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			I can’t help it, you’re so good it hurts.

			It’s like magic, or some kind of curse.

			I want to be wherever you are.

			’Cause I’m a big fan of you…

			Who’s in a most peculiar dream,

			Spreading happiness for free?

			It’s you, it’s you, it’s you.

			—The Wannadies, “Big Fan”

			Among the road maps, cards, old addresses—the lost world never put in order—there is, I know, a photograph: the brilliant, almost demonic director on a couch with a tall, graceful girl. It was taken one night when we had dinner. I envied him his wife. It is difficult now to imagine the woman she would have become. She remains as she was, as if among all the herd there had been this exceptional creature, slightly awkward perhaps, but without blemish and carrying in her person the essential traits…

			—James Salter, Burning the Days

			Let me go, let me go, people!…

			I am criminal, I won’t eat people anymore.

			The country has changed.

			Criminal says

			I won’t eat people anymore.

			—Voodoo Chant
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			1: 
Sharonophilia

			(Saturday)

		

	
		
			RED was the color of his true love’s Ferrari—but he couldn’t afford to rent one, so Lunt Moreland settled for a Mustang that was not quite the same hue. Pretending it was her car while driving north from LAX, he’d made two stops before the cemetery: a fast-food drive-through and a flower stand whose owner secretly grew poppies for an opium den downtown. It was a scorching, sticky day, the hottest so far during this summer of 2003.

			“Is this your first time with us, sir?”

			After munching on a chicken burger in the flower stand’s small parking lot, Lunt had tossed the trash in his back seat. (Nearly two weeks later, a pair of officers from the West Hollywood Police Department would find the trash there.) Because he was about to turn forty, Lunt wondered if senility was the reason he’d missed the familiar left onto Slauson. Was his memory crumbling already? What would be next, hair sprouting from his ears? With a muttered oath, Lunt had turned his car around on La Cienega to take the proper route to Holy Cross Cemetery. And after paying his respects to his beloved and placing a bouquet of roses beside the glossy black marble plaque that read Beloved Wife of Roman, Sharon Tate Polanski, 1943–1969, he’d come directly to the hotel.

			“Mr. Moreland?”

			This time the voice broke into Lunt’s reverie.

			“Sorry?”

			“I asked if this is your first time with us.”

			Lunt had been gazing blankly at the Hotel Ofotert’s sunken lobby, its mismatched sofas, antique lamps, and candelabras, all bathed in amber early evening light while black-vested servers darted past a Steinway Baby Grand. Thanks to the gray stone walls and timbered ceiling, the hotel’s visual vibe was of a spinster’s sitting room transported to some feudal sanctuary. Since 1938, when the Art Nouveau–influenced building rose above Sunset Boulevard, this upstart rival to the Chateau Marmont and Garden of Allah quickly surpassed those show business hangouts as the place to see and be seen. At the Ofotert, Clark Gable had canoodled with Carole Lombard, Paul Newman rendezvoused with Joanne Woodward, and everyone from Boris Karloff to Marilyn Monroe leapt headlong into exclusive Hollywood orgies.

			“No,” said Lunt. “I mean, yes—my first time staying here. But I’ve visited a lot over the past, like, twenty years. Just, you know, poking around.”

			Facing Lunt from across the polished mahogany registration desk stood the hotel’s general manager, a stooped, ruddy-complexioned, middle-aged man in a brown sports coat. His name tag read “RANDY TRUEAX.” On the wall behind Trueax, a curved mirror competed for space with a wooden matrix of pigeonhole mail slots. In the mirror Lunt tried to catch sight of his own slightly weak-chinned, rather fleshy face, but a view of the manager’s bald spot was all he could see. Trueax gave a lopsided grin when he heard the term “poking around.” The lopsidedness derived from his having just smoked a self-rolled cigarette, his second so far today. Although no one but his unemployed boyfriend knew it, Trueax liked to mix the drug WHF (street name “Plonk”) with his tobacco. Not much Plonk, just a smidgen—the minimum required to calmly handle each day’s rigors.

