
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE HAUNTED LIFE OF MATILDA HARLEY: A DOCUMENTARY (BUT ACTUALLY, A NOVEL) PART FOUR

    

    
      First edition. March 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Zofia Warwick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230683001

    

    
    
      Written by Zofia Warwick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Haunted Life of Matilda Harley: A Documentary 

[image: ]




But Actually, a Novel (Part IV: The Voyage Home)

By Zofia Warwick

2024. All rights Reserved.

What Critics Have to Say:

“Tengo fe en mi música, y me gano... ¿Y vosotros proyecto? No se. Miss Rollie está muy bayunca.”- Brayan Contreras Gallardo, cumbiambero, tattoo enthusiast 

“Oh yeah, I heard about this shit sandwich from my film student friends. That guy Mark should sue for libel. They’re dogging the hell out of him and he’s like, way handsomer than the little shit that directs this. Smarter. Probably has a capacious inseam. Who cares about something made by a guy called Hoe-mada? Am I right?”- a shifty looking guy on a segway who would only identify himself to co-producer Larry Benn as ‘Mack’ 

“After checking in I’d like to reiterate that I’m still hopeful, in a sort of ‘holy woman invokes a benevolent spirit’ kind of way, for all of them. Just strong, strong invocation on my part.”-Nadia Chloe Siddiq-Spencer, AKA avant-garde MassArt artist in residence Na’Chloe

“Yeah, like, it kind of feels like Larry conceived this with a lot of—I mean, obviously a lot of input from the guys—you know, Denny and his younger kid—though he isn’t, is he? Denny and his not-really-a-kid brother. It does seem to be something in line with something my kid brother would produce. You know? A production. That he would make me watch. I mean—oh! It’s. It’s good. Larry, you’re still—you’re still setting me up with Denny on that double date, right? Think he might like shabu shabu?”- Darra Benn, DDS

Legal Disclaimer: All persons in the documentary, save complainants in the lower court of the City of Albuquerque, New Mexico, the orphan’s court of the Incorporated City of Boston, Massachusetts, those involved in the case of District of Columbia versus Roland Harley, the parties afflicted in the New South Wales circuit court case ‘Royal Paranormal Society v Whollalism LTD’ and the complainant in ‘Blue Hawaii LLC versus Benn-Hamada Productions’ have consented to film, and it is with their express permission that they are depicted in the scenes below. All persons in the aforementioned litigations have not consented to film and have made portions of this documentary illegal in the following states: California, Delaware, Florida, Illinois, Maryland, Massachusetts, Montana, Nevada, New Hampshire, Pennsylvania, and Washington. Viewer discretion is advised.
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SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA

“Wow. Okay. Wow. Congratulations to both of you guys. Live long and prosper. No, that's weird, that's Star Trek.”-Chef Sally (not an actual chef but a believable one) ‘The Five-Year Engagement’

“Magic... The darkest magic. My soul swims in it... Scattered across time, trapped in the world of formlessness...” Ali-Express predecessor, Mel Brooks’ 2000-Year-Old Man contemporary and admirer of green-eyed women, Mr. David Lo Pan, ‘Big Trouble in Little China’ 

“If you’re alive, you can’t be bored in San Francisco. If you’re not alive, San Francisco will bring you to life.” – William Saroyan, dead poet
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SOMEWHERE ON NOB HILL, early hours of the morning:

“Let’s get a shot of the trolley.”

“Bus.”

“The trolley tracks, from this angle—”

“Car, car, car!”

“I always wanted a picture of a trolley climbing Nob Hill in San Francisco.”

“Who doesn’t? It’s the most lit thing ever. Car!”

“It’s the most Rice a Roni thing ever.” 

“Trolley coming this way!”

“Oh, damn!” 

“Third time’s the charm they say. I mean, we’re on the fourth but who’s—"

“This guy on the bike!”

“Why is he naked?”

“Don’t slow down and ask him!”

