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Chapter One

Mr. Bergman

I was about to watch my videos one last time when an elderly gentleman with a pleasant face knocked softly on my open door. Standing in the doorway, he asked if I would like to have a visitor. I had seen the gentleman often during my convalescence, knocking on other doors, visiting sick patients. I invited the good fellow in to watch the two films I acted in with a woman who turned out to be the love of my life, Elizabeth Rose. The gentleman smiled and said he enjoyed the cinema. He came in and sat down on the chair at my bedside to watch the videos with me. It felt good to finally have a visitor after all these months of isolation in the hospital, with nothing to keep me company except the strange buzzing sound in my hospital room. He was nattily dressed in an old-fashioned suit, vest and tie. I liked him immediately.

The gentleman introduced himself as Mr. Bergman, like the Swedish filmmaker, he said. I told him my name was Edward James, a former theater actor in San Diego. He told me he went to the theater quite often and asked if he would’ve recognized me in anything. I told him no, probably not, I never was much of a success.

“Well, I’m pleased to meet you, Mr. James,” Mr. Bergman said, holding out his hand.

I lifted the dead weight of my wrist off the bed and lightly took his hand in mine.

“Please, Mr. Bergman. Call me Edward,” I said.

We exchanged a smile. After a pause, I confessed that I was somewhat nervous to show the films to him and that perhaps it may not be such a good idea after all. He asked why. I explained that the films I was in couldn’t exactly be classified as cinema. They were videos of an “Adult” nature and I didn’t wish to offend him. Mr. Bergman nodded and didn’t seem to be put off in the least. He admitted to having viewed erotic films several times before as a younger man. His non-judgmental attitude encouraged me to continue. In defense of my movies, I commented that most Adult Videos are usually done in bad taste, they’re poorly acted and filmed, not all that sexy or just plain ridiculous. But the two erotic films I appeared in with Elizabeth Rose were unique, I said. I might be biased, but I thought they were good as films and rose above the genre they were in, especially the first one. I was quite proud of them, I confessed, even though hardly anyone ever saw them. My memories of Elizabeth Rose are rather erotic too, I told him, and they play through my mind in an unending reel. The two films, along with the framed photograph on my bedside table were the last pieces of property I had left in the world. They were precious to me, I told him.

The nice gentleman told me to relax and promised me he would not hold me in judgment or be offended by the erotic nature of the videos or my story. Mr. Bergman seemed to be a very understanding and considerate man. I felt comfortable with him right away. We both stopped talking as a nurse came in to check on my IV and make a notation on my chart.

“You’re my first, and probably my last visitor,” I told him after the nurse left.

I explained my current dismal circumstances. I’d been admitted to the hospital a few months ago after experiencing shortness of breath. I thought I just had a bad case of the flu or something. After several tests, I received the bad news. I was diagnosed with something called multiple myeloma. I was given a few rounds of chemotherapy and several blood transfusions. My Doctor said that if the radiation treatment could eradicate the cancer cells and one of my family members would be willing to give me a bone marrow transplant, I would have an excellent chance at survival. But none of my family members returned the mouth swabs my Cancer Coordinator mailed to each of them in order to test for their bone marrow compatibility. I wasn’t really expecting them to send back the DNA tests to the hospital, after what happened. And I didn’t blame them for not wanting to help save me.

Mr. Bergman asked me why no one in my family returned the swabs. I felt embarrassed and looked down at my bed sheets without answering him. I felt him pat my shoulder in a gentle manner. When I looked up, the warm look in his eyes made me trust this man. I began to see why this gentleman was such a popular visitor in the Cancer Ward. He was kind. I decided to completely open up to this man with my secrets. 

I explained that I was from a rather conservative family and that everyone stopped talking to me after my brother found out about one of the pornographic movies I acted in. My brother told me that the disgrace of seeing the adult video is what gave my Father his stroke. I carried the guilt of causing the death of my Father on my shoulders for the past two years. I wish I’d been able to see him before he died so I could’ve apologized for being such a tremendous disappointment as his son. I hope my Father will forgive me one day, wherever he is, I said. Then Bergman leaned close to me and comforted me with his soft voice.