			“In any case,” he told his new guest, “we’re glad to have you here until”—glancing at the guest’s registration form—“the thirtieth.”

			“Yes, I’m here for the Tate-World Conference next weekend.” Lunt gestured to his T-shirt, where a luminous young blonde woman’s face was accompanied by the words “I’VE GOT THE FREAK HOTS FOR THE GIRL!” “I’m a ‘Sharonophile,’ which is what us Sharon Tate enthusiasts call ourselves. ‘S-phile’ for short.”

			“Ah,” said Trueax, “the murdered actress, yes. Charles Manson is still locked up for that awful crime, I hope.”

			“Along with the other killers,” Lunt said.

			“Well, I’m glad that you and your friends remember Ms. Tate.” The manager fiddled with a button on his coat sleeve. “You certainly have plenty of days to spare until your gathering.”

			“Which is just how I’ve planned it,” Lunt said. “I’m trying to finish a literary project, and I had some vacation time, so I decided to do my work here.”

			“You’re not our first early bird, you know.”

			“I’m not?”

			“Another member of your group checked in last night.”

			Uh-oh, Lunt thought, tensing. “A man?”

			“I believe so, yes.”

			“His name’s not ‘Glen Mandrake,’ is it?”

			With pursed lips, Trueax considered the name. “I don’t believe that’s it, no.”

			“You’re sure? Because if Mandrake is here…” Lunt meant to continue with, “It would spoil my whole trip,” but he decided to clam up and simply wait, fingering the brass bell on the desktop, its edges gone green, until Trueax had given his computer keyboard a few strokes and squinted at its monitor and finally said, “Randang.”

			“Ran-what?”

			“The other early bird is in Suite Twenty-Nine. A Mr. Melek Randang. Does that sound familiar?”

			“No,” said Lunt, “it doesn’t.” He had believed he was acquainted with all his fellow Sharonophiles, but Melek Randang? Was this another sign of impending senility? “Melek” sounded Arabic. Some new Sharonophile from Dubai?

			“Would you like me to contact this fellow Randang?”

			Lunt declined, saying he’d “look for the guy tomorrow,” and Trueax felt a throb of Plonk-borne pleasure surge through him, further lopsiding his grin. “What kind of project are you working on, Mr. Moreland, if you don’t mind my asking?”

			Lunt said that he was curating a book about Sharon Tate. “Ordinarily I write essays for this specialist journal, Sharing Sharon, but they’re scholarly stuff, like my latest piece, which is about how Sharon’s menstrual cycle affected her work on the film Valley Of The Dolls. With this full-length book of mine, though, I want to break out of the specialist ghetto—reach a wider audience. Get the world interested in Sharon more than it’s ever been before.”

			“Fascinating!” said Trueax. “I’m sure you’ll be successful.”

			Lunt knocked lightly on the reception desk for good luck. “Let’s hope so. I’m not quitting my day job just yet…”

			“And what’s that, may I ask?”

			“Real estate.” Lunt worked as a residential broker in his hometown of Sulphurdale, New Jersey, but decided not to elaborate. Better to let Trueax believe he owned a bunch of buildings. After all, he was finally staying at the elegant, fabled Hotel Ofotert!

			“Will there be a lot of photos in your book?” asked Trueax. “Glamor pictures will probably help sales.”

			“We’ll have an extensive photo section,” Lunt said, his voice rising with excitement. He loved talking about Sharon, and about his work in honor of Sharon, whenever someone he met seemed truly interested. “Plus a filmology, celebrity testimonials, a fashion section—maybe even a psychoanalyst to write about Sharon’s psyche. It’s still in the planning stages, but I’ve got a top literary agent repping me—Vishwa Mukherjee, in case you’ve heard of her—and I’m already nearly finished writing the book’s centerpiece, which is a memoir.”

			“Your own memoir?”

			“No, that’s the cool part—it’s Sharon’s. A memoir in her voice. Sharon’s own ‘from-beyond-the-grave Sharon Tate story.’ ”

			Trueax looked impressed. “Are the other fans coming to the Sharon Tate conference here also writers?”