Archival footage begins to play of a pair of attractive blondes in mid-conversation. One speaks with the sort of rustic, woodsy jackaroo drawl Roland, a city slicker, tends to play up, largely because it is Roland. 

“Yeah. Figure we’ll throw in a breezeway here, and it will be a clever connection between the pet sitter’s quarters and Spiral the dog’s new refurbished boxcar home.” Roland gestures at the bulk of the repurposed boxcar in the clearing, graffitied with bulbous lettering and sharp, Ge’ez inspired fonts in various on sale paint can colors. The drawing on his tablet sees more; a modernist Dutch single story with a wraparound of cinderblock and double-glazed glass pieces leading to an open-plan chamber, the interior of which he’s made spartan with a modular pull-out stainless-steel toilet, sink and shower against a mirrored wall overlooking a low platformed futon in space-age silver. Inside the boxcar is a plethora of ramps and leather-reinforced circular wooden entrances and exits, all of which lead to a kitchenette with a Himalayan salt cutting board where the pet sitter can prepare freshly killed quail for Spiral, a Pekingese depicted via a scribbled pompom in the lower right corner. All of this is underscored by the fact that Roland currently looks ridiculous, sitting on a wagon cart with a large cardboard box between his hairy, crab-sprawled legs.

Samara puts a hand on her hip and leans back, creating a very pleasing wave effect with the line of her body. She fans out her slightly wavy hair over her shoulder and tips her hat.

“I like that idea so much, Roland! How come you’re always conjuring up these wild and amazing ideas for spaces? You’re part wizard, admit it!” Roland squints up at her from his wagon and wheels back and forth, all momentum in his legs and hips as he moves closer to, then away, from her shapely, sundress-covered legs.

“It’s me job though, isn’t it? It wouldn’t be right, would it, to not go all out?” Samara sashays closer to him and leans down, head jerking downward over the blueprints, mouth open and round.

“Yeah! I wish I lived here, though! You even make me want to live in there with you!” she slaps her thighs and brings her head up to make prolonged eye contact with him, smiling with a sunny idiocy Roland returns before self-awareness sets in.

“Well, you know how it is. They teach us magic, at the Melbourne School of Design. There’s candles upside down on the walls and everything,” Roland coughs with a shrug and a blush, pulling a hand away from the tablet to ease the set of his collar. Samara slaps her hands down, connecting with her thighs again, and smiles at him with her mouth gawped open.

“On account of it being upside down in Australia, right? That’s sooo funny. We are so lucky to have you on the team as one of the creatives.” She leans in here and hugs him, smooth arms gliding over his broad shoulders. Roland grunts appreciatively and tries not to mug at her cleavage. He claps his hands, a distraction, and faces the camera.

“Right. Well, Mara, I’m certain I have something you weren’t expecting!” Roland grins, gesturing to the box between his legs impishly. Samara touches her bow lips with her fingertips.

“Like what?” she challenges with a giggle, eyeing the box with a suggestive smile. Roland grins for the camera and leans back.

“Puppies!” The puppies spring out of the box with a pounce and a tail waggle, one pausing to yawn. Weimaraner puppies—solid gray velvet fur with creepily bright blue eyes. Like little doggy white walkers. The one who yawned toddles and falls over.

“Aww! Puppies!” Samara enthuses, pushing her chest toward Roland’s unflinching face as she presses in to gush over them.

Another clip from an episode of Designing Dog Homes. Roland and Mara waxing about their different lives in Australia and Canada. She’s wearing something very low cut at the shoulder and diaphanous-looking, her honey-blonde hair falling in wisps and small, cute braids around her big eyes and straw hat. They’re standing in a prairie glade somewhere outside Bow Mar, Colorado, Roland wearing a hard hat and high visibility jacket and holding his plans in his big hairy hands.

“Yeah, we say yank too. Isn’t that weird?” she peals with laughter and throws her arms out, chest jiggling as she laughs. Roland can’t contain it; he guffaws, lowering his design, bright green eyes turning to crescents in his tanned generic movie star face.