“I’m sure your father has already forgiven you, Edward.” 

I nodded, holding back my tears.

“We never got the chance to talk very much, but I loved him,” I said.

“I’m sure you did,” Mr. Bergman said.

“Luckily, I won’t have to carry the guilt much longer,” I told him.

“Why is that, Edward?” he asked.

“Because I’m about to die…” I said.

Mr. Bergman pursed his lips in a concerned manner and shook his head.

“Anyway, that’s why my family members refused to be a donor for me,” I said.

My visitor asked me what I was going do, without a donor from my family willing to help. I said the doctors here tell me that they are still searching the National Marrow Donor Registry for a match, but so far they haven’t found one. My window of benefitting from a donation is closing now, so I guess it’s inevitable. The play of my life is nearly over. Darkness waits. End of scene. Fade to black.

My Good Samaritan frowned at the bad news, looking up at the IV solution as it dripped slowly and pointlessly into my veins. To change the dismal subject, Mr. Bergman encouraged me to tell him about the movies we were about to watch. My mood brightened as I sat up in bed to tell my story.

I told Mr. Bergman that my favorite of the two movies Elizabeth and I acted in together was definitely the first one, “The Monastery”. I’ve watched it many times over the years. No matter how many times I’ve seen it, I still find the film completely engrossing. Even though it’s an erotic movie, I admitted to being quite proud of my performance in it. Because of the sensual candlelit way in which it was filmed, no one really knew what to make of it. Was it a porno movie, an art house film, or a strange combination of both? The writer/director/producer of the films, an odd UFO enthusiast named Peter Farnsworth, who managed the downtown location of a popular chain of Adult Video and Sex Toy Shops in San Diego, sold copies of the two films in his store as well as in other sex shops of its kind in Southern California. They were filmed on a shoe-string budget in his modest home in Chula Vista. The second film we made together, “In the Dungeon of Master V”, was widely seen and developed a bit of a cult following, but “The Monastery” was a commercial failure. After the first customer who rented and returned it with the comment, “I want my money back, I couldn’t see shit,” Farnsworth realized some serious technical mistakes had been made. Farnsworth told me only a few copies were ever rented in all of Southern California. Elizabeth saved us both a copy before Farnsworth was about to toss out his entire stock of them. I may have the only remaining copy of “The Monastery” in existence. I don’t know whether Elizabeth ever kept her copy.

Due to the bad lighting in “The Monastery”, you couldn’t really see our most private areas clearly. Our director made sure the lights were on nice and bright during the filming of the second film, “In the Dungeon of Master V”. Even though my opinion may not matter to anyone, I don’t think you can judge an artistic endeavor based solely on its commercial success. Though the second film sold much better, I still consider “The Monastery” a more erotic movie. Elizabeth’s magnificent breasts were on full display during practically every scene of “In the Dungeon of Master V”, but I thought “The Monastery” was far more sensual precisely because our intimate body parts were hidden in the shadows and only revealed in brief moments in the flickering candlelight. I think it could even have slipped by with an R rating, if it were ever to be released.

Mr. Bergman noticed the picture on my bedside table and asked if that was Elizabeth in the photograph. I nodded yes and smiled. It’s a still photograph of Elizabeth and I in costume, during a break in the filming of “The Monastery”. I was in my monk’s robe and Elizabeth was in her simple thrift shop peasant’s dress. We were sitting on the bench, holding hands, relaxed and smiling into the camera. Despite my sickness, looking at that picture never fails to make me feel happy inside. It is my most prized possession, I told my new friend.

Studying the photograph, Mr. Bergman asked me how Elizabeth and I met. I looked into the old man’s kind eyes and began my story… 




Chapter Two

The Day I Met Elizabeth Rose

After graduating with a degree in Drama, I did several small productions for a couple of years around San Diego to build my resume while working a variety of part-time jobs to survive. I told Mr. Bergman that I was the type of actor who would take any part offered, anywhere, no matter what the content of the play was or the size of the part. I also didn’t care whether the parts required clothes. I became the go-to guy for plays that required nudity. It turned out that the director of a play I was cast in knew about Mr. Farnsworth’s obscure movie project and gave me his number. I called him immediately to set up an audition. I was very excited and felt fortunate for the chance. I naively thought that I was finally in the right place at the right time, and that my history of doing one awful theatrical production after another was finally over. This would be the big break every actor hopes for. It wasn’t, of course, but I always considered getting that audition to be the luckiest moment of my life, for it was how I came to meet Elizabeth Rose.