			“No, but everyone’s more or less as rabid about her as I am. We talk about Sharon nonstop, what she was like, and we collect what we call ‘Sharonabilia,’ which are objects connected to her. You know, posters, photographs, clothes that Sharon wore, her correspondence. She had this beautiful regal handwriting…” He paused to cough, making sure to cover his mouth. “We go on pilgrimages, too, visiting places where she spent time. Places like Big Sur, and Joshua Tree, and the Chelsea Registry in London, where she got married to Roman Polanski.”

			“The film director.”

			Lunt made a sour face. “Or ‘that perverted dwarf bastard,’ as we usually refer to him. He wasn’t faithful to Sharon, he didn’t deserve her. But did you know that after their wedding Polanski and Sharon lived right here?”

			“Here at the Ofotert?” Trueax felt his left eye twitch, a typical sympton of the Plonk. “I hadn’t realized…”

			“Yeah, back in the sixties they stayed in Suite Fifty-Six, which is why we’re having our Tate-World wingding here this year.”

			They’d finally arrived at the subject Lunt needed to broach with this hotel manager, so he placed both hands on the reception desk, whose gleaming surface felt as smooth and as cool as Sharon’s glossy black marble gravestone had felt earlier, and he got right to it, saying, “In the late sixties Sharon and Polanski lived in Suite Fifty-Six for a few weeks before moving into the Chateau Marmont and then into their rented house in Bel Air. That house is where she ultimately lost her life. Meaning if she hadn’t left here, most likely she’d still be alive.”

			“Oh, now I understand why all you Sharon Tate people have been asking for Suite Fifty-Six!” said Trueax, cutting into Lunt’s spiel. “I can’t say I’m surprised. We’ve had so many creative types at the Ofotert. As a matter of fact, in the junior suite where you’ll be staying, the author Dorothy Parker spent a stretch of time. If you’ll forgive the ghoulishness”—Trueax leaned forward to lower his voice conspiratorially—“the story goes that she tried to, well, take her life in your bathtub.” He waited for Lunt’s expression of awe, then capped it with, “Fortunately, Ms. Parker’s suicide attempt was not successful.”

			“That’s a relief,” Lunt said. “Because I like to take baths. And I appreciate the history of the room, thanks, but”—finally getting to his point—”are you sure Suite Fifty-Six isn’t available for me? I called ahead three or four times about it.”

			“Sadly,” said Trueax, shifting into the apologetic tone he needed to use so often with pushy people, “as my staff and I have been telling everyone from your fan group, Suite Fifty-Six is occupied by a certain long-term hotel guest.”

			“So I’ve heard. Is he or she a Sharonophile?”

			“Sharonoph…” The manager’s left eye twitched again. “Oh. No, I don’t believe so.”

			“Anyone famous?”

			“Absolutely not. But he’s someone who values privacy.”

			“And this guest won’t be leaving any time soon?”

			“Not until the autumn, I’m sorry to say. Autumn at the earliest.”

			Just my luck, Lunt groused to himself. Suite 56 is one of the few patches of universe Sharon ever occupied, actually slept in, and this fop Trueax is denying it to me!

			Lunt loved to visit places where Sharon had spent time. The only “Sharonized” locale in the world that he categorically refused to visit was 10050 Cielo Drive in Bel Air, where La Tate was murdered. The mere thought of being near that ghastly place creeped him out. Once, while visiting LA in the late 1980s—before the new owners tore the structure down—he’d nearly visited the place. Deciding to “Sharon up” (his own version of the expression “man up,” because Sharon had faced her violent death at age twenty-six with such courage), Lunt drove toward the death-house in another rented red Mustang. A few blocks away, however, he’d started to tremble. Fear went xylophoning up and down his spine, and in the end he fled, vowing never to go again. This left the Hotel Ofotert’s Suite 56.

			Not giving up yet, Lunt said, “I don’t suppose the occupant goes away on weekends? Because if I could spend even one night there, I’d be grateful.”