“Reckon. It’s very weird, Mara! We’re so far apart! There’s like, a whole ocean!”

“Not anymore!” Samara grins flirtatiously and touches his hand, and Roland winks and touches her hand back, his turtle wedding band on display. 

Roland introducing her on the carpet at the Canadian Screen Awards, all smiles and slick dark suit and swept back hair on his part, eyes twinkling, mouth set in an awful display of grinning teeth, with a porcelain collar and a jewelry-covered hand hovering over the waist of her florid cocktail dress. She leans her spangly blonde updo against his breast pocket and giggles in a face creased by laugh lines, eyes scrunched, her heavy swell of chest threatening to rupture out of the spaghetti-strapped garment with every bubbly laugh. A well-respected Canadian actor emceeing the awards, thickset with age and sporting a bottle brush of darkly graying hair, frowns his broad mouth to himself, head tipped just slightly to the side.

Roland and Samara in a photograph, sitting on a bench along the Vancouver, CAN sea wall, blonde heads together, looking out at the water. Her sandal kicked up, her hands in her lap, long hair down and flowing over her spare shoulders and broad upper body. Roland smiles like a schoolboy ‘wagging school’ as he might imply it, his shirt a linen button down half-open and thrown back in the breeze, his surfer flow of hair contained by a pair of sunglasses planted on his crown.

Samara spends most of the split-second video clips that follow laughing uncontrollably at Roland or doing cutesy things that one can expect of couples, not cohosts.

Matilda stands in the wings of the set, arms crossed, expression unreadable, with Roland staring uncomfortably at the screen with a deer-in-the-headlights expression. The logo for Van City’s The Scoop, a grain scoop crashing into the Fraser River and dredging up a neon mouth mumbling gossip, plays over the silver of a big lcd screen.

“Well, hello there! Make yourselves comfortable.” The set of daytime talk show Van City’s The Scoop does seem very comfortable, taking place in a room constructed mostly of timber and polished wood with cozy white leather chairs and a false front, LED-lit fireplace. Van City’s The Scoop’s main host, Chloe Talmadge, has brushed her plaid pants down and shaken out the bow on her blouse, smiling through rosy apple cheeks. She has the Vancouver special—a thin, upturned nose, very black, almond eyes and dyed blonde hair, and almost stands at Matilda’s impressive height. She motions toward the white leather chairs and the unhappy couple take their seats, Roland tramping in hopelessly and Matilda stalking over to her chair.

Roland sits with a slouch of resignation and brings his tanned and bejeweled fists up under his chin. He is wearing a very dressed-down, comfortable cashmere henley with linen slacks, and looks haggard, but still has his ring on. Matilda, shaking out her hair, takes the other chair wordlessly, stealing a quick look at him before kicking out a leg and brushing her hair back again with bangled hands. She’s wearing a black prairie dress with orange polka dots, her thin lips held together very tightly, and her high cheekbones colored with rouge. She looks even thinner somehow, compressed down from heroin chic to emaciated.

“Glad to be on, Chloe.” Roland manages, looking down at his Birkenstocks. He swallows and then fixes her with an earnest squint, “How’s the weather?”

“Oh, it’s the usual weather, Roland.” Chloe smiles back. She waves a hand at both of her guests, Roland looking increasingly worn out and Matilda simmering in her chair with her arms slung over the armrests. “I guess our big item question, the one most of our Canadian audience at home might be wondering right about now, is how you guys are planning on staying married?”

Chloe blinks at the pair as an uncomfortable silence descends, Matilda sucking in a breath through her formidable nostrils and Roland crooking his chin to the side, frowning and toying with his sea turtle wedding band.

“A-are you even staying married?” Chloe gasps, eyes going wide.

“Whyever would we not?” Matilda levels, one arch eyebrow going up over her twitching oval eyelid. Chloe considers this with a slightly worried frown. 

“Well, there might have been some conjecture that the two of you had irreconcilable differences.”