The audition was held at the director’s home in a very run-down poor neighborhood off the 805, on a street of cookie-cutter housing, one right next to the other. The street was lined with old rusted cars and unsavory characters on the corners, looking suspiciously over their shoulders as I drove by, in the midst of what looked like drug deals. When I arrived at the address I breathed a sigh of relief. No one wants to be memorialized on the Obituary Page in an article entitled, “Unknown Actor Murdered on the Way to Audition for Low-Budget Porno Movie,” right? Mr. Bergman nodded and smiled at my joke.

The door was open and I went in. There was a girl named Delores seated behind a table in the living room whom I introduced myself to. She gave me a few pages of a scene, after I gave her my 9 by 12 glossy picture and resume. I sat down on the couch and started reading the script. The scene was between two characters, some kind of monk wearing a brown hooded robe and a servant girl who attended to the needs of the brothers in the monastery. At first glance the script looked kind of interesting to me. The dialogue was not too bad.

Before I started studying the script, I heard someone else walk into the house. When I looked up, I saw Elizabeth for the first time. She was easily the most breathtaking woman I had ever seen. She had a movie star quality about her, as if she was used to being watched, and in fact invited the attention by the way she dressed. She wore a white lacey open-backed silk sun dress that loosely covered her body and showed off her curves. I could see she had painted her toenails bright red through the sandals on her feet. Her straight blonde hair cascaded all the way down her back, the tendrils resting lightly upon the curve of her hips. Her blue eyes were moist and responsive, fluttering with life. She introduced herself to the girl at the desk. The girl asked Elizabeth for a picture and resume and she said she didn’t have one. Who needs a headshot when you are Beauty Personified? The girl at the desk took a contact number and some basic information from her and gave her a script. Elizabeth sat down on the couch opposite me. She set the script aside without looking at it and started to touch up her makeup and hair.

Her phone started buzzing and she sent a text back with flying fingers and thumbs. I felt like an idiot, trapped in the analog age, without a cell phone. I suppose I didn’t have anyone to call, so what would be the point to have one? Her cell phone rang and this time she answered it. I know it’s rude, but I eavesdropped on her end of the conversation, when I should’ve been studying my script and minding my own business.

“Hi, Dirk. And why are you calling me again? Listen Dirk, can we talk about this some other… Yes, I enjoyed going out with you once and I had a nice time but… No I… I don’t want to… Dirk, I’m rather busy at the… I’m at an appointment… What? I don’t know, it’s like some kind of job interview… Sorry I’m getting another call. I gotta go. No, Dirk… What? Well, it was never my intention to hurt your feelings. Dirk… I’ve got to go. Please don’t call this number again.”

After breaking the first man’s heart, she answered her next call.

“Hey, Duke. Oh my God I completely forgot. I’m so sorry. That’s right, we were supposed to meet for… oh no, Dukie, no don’t wait for me, you go ahead and enjoy your lunch. I’m all the way over here in some god-forsaken part of Chula Vista of all places. I know, a girl like me shouldn’t be caught dead south of Market Street. At least now I know where I can buy a cheap bag of heroin, right? No, I’m just joking, I don’t use drugs. What? No, I’m at this “audition” for something or other. It was my day off so I thought I’d come just for kicks. No, I have no idea what it’s for. They gave me this script but I haven’t… Oh gosh, Dukie, I can’t believe it, I’m getting another call. Call me, or I’ll call you and we’ll meet at Horton Plaza next week during my lunch break, I promise. Bye, Dukie.”