			“Alas,” said Trueax, “it’s impossible. When a room is occupied, it’s our policy that—”

			“Even if the resident goes out for, like, one hour? I mean, even if it’s fifteen minutes, I’d love to get inside that room.”

			Trueax’s grin straighted out, then commenced to fade from his florid face. Before he could deny the request again, someone walking behind Lunt caught the manager’s attention.

			“Hello, Mrs. Kruikshank,” Trueax said.

			Lunt turned to face the newcomer, an elderly woman who smiled politely at Trueax as she went by. Stout and Asian-featured, with a dried fig of a face, she was clad in a gray polyester uniform with her sleeves buttoned tightly around her wrists. Something about this woman—Lunt couldn’t tell what, exactly—reminded him of his mother. His mother, in fact, during her last years, the years before the car crash that eventually ended her life and left Lunt’s father paralyzed.

			As Mrs. Kruikshank disappeared around a corner, Lunt turned back to Trueax, who was saying, “I think you’ll like the junior suite we’ve assigned you, sir,” and Lunt sighed, accepting failure for the moment. So close 56 was, yet so far! Even locked out of her suite, he knew that, with the proper attunement, he would still be able to feel Sharon’s vibrations humming through the rest of the hotel. This reception desk, for instance—how many times had she stood right here, resting her adorable hands or elbows on its shining surface?

			By all accounts, Sharon had loved the Hotel Ofotert during the weeks she spent here. She loved its blend of charming design and louche decadence, not to mention the musicians, painters, and actors who were its main clientele. Creative types had continued flocking to the hotel in the era after Sharon, and they’d multiplied: every time over the past two decades that Lunt came to “poke around,” the lobby and garden were crowded with artists, many famous. Clearly they loved the place for the same reasons Sharon did—and loved it for the Ofotert’s long-time ban on the paparazzi.

			Today the celebrity quotient was as high as ever. Stealing a glance at the lobby while Trueax fiddled with his computer, Lunt was able to recognize half a dozen minor film stars. A few seemed to be on a romantic meeting while others chatted with what looked like agents or managers.

			The most notable of the lobby denizens was Benny Pompa, bass player and lead vocalist for the well-known music combo Memento Morey Amsterdam. This week the group’s latest album, I Wanna Die in My Sleep Like My Dad Did (Not Screaming in Terror Like All His Passengers Were), teetered on the cusp of platinum status. To Lunt, Pompa was important not for his music, which was tuneless dreck, but for his birthday, January 24. Lunt knew the pop star shared his birthday with three great movie thespians: John Belushi (whose 1983 fatal overdose took place in the neighboring Chateau Marmont), Nastassja Kinski (with whom Roman Polanski wooed and worked in the 1970s), and Sharon Tate herself.

			Pale and clean-shaven, his Afroed hair a natural copper hue, Pompa sat sprawled across a burgundy-colored couch, cupping a knee with interlaced fingers. Flanking him were two middle-aged brunettes—hardly the jailbait you’d expect to find consorting with the notoriously hedonistic (and, like Lunt, closing-in-on-forty) Pompa. Neither pouting woman resembled Sharon, yet Lunt still found them comely. Their attire made them a curious contrast to the pop star’s. While he wore torn blue jeans and a red football jersey that read across its front “I’LL DO ANYTHING BUT BREAKDANCE FOR YA, DARLIN’,” the women were decked out in luxuriant animal-skin clothes: one outfit made from leopard (probably faux) and the other from rattlesnake (possibly authentic).

			What Lunt didn’t realize was that, in nearly two weeks’ time, he would become as famous—or rather, infamous—as anyone there. And, brief as Lunt’s lobby survey was, he failed to notice a tall, bald, rather sunburned man seated alone two sofas over from Pompa. Just one glance at the tall man’s crisp white suit would have alerted Lunt to his identity. So would the man’s jug ears, pronounced Adam’s apple, spade-shaped beard, and protuberant eyes, which all combined to make him look a bit grotesque. Yet this man had not missed Lunt. In fact, as soon as he had spotted the Sharonophile, the man in the white suit ducked his head and concealed himself behind an orange, orchid-shaped lampshade, then plucked his Japanese smartphone from his lap, pressed two buttons on it, put it to one of those jug ears, and said, “He just arrived, the poor lamb. He’s got no clue about the scheiss-storm we’ve already sent his way.”