“Due to?” The ice in Matilda’s voice is thick enough to skate on, and Chloe regards it before clicking her bladed heels together and diving in. She eyes Matilda the entire time under her soft, strongly defined dark brown eyebrows, mouth open just enough to show the sliver of a gap between her two perfectly straight front teeth.

“Simply put, your husband was stepping out with the Princess of Kerrisdale herself, Ms. Samara O’Hara, during his stint on Designing Dog Homes.” Chloe blinks fast as Matilda regards her from the sanctuary of her chair like some wild and predatory harpy.

“An apt name, surely.” Matilda replies with a faint smile. Roland sniffs with a sigh and pushes his ring firmly back onto his finger. He brings his palms up under his chin and stares at her with something like a frown plastered onto his face.

“Tilde’s—you know, she’s taking it well.” He nods to himself, unconvinced, and looks at his wife. Matilda’s nails dig into the armrests, and she cocks her head, tilting an eyebrow up at him. Roland swallows. “In stride, I’d say.”

“Are you, taking it in stride, Mrs. Matilda?” Chloe asks, crossing her legs and placing her hands together in her lap, the pitch of her shoulders and the flatness of her face pure PNW cynicism, barely disguised by the generic Canadian affability. Matilda’s eyes show a trace of electricity, and a faint smile catches on her lips. She lights a palmed match then, idly, against the leather armrest. It flares brightly, and the full rod of the match body reveals unusual length; she’s lit a storm match in a studio comprised of lacquered timber and sewn together with sensitive, flammable broadcasting electronics. Chloe’s eyes slam open.

“Ms.—oh, oh wow. We’re not still recording this?” Chloe makes an urgent cutting motion with her hand at the camera, but the camera does not cut. Matilda grins to herself and leans back, match in her fingers resembling a lit cigarette. She balances it between her fingers and rolls it, the spark of flame deep in the liquid black of her dark eyes.

“See, the thing about it, Chloe—I can certainly call you Chloe, after all?” She looks up, challenging, the flame flicking over her wrist in a rolling tumble before she rolls it back, bangles clattering. Chloe shifts and looks at Roland, who shrugs his shoulders. 

“Mrs. Matilda, would you mind putting that out?” Chloe half-pleads, half-scolds, and pushes her blonde hair back behind her shoulders with a sweep of her hands.

“I rather do. It’s there to illustrate my point.” Matilda stares back at her from under her crown of Circassian hair and rolls the match again, the flames licking close to the edge of her nails, “Across the fingers dances the flame, and the more it is moved, the greater the likelihood of getting burnt.” All too quickly, Matilda palms and extinguishes the head of the match, the smoke rising from her clenched long fingers. She does not look at Roland, who almost crouches in his seat. 

“Oh my—are you okay?”

“It’s just a little burn, that’s all.” Matilda murmurs to her hand, “Just a little burn.” A moment passes before Chloe flicks the flyaway locks of hair out of her face again and rubs her hands together, forcing a smile into the corners of her mouth. 

“Well, deep breaths because it’s going to get better. Okay, girlfriend?” Chloe pleads with her eyes while grimacing, and Matilda pushes herself forward in her seat and leers.

“Are we fucking all of a sudden?” Matilda retorts with an intake of breath, mashing the first two fingers of both hands together suggestively. Her nostrils flare and her eyes widen, and Chloe Talmadge twists in her seat with a flinch.

“Tilde—it’s daytime programming.” Roland chides, bridging his fingers over his nose.

“It can kiss my bony arse it can.” She snorts, arm slung over the chair almost playfully. Chloe Talmadge slaps her cue cards against her hand a few times to gird herself, and then gives the most rehearsed look of deeply affected sympathy she can, hand on her own thigh, blinking like a fawn with her chin pushed in Matilda’s direction. Matilda sneers.