“Hi, Derrick. Dinner? I don’t know, maybe. I’m at the audition. I think it’s for a movie, actually. Yeah, isn’t that funny? Me, an actress? Where? I don’t know. It’s in this really crummy neighborhood. South of downtown near the 805. No, it’s past National City, on the way to Tijuana. I know, I know… Derrick, I appreciate your concern, but… Ok Dad, I’ll be careful. I’m a big girl now, Derrick, I think I can take care of myself. No, I’m just doing it for fun. You should know by now I like to do things just for fun. Don’t you know that about me yet, Derrick?”

When Elizabeth said that last bit, she suddenly looked up and caught me listening in on her conversation and staring at her. I immediately looked down and acted like I was studying my script. I pressed firmly on my chest with my fingertips in an effort to calm my racing heart.

“Hey, Derrick, can you call me back later, honey. I’m kind of in the middle of something here. Thanks.”

I thought perhaps Elizabeth had ended the call, but I was too nervous to look up to find out. Even though I needed to study the script, I couldn’t seem to concentrate on it. The words appeared on the page, but as disconnected letters, without meaning. I could sense her staring bullets at me and I heard her rapidly tapping one of her heels on the floor. After a short moment, she spoke.

“Excuse me…” Elizabeth said slightly peeved, obviously not used to being ignored.

I looked up from the script with innocent wide eyes.

“Hmmm?”

“Don’t pretend I didn’t just catch you listening in on my private conversation.”

“What? Me? No, I was—”

She leaned forward, her loose dress opening to reveal a generous view of her cleavage, and whispered in a sexy voice.

“In case you were wondering about Dirk, Duke and Derrick, I just wanted to explain, I’m working my way through the letters of the alphabet, one boyfriend at a time...”

As she went back to applying her makeup, I tried not to stare, but my eyes drifted down her rounded feminine body, following their own primal urges. I could tell immediately that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Each time she moved, sweeping a brush through her long thick hair and reapplying color to her bright red puffy lips, her bouncy, full breasts demanded my attention. I simply had no choice but to look and appreciate her flesh, practically falling out of the halter top she kept tied in a loose bow behind her neck. I could easily see the outline of her puffy nipples, pointing upward, as if defying gravity through the thin material of her dress. It was impossible not to stare at her. She was the very essence of healthy feminine youth and beauty. What I couldn’t seem to draw my eyes away from in particular was how the crescents of the large brown rings of her areolas were plainly evident, visually contrasting in a sensuous manner with the white skin of her cleavage. Time seemed to slow down as I basked in the warmth of her beauty. Even the ticking of my wristwatch seemed to stop, effected by her magnetism. I held it up to my ear, just to see if it still worked. Saliva formed at the sides of my mouth as I watched her apply makeup to her pink cheeks and blue eyelids, while she gazed into a small hand-held mirror. She was the prettiest girl I had ever seen, totally unattainable to me, just like the head cheerleader who dated the hunky quarterback of the football team at Kearney Mesa High School, who never looked twice at a skinny drama geek like me. She was mesmerizing to watch, a natural performer. As she perfectly applied her mascara, I pictured her beautiful face filling a forty foot high movie screen. Just when I thought she had forgotten I was still in the room, she suddenly spoke to me. My heart stopped, restarted and then pumped wildly in my chest.

“Do you enjoy staring at an innocent woman’s breasts?” Elizabeth asked, checking her lipstick in the mirror.

“Yes… I mean, no. Excuse me, I didn’t mean to stare…” I mumbled, looking down nervously at the script, embarrassed to have been caught looking at her body again.

Elizabeth stood up, sidled across the small room and sat next to me on the couch. Reaching an arm out to me, she touched me for the first time. I’ll never forget how her touch made a chill shoot up my spine. Elizabeth lifted my chin up with her outstretched index finger and looked at me curiously, like I was a rare, cuddly animal at the San Diego Zoo. She made direct supermodel eye contact with me and gave me a dazzling smile with her professionally whitened teeth.

“Listen, honey. You don’t have to feel ashamed to stare at me. I really don’t mind you looking. You can look at me any time you want. Don’t be shy. I give you my permission to look, OK?”