			“Mr. Moreland?”

			Lunt’s attention snapped back to the hotel manager, who was sliding a red-tasseled key across the reception desk toward him.

			“For your junior suite, Forty-Seven. Would you like the local paper delivered to your door each morning? Or we can do The New York Times.”

			“Neither,” said Lunt. “I don’t read newspapers. Who needs daily reminders that psychopaths like Manson are making chopped meat out of this world?”

			As Trueax’s left eye twitched once more, Lunt fished his wallet out from the front pocket of his khakis, removed a twenty-dollar bill, and pushed it across the desktop.

			“My gift to you,” he said. “And if Suite Fifty-Six does become available, even for just five minutes, I hope you’ll remember me instead of any other Sharonophile.”

		

	
		
			WITH its modestly sized bed and small kitchenette, Lunt’s junior suite turned out to be less suite-like than he’d expected. Still, the closet space was ample, the air-conditioning worked well, the wall-to-wall carpet was colored a pleasant butterscotch, and waiting on the writing table was a complimentary bottle of Dom Perignon Champagne. (Not that Lunt drank much alcohol—his hangovers tended to be atrocious.) The writing desk he’d requested was actually just a simple scratched-up wooden table, a far cry from the splendor of the reception desk downstairs, but it had a worn-in literary quality that Lunt liked. Best of all, this sanctum sanctorum was as silent as the grave: not a sound got past its thick walls and heavy wooden outer door.

			Lunt couldn’t stop smiling. Finally he was staying in the Ofotert, just as Sharon once had! He decided to drop the word “junior” from his conception of the suite. And when he considered the reasonable rate that Randy Trueax had agreed to extend to Lunt from the conference weekend to his entire more-than-two-week stay, how could this Sharonophile complain?

			After unpacking his clothes and hanging the black, circular “DO NOT DISTURB” sign on his front doorknob, Lunt tugged open the nightstand drawer. Someone, obviously aware of the celebrated previous occupant, had placed a book of Dorothy Parker’s stories and poems in it. Lunt took out the hardbacked volume and set down in its place a package of ribbed latex Instigator condoms. Here in libertine Hollywood, he had high hopes for those condoms; and the Dom Perignon, come to think of it, would assist him with potential Sharonesque seductees.

			For a few minutes Lunt sat on his suite’s gray swayback sofa and examined the Parker book, flipping through it with an eye peeled for any reference to suicide or bathtubs or the Ofotert. He found none and went on to wonder if Sharon had ever read Parker’s work. A subject for future research.

			Tiring of the book, Lunt dropped it onto the nightstand and began to Sharonize his room by sprinkling Sharonabilia around and Scotch-taping pictures of his true love to the walls. Before he got far, the black and shiny old-fashioned room telephone rang, its cry piercing the low murmur of his television set, which Lunt liked to leave switched on. By the phone’s second overly loud answer-me-right-now ring, Lunt jumped across his bed toward it, delighted, figuring that the caller must be Trueax bearing good news, the hotel manager saying, “I’ve decided to let you stay in Ms. Tate’s former suite, Fifty-Six. Shall I send a bellhop up to move your luggage?”

			But the caller wasn’t Trueax. Nor, to judge by the solemn male voice, was it anyone else Lunt knew.

			“Whosoever treats his fellows without honor or humanity,” the caller announced, “he, and his issue, shall be treated with commensurate inhumanity and dishonor.”

			“Uh…what?” said Lunt. “I didn’t quite catch that.”

			The caller repeated the message verbatim and then went quiet, though he remained on the line: Lunt could hear the man’s faint, patient breathing.

			“Buddy, if this is some kind of telemarketing thing, it’s not grabbing me, okay?” said Lunt right before he coughed, not bothering to cover his mouth. “Where’d you get that quote, the Book of Revelation?”

