybody care about anything that’s real, that’s not phoney baloney make-believe and put up with cardboard walls? I’m hanging up, and don’t call back.


  I gripped the phone to give it a good slam and the last thing I heard was Meyers answering my question: Not in Hollywood.


  That’s how the real story got in the papers. I called my mom to arrange a flight back to Phoenix and she put two tickets at the Southwest Airlines counter.


  But we couldn’t get to them. By the time the story broke—Fred Meyers didn’t break it; it was in Daily Variety—we had our suitcases packed. Alan’s bedroom door was locked and we weren’t even going to say goodbye. We weren’t going to say anything to anyone. Except for Stella. We wanted to say goodbye to Stella. I did especially because I didn’t know what was going to happen once the plane landed in Phoenix. I couldn’t remember the last time Paque and I had a conversation about anything that wasn’t related to trying to make it. And since we didn’t make it—and since I didn’t want to make it—it seemed realistic that Paque and I saying goodbye to Stella might be the last time the three of us stood in the same room together.


  It started with the afternoon edition of the papers. HOLLYWOOD OUTRAGED AT STUNT. PLOT TO CONCEAL INJURIES TO ACTRESSES ABHORRED BY THE BIZ. FELLOW ACTORS EXPRESSING SYMPATHY. DISTRICT ATTORNEY TO FILE RECKLESS ENDANGERMENT CHARGES AGAINST HOOD. Paque and I imagined a mob scene if we showed our faces at the airport.


  Imagine anyone in Hollywood being outraged by anything, Paque said.


  Craig told Paque that Stella had moved into the Chateau Marmont with Bryan Metro. Why would she do that, Paque asked, but Craig had already hung up.


  Should we stop by and see Stella, I asked.


  Paque thought for a moment. Who knows what’s going on over there, she murmured.


  I could guess what Paque was thinking. On the one hand what if Stella had some great advice on what to do about our situation, but then again, on the other hand, what if she was living it up with Bryan Metro? Paque wouldn’t be able to bear the sight of that.


  We should say goodbye, I said.


  Paque didn’t disagree but just shrugged her shoulders, so it was decided.


  On our way out to the curb to wait for the cab we noticed a pink box on the front steps. Paque tore off the top and sifted through the plastic peanuts, pulling out the prototypes for the Paque and Daisy dolls.


  Which one is you and which one is me, I asked.


  Paque held them up. The dolls were long and slender and looked the same, except one had light hair and one had dark. It’s hard to tell, she said.


  Where’s the money, I asked.


  Paque read the letter. ‘A check for the amount due on signature of the contract follows this package in 6-8 weeks,’ she said.


  Fairy dust, I said.


  In the cab a woman on the radio was saying how disgusting the whole episode was and that she thought Paque and I should be held responsible. She went on and on about taking responsibility for one’s actions, etc. She called Paque and I frauds. Actually she said scam artists. The woman on the radio said she only heard of such things in the movies, not in real life. She said what Paque and I did might make a good movie, but it wasn’t acceptable in real life.


  It might make a good movie, I thought, but I wouldn’t want to star in it.


  When the cab let us off at the Chateau the place seemed deserted. The trees in the courtyard shook with the wind and you could hear a dog barking off somewhere. The woman behind the desk let Paque use the phone to call Stella up in Bryan Metro’s room and in the elevator Paque said, She sounded terrible.


  As we walked down the hall my mind bounced back and forth between going back to Phoenix or staying in L.A. You can’t go there but you can’t stay here, is what I thought. I thought maybe I’d go to New York and stay with Chuck, maybe try to get into college. The idea of me in school, hitting the books, was so much of a fantasy that it depressed me further and I started taking deep breaths to keep from fainting.


  Stella answered the door wearing a long white dress shirt and dark sunglasses. The shirt had what looked like a wine stain down the left sleeve. God, I’m glad you’re here, she said and hugged us both. She smelled like she hadn’t showered in a week.


  We heard voices inside and I was stunned into silence when my eyes focused on my brother, Chuck, standing with Bryan Metro and David Geffen out on the balcony. Chuck turned around and saw me and I felt instant relief. There you are, he said and put his arms around me. I went limp against his body. I felt like I could sleep for a year.


  I’ve been trying to call you, I said.


  I know, Chuck said, I was worried about you so I came out to find you. Craig told me he thought you’d be here. Are you okay?


  I started to cry and Chuck hugged me tighter.


  It’s OK, Chuck whispered. I think we’ve figured this out.


  Stella excused herself and went to the bathroom and for the first time I noticed the sea of litter on the floor. Paque was out on the balcony introducing herself to David Geffen, who was talking on a cell phone as he shook her hand. He put his hand on her shoulder as if to say, Hold on a minute, and I started to ask Chuck what was going on when Bryan Metro came in off the balcony and said, This is so great.


  I could feel Paque getting excited as Bryan Metro and David Geffen hatched their scheme involving us. Stella would be involved, too. They’d do the whole story, Phoenix and everything. Bryan would do the soundtrack and Geffen would get Spielberg to direct. Can we sing on the soundtrack, Paque wanted to know and David Geffen shook his head no. Absolutely not, he said. Chuck had worked it out so that he would be the second unit director, which Paque and I didn’t know anything about, and Stella came out of the bathroom and everyone was staring at us, waiting. Paque looked at me and all my anxiety came back. You could see how much it meant to everyone in the room—to Stella, to Paque, to my own brother. The sunglasses Stella was wearing reminded me of a long time ago, when it was the three of us, out by Stella’s parents’ pool, leafing through magazines of celebrities at parties and movie premieres, celebrities smiling out at you in a way that let you know that their life was just fantastic, that every day was like their birthday and that their worst day was nothing like your worst day. We spent hours by the pool talking ‘What if,’ which over time became ‘When,’ but I don’t think we had any idea of what it would take to have a life where every day was like your birthday.


  Geffen’s cell phone rang but he didn’t make a move to answer it. What would you say if someone offered you a chance like that? The phrase ‘make it big’ floated through the room—it seemed like everyone was saying it at once—and so I guess you probably know what we said.


  Daisy
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