She leaned back on the couch, continuing to look me in the eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was teasing or if she thought I suffered from some form of mental disability, and since I was unable to control myself, she gave her permission to stare inappropriately, out of pity for me. I didn’t help that I was unable to string together a complete sentence with her. I swallowed my saliva.

“I-I’m sorry. As I said, I don’t mean to…” I mumbled stupidly.

“You don’t mean to what?”

“Stare at you…”

“You’re so cute. I’m Elizabeth. What’s your name?”

The synapses in my brain seemed to freeze as she gazed at me.

“Your name, Sir?” she repeated, blinking at me.

“Oh. It’s Edward James… Hi, Elizabeth,” I said.

As I said hello, I held my palm stiffly up at my side, like I was taking an oath of office. Elizabeth was kind-hearted to overlook my social awkwardness. In fact I think she may have found it endearing. She smiled in a very warm and friendly manner at me. Along with being so sexy and attractive, she was a nice person as well. I could see why every man in San Diego fell instantly in love with her. I fell in love with her too, from the first moment I saw her.

“Edward! I love that name. And it starts with an E. And you know what the letter after D is, don’t you, Edward? I think you’re next in line, my friend…”

“Lucky me,” I said, which was about the wittiest comment I could come up with.

“You know, I had a little pussycat I named Edward when I was a little girl,” Elizabeth said, flirting.

“Oh, yes. That’s nice. I like cats too,” I managed to say.

I wanted to say, “I’ll be your little pussycat, if you want, Elizabeth.” Why didn’t I? I guess I was too nervous around her to come up with a witty retort. I began having physical problems around her. I could feel my heart racing, pumping right under my chest, as if it wanted to explode out of the thin layer of my skin in a burst of bones and blood. I took a deep breath to calm down. I was already nervous for the big audition and meeting this impossibly sexy woman made it worse. I noticed my hands were sweaty and trembling. I tried my best to stay composed.

“Have you read this script, Edward? I haven’t looked at it yet. Can you tell me what it’s about?” Elizabeth asked.

“Oh, sure. I’ll try. Uhhh… It’s set in some kind of monastery. From what I can tell, in this scene a praying monk is approached by a servant girl. She offers him a bowl of rice and they talk. She seems concerned for his health. I haven’t really read through it completely either,” I said.

I looked down at my script again and Elizabeth picked hers up, flipping through it like she was searching for pictures in a magazine. I thought I’d try to keep the conversation going, not knowing if I’d ever have the chance to talk to a pretty woman like her again.

“So where did you study acting?” I asked.

Elizabeth laughed.

“Acting? Oh Lord, no. I’m not an actress. I’ve never been in a play or movie in my life. I work in a clothing store, Express, at Horton Plaza. On my lunch break the other day, I took a walk and wandered into this funny store that sells sex toys and dirty videos. This seedy-looking guy behind the counter told me the manager of the shop was auditioning for a movie and he invited me to come to this audition. I almost didn’t go, but then on a whim I decided to show up, just for fun. Before I settle down, get married and have kids, I want to do things, just for fun sometimes, while I’m young. Do you ever do things just for fun, Edward?”

“Sure, sometimes.”

“Are you an actor?” she asked me.

“Yes, I’m in a play in San Diego right now. The last performance is tonight actually,” I said.

“You’re in a play tonight?” Elizabeth said, sounding impressed.

I nodded and smiled. The “play” was a three week run of one of the lesser known works of A.R. Gurney called “Sweet Sue”, with gratuitous nudity added. The director had rented a performing space in the smelly basement of the Maryland Hotel, a residence for transients in downtown San Diego, located in a dangerous neighborhood a few blocks east of the Gaslamp District. We didn’t get paid and the theater critic of the Union Tribune didn’t bother to review it. At least the play was performed indoors, which was a step up from my last project. Suddenly I felt bold and invited Elizabeth to the final performance. Each of the actors were given two comps and I didn’t know anyone other than the manager at the Denny’s where I worked to give them to. 

“If you’d like, Elizabeth, and aren’t too busy, of course, I’d like to give you two free tickets to attend tonight’s final performance as my guest.”

Elizabeth raised her perfectly manicured eyebrows and smiled.