			For the third time, the caller delivered his strange message.

			“Yeah, yeah,” Lunt said, “I heard you. But I just checked into this room, so if you’re trying to reach the previous guest, I’m the wrong party, okay?”

			As his response to this, the caller launched into his message yet again. He only got about halfway through before Lunt hung up. Then, for several moments, the Sharonophile stared at the phone. That loopy call had given him a brain wave. So he picked up the receiver and dialed, room-to-room, Sharon’s former suite. Who needed Trueax when he could appeal directly to the current big-wheel occupant?

			A woman, sounding bored, answered after three rings by saying, “Speak.”

			“Hello there,” said Lunt, trying to sound sophisticated. “This is Mr. Moreland. I’m staying downstairs from you, and I was just wondering if—”

			“Do we know you?” the woman interrupted him.

			“Er…” Who was this woman, the rich guy’s wife? Mistress? Aerobics instructor? Business manager? Dominatrix? “Not yet, but—”

			“Have we heard of you?”

			Disconcerted by the question, and by her brusque tone, Lunt said, “Well, probably not, no, but I was wondering if—”

			“If we don’t know you, piss off. Don’t call again or we’ll fucking burn you down.”

		

	
		
			BEFORE Lunt had ever heard of Sharon Tate, his life was already linked with hers. More specifically, with her death. This was because, unbeknownst to either of them at the time, Lunt’s sixth birthday, the eighth of August in 1969, was the same day the Manson Family slaughtered Sharon. (In fact, they did this an hour past midnight, thus technically August ninth, but Lunt always ignored this inconvenient detail, savoring as he did any link to his beloved.)

			—

			2:00 p.m. (New Jersey time)/11:00 a.m. (California time): As guests began arriving at the boy’s Sulphurdale home for the Friday afternoon birthday party, his mother insisted that he drink a glass of milk before indulging in the 7Up he loved. Sharon, unlike Lunt, was a milk enthusiast, and at her brick-and-redwood house on Cielo Drive in Bel Air—a rustic place with a swimming pool, three bedrooms, and an enormous two-story living room—Sharon had just finished gulping down a frosty glass of skim.

			For the pregnant woman, it was just another day in the “fairy-tale world” in which she once told an interviewer she lived. Patchouli-fragranced incense were burning, Janis Joplin and Leonard Cohen and The Doors were on the stereo, the front door stood open (slightly claustrophobic, Sharon hated closing her doors, even in hotels), and she was lounging in a blue-and-yellow floral-print bra with matching underpants when her phone rang. Polanski was calling from London. He’d been laboring on a screenplay about dolphins trained to assassinate a US president, and asked Sharon how she was feeling. Her due date was less than two weeks away. Chewing on a fingernail, she told him she felt boiling hot since LA was sweating through a heat wave. But she loved being pregnant. She had been exercising to get ready for the baby and reading books on childcare. The director promised that he’d be home soon. And though Sharon was never very self-assertive (in an interview, she once said, “I’m so afraid of hurting other people’s feelings, I don’t speak out when I should—I get into big messes that way”), she hadn’t been too happy about Roman’s recent absence. In fact, she insisted that day that he return in time for the start of a night-school course she’d enrolled him in. It was a course for expecting fathers.

			Before they rang off, Sharon also gently complained about Polanski’s friends, Voytek Frykowski and Abigail Folger, who’d been staying at the house with her. She wanted alone time with her husband when he got back. “But let’s not hurt their feelings,” she added, glancing at herself in a bathroom mirror and nibbling on her lower lip. She tended to feel embarrassed by how beautiful she was.

			Sharon’s next phone call of the day was to a neighbor whose kitten was missing. Always an animal lover, Sharon assured the neighbor that, yes, she’d found the tiny creature. She’d been feeding it with an eyedropper and would return the kitten whenever her neighbor wanted. Just then the doorbell rang. A delivery man stood outside with two steamer trunks sent by Roman. Each was filled with mementos Sharon had amassed when she’d last been in London. She couldn’t bear to get rid of anything, believing that to do so would be, as she phrased it, “giving up who I am.”