“Mrs. Harley, I uh, I feel bad about promoting this, but, we’ve had an exclusive with Ms. O’Hara recently, and she feels there were no hard feelings, and if she has offended you in any way, that she would like to extend an utmost apology.” Chloe tells her gently, turning her gaze back to the camera to make an announcement, “Plus, she left some free dog spa vouchers for you and Roland for the um, pup of your choice, and included invitations to her upcoming ‘country style’ wedding to Nashville sensation Bishop Stevenson.”

Behind them, on the large screen nailed overtop the LED fireplace, Roland’s affair partner Samara O’Hara smiles under a broad-brimmed hat in a sundress in a sunlit meadow, barefoot with her honey-blonde hair dancing over her shoulders and her oblate spheroid breasts peeking out in half-moons. Her round, supple breasts push up underneath the pale cufflinked hands of the man in the black blazer and cowboy hat that encircles her in the next picture. He has a small, upturned moustache and close-cropped hair. Another picture of the pair on a carpet for a country music awards show, him in a tailed black suit jacket with the same ten-gallon hat, and her in a black sequined sundress with a black sequined fascinator. In this he wears smoky eyeshadow and four-o-clock shadow, and she stares like a deer in the headlights at the cameras, her bra as pushed up as anatomy can allow for.

“They’ll make a lovely, lovely couple.” Roland manages, toying with his ring again, “Just the absolute tops, both of ‘em.” Chloe smiles in manufactured satisfaction and turns to Matilda, pointing her eyebrows at her and pushing her chin forward with a blink. Matilda, an abyss, stares back.

“Right. Well, this is me, off to Greenland, to summon a tupilak.” Matilda clips at them, rising to her feet and drifting offscreen, “Goodbye.” Matilda does not come back. Chloe watches her go like a pet cat might, then stares into nothing for a moment, as if attempting to place the word.

Roland grins to himself, toying all the harder with the sea turtle on his ring, before clapping his hands together and offering a grin to the room.

“Tilde’s only having a go.” He assures Chloe, and creases his eyes, searching the studio, “Right, Tilde?”

Silence descends. Roland smiles again, although this time, perhaps a little more tightly than with his affable charm can support. 

“We’ll be back after these messages,” Chloe states with a forced smile, clapping her cue cards against her hand. Chloe taps a foot and stares at the camera before motioning again for them to kill the video. This time, mercifully, the cameraman complies.

“Excuse me? Wynn Hamada?” Wynn turns, breath forming a flume against the cold. Above him hangs the cheerful bright pink neon sign of Sendero del Camaron, its coconut trees, and its lone and anatomically inaccurate cowboy-hatted shrimp. Wynn brightens and turns, tugging slightly at the wool trenchcoated arm of the man who for purposes of anonymity, keeps referring to himself as ‘Roshan.’ Stares in dawning recognition at the long-faced, wavy haired girl in mulberry lipstick standing in front of him in a dog-furred black pea coat.

“Lucy!” Wynn blares out happily, his fingers grabbing for her as she runs up for an embrace. Lucy accepts his air kiss and offers her own. 

“Yes, Lucy Kim!” She congratulates him on his memory with another hug, then shuffles quickly, brushing the snow from her shoes. Wynn regards her blearily, Roshan standing just behind him and placing his chin on his shoulder, watching her with warm, puppy brown eyes in a heavily whiskered face.

“Oh wow.” Wynn breathes, nearly falling back. His breath comes like dragon flame against his florid cheeks, “What are you doing at a gay bar? Did you come as a hag?” Roshan gently tugs him into his arms, and Wynn gestures at him absently, smacking his lips, “This is my significant roommate, by the way.”

“The very best one!” Roshan cheers, shaking Wynn by the shoulders a little. Wynn jostles in his comfortable-looking black windbreaker and grins stupidly to himself, crescent eyes upturned toward Roshan in a dreamy stupor.

“Ah, okay. I didn’t know you had more than one.” Lucy Kim responds with a laugh, her breath coming in small bursts of condensation.

“I don’t.” Wynn admits sleepily, grinning and leaning back into Roshan’s arms. 