“How exciting! That’s actually really sweet of you Edward. I can tell you’re a nice guy, I’m sorry for teasing you earlier. I’m kind of a tease. I’ll flirt with the leg of a chair if there are no guys around.”

“That’s OK. I don’t mind being teased,” I said, smiling.

“I don’t have anyone right now I’d particularly like to bring, but I’d love to come. Thank you. And you don’t have to give me a free ticket. I don’t mind paying,” Elizabeth said.

“No, I insist, Elizabeth. You’ll be my guest for tonight’s performance,” I said.

“Well, thanks. I’ll be happy to come to your play tonight, Edward.”

I couldn’t believe it. She said yes! I tried to hold her eye contact for as long as I could before I became nervous and looked down. I gave Elizabeth a flyer with the address of the theater on it and told her I’d leave the ticket in her name at the entrance for the 8 o’clock show.

Then, to my complete and utter embarrassment, I sneezed once, very loudly, and then once more. The Santa Ana winds had kicked in, blowing pollen into San Diego and aggravating my allergies. I had run out of the house without my Kleenex and started sniffling. She blinked at me and smiled. I loved to watch her blink.

“Are you alright, Edward?” Elizabeth asked, with a caring look in her eyes.

“Oh, I’m fine. It’s just my allergies acting up,” I said, turning away from her, deeply humiliated. 

I sneezed again.

“Oh you poor guy, here,” Elizabeth said, giving me a clean tissue she fished out of her purse.

What a God-send she was to me, Elizabeth Rose.

“Thanks.”

I instantly soaked it through, the tissue disintegrating into my hands. Without my asking, she offered me several more tissues and I greedily took them.

“Thank you, Elizabeth.”

Elizabeth was really nice like that. She was a very sensitive and empathetic person, as well as strikingly attractive. And despite being blessed with perfect genes, she didn’t act like her beauty separated her from the rest of us. Most pretty women would’ve been totally grossed out by a poorly dressed, sniffling guy, leering and sneezing at her at an audition for a porno movie. But Elizabeth was different.

“I’ve got everything else in here, except allergy pills. I’ll remember to pick some up, for next time.”

There was going to be a next time?

Suddenly, two other very attractive actors, a young Tom Cruise type guy and a cute girl, came out from an interior room in the house, followed by who I assumed was the director. If he was looking for a good-looking male lead, the Tom Cruise guy was perfect. I didn’t stand a chance against him, as well as the fact that on my first and perhaps last audition I would ever have for an actual movie role, my sinuses decided to let out a torrent of nasal discharge. Also my throat was scratchy and my eyes itched terribly.

“That was just great, you guys, I’ll let you kids know, once I’ve made my decision,” the director said, patting them cordially on the back.

It’s over. I don’t know about the girl, but that guy got the part, I thought to myself.

“Thanks, Mr. Farnsworth,” they both said on their way out.

“So… who’s our next pair, Delores?” the director asked the girl at the desk.

“Edward James and Elizabeth Rose,” the assistant said.

The director took a cursory look at me. Still holding the tissues against my nose, I raised my hand and smiled. He stared at me with the blank expression I’d seen at 1000 auditions, knowing in the first millisecond I didn’t get the part. The rest of the audition would be an exercise in futility, a chance for me to practice auditioning for future roles I knew I would never get as well. I don’t know why I kept clinging to this delusion that I would someday make it as an actor.

When Mr. Farnsworth first saw Elizabeth he was instantly struck by her awesomeness, just as I was. His greedy eyes widened at the pretty view, as if he was standing at the edge of the Grand Canyon for the first time, at sunrise. Elizabeth didn’t even look up at him as she looked for the illusive pill to help me. Bending over her purse, she seemed unaware that her breasts had spilled further out of her loose top and her cleavage had become exposed once more. By the way Mr. Farnsworth’s bespectacled eyes lasciviously raked over her flesh, I fought off the impulse to cover her. Only the tips of her nipples were hidden, still clinging for dear life inside the silky material. By the angle of my view, it was even more evident to me how Elizabeth had been blessed with uniquely attractive breasts. They were quite large, rounded, the color of sweet cream. Bending over her purse still further, she allowed both Mr. Farnsworth and I to fully appreciate her extraordinarily enlarged and swollen areolas. The upper portion of the large brown rings seemed inflated with air, perfectly formed to be suckled upon by a man’s greedy lips. The word that came to my mind to describe them was majestic. It was as if her breasts were asking to fondled, by the way they were so lively and teasing to the eye. Her breasts caused in me this primal need to squeeze them in my palms, take them into my mouth and never let them go. Her cell phone rang again and she checked the caller-id, but didn’t answer it this time. No wonder all the guys who kept calling were so crazy about her. I was too now.

“As you’ll see,” I said, addressing Mr. Bergman, “I became totally crazy for Elizabeth Rose, with the emphasis on the word, crazy”.

“I can certainly see why, by the way you’ve described her,” Mr. Berman said pleasantly. “Go on with your story, young man.”

Delores handed Elizabeth’s contact information on an index card to Mr. Farnsworth and he took it in his sweaty hot little hands.

“Ahhh. You must be none other than the famous Ms. Rose. I’m so glad you could make it. Your reputation precedes you Elizabeth. Roger, my associate at work whom you met, has a very good eye for talent. He said you might be perfect for my film and I must say I am in full agreement with him. I apologize for staring, but it’s as if the lead female character of my movie just appeared out of my imagination and walked right into my living room. I think you and I have met for a reason, Ms. Rose. I am a great believer in the confluence of psychic and extraterrestrial events.”

What an odd thing to say? I wonder what he meant by that, I thought.

“Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Peter Farnsworth, the writer, director and producer of the upcoming film, “The Monastery”.

Elizabeth was preoccupied with the contents of her purse and didn’t appear to be listening to him. I wondered if she knew we were both gawking at her. I thought she was probably aware of it, since women seem to have a sixth sense about those things. Mr. Farnsworth held out his hand to Elizabeth.

“Hi,” she said, shaking his hand quickly and then fishing around in her purse some more, as if she could care less who she was meeting, whether it was a wanna-be porno director or Stephen Spielberg.

“Ms. Rose? Are you looking for something?” Farnsworth asked.

“Yes, I thought I had a… Wait. Here it is! Edward, I found it! A Benadryl! My last one. That’ll do the trick. May I have a glass of water for my friend please?”

My friend… Since graduating college, I didn’t have anyone in my life I considered a friend. I felt ridiculous, but my eyes literally filled with tears when Elizabeth said the word, “friend”. I’m sure she had hundreds of friends and the amount of phone calls she was receiving proved it. It touched me when she called me her friend, including me in that special group, even if she was just saying it to be nice. I hoped Elizabeth and I could actually become friends one day. More than friends… Elizabeth gave me the pill and a few more tissues.

Mr. Farnsworth gestured to his assistant and she poured me a cup of water. I popped the pill into my mouth, while all three people watched me. I blew my nose. It was embarrassing. Romantic male lead in a feature film? I don’t think so. The director looked at me like an insect he was about to squash.

“And you are?”

“I’m Edward James, Sir,” I said to Mr. Farnsworth, sniffling.

Farnsworth picked up my picture and resume, squinting at the huge list of unknown roles I had performed in at theaters all around town no one had heard of. The famous theaters like the La Jolla Playhouse, The Old Globe and the San Diego Rep were unfortunately not on my list. Nor, as it turned out, would they ever be.

“Ah yes. The theater actor,” Farnsworth said, as if I did my performing for an isle of lepers. “Do you have any experience acting in films?” Farnsworth asked.

“No, Sir.”

Then Elizabeth really surprised me by what she said.

“He’s in a play in downtown San Diego tonight. You should see it. It got great reviews. He’s fantastic in it. I’m going to see it again tonight,” she said.

I appreciated her bending the truth in an attempt to impress the director, but I already knew he didn’t want me for the role. It didn’t matter now though. I was going to meet this gorgeous woman at my play tonight. Maybe I would get up the nerve to ask her out for a drink afterwards and skip the cast party. I was happy for the first time in ages. Actually, I was happy for the first time in my life.