“He is obliterated by alcohol!” Roshan explains helpfully, his volume suggesting that he might not be so far removed from that himself. He giggles into the collar of Wynn’s coat and watches a passing snowflake drift by. Lucy composes herself with another shuffle.

“Well, I’m kind of here to interview you because your guard is down. Sorry! We can go for Korean corn dogs afterward and catch up!” She tilts her head downward, embarrassed, covering her mouth and tucking her chin in shame with a laugh. Wynn eyes her, not exactly sober, too glossy-eyed for that in fact.

“How do you figure? About me being vulnerable?” he asks, voice tight.

“You look like a Stop sign.” She giggles, waving at his face and repeating the shoegaze of shame with another embarrassed laugh. “Anyway, um, Wynn—you’re working with Matilda Harley on something, right?”

“Oh God, what did she do now?” the words come out of him unbidden. He frowns as if tasting something sour, and Roshan gives him a sympathetic pat to his upper chest area, eyes wincing closed.

“That’s exactly the response I was looking for.” Lucy laughs sharply, and then shakes a cute, sparkly mittened hand with a small eye roll. Roshan tilts his head forward and crooks a finger at her, slapping Wynn again in the chest boozily.

“He cannot comment. He is far too a drunkard! But thanks!” Wynn slowly reaches for his crooked finger and brings it down after a swipe too far off course. Looks over his shoulder at him, trying not to belch.

“I can comment. It’s okay babe.” Wynn blinks his read rimmed eyes at Lucy, who sparkles in reply, smiling brightly, shuffling against the cold.

“Baby—” Roshan protests, too loudly, into his ear. “You are going to have this regret!”

“What would you say about working with Mr. and Mrs. Harley?” Lucy interjects, and Wynn leans forward toward her small, fluffy black microphone.

“I watched his weird decorating show, and it was insipid. Insipid.” Wynn almost drools onto the mic and marshals himself, closing his eyes with a small seethe. 

“Oh, go on. Joa! This is getting good!” she exclaims happily. Roshan shakes his head back and forth repeatedly, but Wynn grabs the small, fluffy mic and strangles it with his fist, glaring at Lucy past the glass in his eyes, although not exactly at her—at the memory of Roland and Matilda.

“It’s just the most banal television. I—I’ve been trying to break into film forever. This thing, this thing was a dick slap. A dick slap across the face.” He stands back uneasily, rolling his neck, before leaning back in and giving a quick backhanded point of his gloved finger at Roshan’s face.

“Not his dick by the way. A weird dick. Like, Jason Segel’s dick.” 

“Baby, come now!” Roshan giggles, scandalized, trying to put his hand over the microphone. Wynn brings it to his mouth, his dark eyes flinty.

“Full on Forgetting Sarah Marshall dick to the face.” Wynn says, hitting himself in the face with a handful of imaginary genitalia. “It’s probably freckled.” Roshan scoops Wynn’s microphone holding hand into his and pushes it back toward Lucy Kim, whose rapt, gleeful expression freezes.

“I’m sorry, Miss Lucy? My Wynnie he is a big-time drinker tonight. We should not go for the hot dog! We should go home!” Roshan explains. Wynn gently wiggles his elbows and wriggles free, and the microphone is his again. He holds up a hand, pressing it against the shoulder of Roshan’s wool coat.

“I’m not through, Rooz. I put my foot down. I’ve made film festival awards nominees but fuck me if I could get some damn funding from any endowment on this coast to make one measly project. So, I’m stuck with them, okay? I’m stuck with, with that dog wanker—and his prissy, icy, aloof, nonsensical bitch of a wife. Who tries to murder my crew and sexually harasses people while ‘possessed’—okay? That’s. That’s bupkis.” Wynn fumes, an ejecta of steam rolling out of both his nostrils in the cold, damp air. Roshan tries to push his way in and intervene, taking a premeditated but completely misjudged swipe at the microphone.
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