“So… you two know each other?” the director asked.

I looked over at Elizabeth and let her handle it.

“We’ve known each other for years. Edward happens to be my acting coach,” Elizabeth said.

“She’s a promising new talent, a natural,” I threw in, not sure whether Mr. Farnsworth was buying it.

“I see. OK then, kids. Come on in.”

I stood up with Elizabeth, my heart pounding in my chest.

I chided myself for not reading more of the script to prepare myself for the cold reading. I was usually over prepared, so winging it was not my normal approach at auditions. But if being over prepared led to my career as a busboy, balancing half eaten Grand Slam breakfast plates in my arms, I suppose it couldn’t hurt to try something new. What did I have to lose?

The room where the audition took place felt strange right away. There was no lighting equipment. All I saw was a simple cheap-looking camera set up on a tripod, with a little tiny light shining from it. There was a table with a silver chalice and a small bowl on it next to an old wooden bench. Two candles on top of the table flickered light throughout the room. As far as the set was concerned, there was nothing other than a simple wooden cross hanging from the wall behind us. Elizabeth and I sat down together on the hard bench and Mr. Farnsworth, Impresario of the South Bay, the Great Auteur, and the Scorsese of Adult Videos, stood in front of his camera, silhouetted by the camera’s light. 

“So, have you had a chance to review the scene?” Farnsworth asked.

“Well, actually,” I mumbled.

“No…” Elizabeth said.

I began to feel like I was in one of my recurring nightmares, where I was performing a play in front of a huge crowd, but I had no idea what my lines were. Towering above us in the dim light, Mr. Farnsworth took charge.

“Perhaps it would help if I set the scene. “The Monastery” is the story of a Catholic monk, Brother William, whose parents wish him to enter a monastery as a novice and take the vows of poverty and chastity in devotion to God, after a scandal with a neighbor’s wife. Despite his desire to live a spiritual life, he is slowly seduced by an attractive servant girl, Magdalena. Due to the effects of the monk’s physical deprivation from the lack of water and food during his training period, you never quite know whether the seduction is real, or if it’s all taking place in the monk’s slowly unraveling mind. There is one other character, which I will play to save money on the project, Father England, who runs the monastery and is Brother William’s spiritual adviser. This is the first movie I’ve ever directed or written. I’m financing it with my own money. I’ve planned a series of four productions which will be filmed under a non-union contract. I’ve saved up $40,000 dollars and that is my budget for the four films, most of which will be spent on film stock. The film will be completely shot in my home at night so we can keep our day jobs, between the hours of 6PM and 11PM. The first reading of the script is this Monday. If you’re cast, you will be paid a $1000 stipend for your work in the film, and the same amount if you are to be cast in the second, third and fourth production. You should know that if you’re cast in this movie, nudity is required and certain acts of a sexual nature will be demanded of you, during filming. So if that’s a problem, let me know right now. Will that be a problem for either one of you?”

Certain acts of a sexual nature? I was flabbergasted and had no idea how to respond. The $1000 sounded nice; it was the most money I had ever been offered in my life to do a role. I know A-List actors get 20 million per picture and get a body double if they have to show their ass, but beggars can’t be choosers, I guess. I didn’t mind the nudity if it was important to the integrity of the script, but sexual acts? I wondered what my college drama professor would think of that. 

I looked over at Elizabeth who didn’t appear to be listening. She was chewing on a stick of gum and just looked bored. She shrugged when asked if being filmed for posterity having sex with strangers in a low budget porno movie would be a problem for her. Neither of us said a word. The director continued speaking in a professorial tone.

“OK, I’ll take that as a no, that you don’t mind being filmed while engaging in acts of a sexual nature. I know in other adult films the actors simulate having sex, but I always found them unsatisfying to watch and quite unrealistic. Nothing can replace the real thing, I think. Also, we will not be using condoms during the filming. Do either of you carry sexually transmitted diseases?”

Another highly embarrassing question. I fell into a stunned silence. My mind was still thinking about having sex on screen with the beautiful woman seated beside me. Was I dreaming this? I saw Elizabeth shake her head no.