			—

			4:00 p.m./1:00 p.m.: Lunt was playing on the lawn behind his house with various cousins, kindergarten classmates, and friends from the neighborhood when his mother called out, “Come inside for cake, kids!”

			Meanwhile, two of Sharon’s own friends, Joanna Pettet and Barbara Lewis, had arrived at Cielo Drive for lunch. Before sitting down in the kitchen, Sharon showed the two women the baby’s room, and let them feel the baby kicking in her belly. She also praised a vibrator she’d bought recently, saying, “It’s great for stiff necks, too.”

			Once Pettet and Lewis had departed, Sharon was on the phone again, speaking this time with her ex-beau Jay Sebring, the ultra-innovative barber, a self-described “hair architect,” who’d remained a close friend. Most of their mutual acquaintances believed that Sebring still carried a torch for Sharon and was waiting for her to tire of the constantly philandering Polanski. On the phone, Sebring and Sharon discussed their dinner plans for the night. After ringing off, the pregnant woman took one of her customary brief naps, clad in just bra and panties. 

			—

			8:00 p.m./5:00 p.m.: With all the party guests now departed, Lunt played with a G. I. Joe, one of his birthday gifts, while his father watched TV and his mother washed dishes. She had just announced “Bedtime!” to Lunt when Sharon woke up to munch on some nuts and take a call from her sister Debbie. The teenager asked if she could bring some school friends over to Sharon’s home, but Sharon declined. “I’m too tired,” she said, “but come visit another night, okay, Pumpkin?” employing her usual nickname for Debbie. 

			Given the grisly events to come, Sharon’s declining to have Pumpkin over to visit probably saved the teenager’s life. And the fact that Winifred Chapman, the starlet’s housekeeper, turned down Sharon’s invitation to sleep at her home that night (“It’s so hot outside, Winifred!”) likewise might have saved Chapman’s life. Nevertheless, it was the housekeeper who would find the four mutilated victims the next morning, and the supremely gruesome sight would set her sprinting wildly from the house, screaming, “Help! Murder! Blood! Dead bodies!”

			—

			9:30 p.m./6:30 p.m.: Exhausted from his hectic day, the newly minted six-year-old Lunt Moreland, now wearing blue pajamas, kissed his parents goodnight, climbed into his bed, and fell asleep before a minute had passed.

			Across the country—and a few dozen miles from Bel Air—a man in baggy cotton pants and shirt brought together four members of his cult, The Family. “I want you to do something witchy,” Charles Manson said in a low voice. “Drive straight to that house on Cielo Drive, pull out the people’s eyes there, and hang them on the mirrors. And if they ask you who you are, tell them you’re the devil come to do the devil’s work.”

			Always a snappy dresser, Jay Sebring arrived at Sharon Tate’s home wearing black boots, a Cartier wristwatch, a deep-blue shirt, and white trousers with vertical black stripes. Accompanied by long-time houseguests Frykowski and Folger, Sharon and Sebring went to dine at El Coyote, a popular Mexican restaurant on Beverly Boulevard, then returned home.

			(The adult Lunt would go on a pilgrimage to El Coyote during his first visit to Hollywood, but he could hardly feel Sharon’s presence there. What’s more, the food upset his stomach.)

			Around midnight in Bel Air, a dusty yellow ’59 Ford pulled up to the gate outside 10500 Cielo Drive. Manson’s four acolytes climbed out. In the guesthouse on the property, a caretaker played loud music (drowning out the sound of subsequent events) while in the main house, Sharon and her three friends relaxed, digesting their Mexican dinner. In time Abigail Folger wandered off to her bedroom to read, and Voytek Frykowski drifted to sleep on the American flag–draped living room couch, close to the TV set. On this TV three weeks earlier, he and Abigail, Sebring, Sharon, and the Tate family had watched the historic moon landing.

			Cozy once more in bra and panties, with a negligee draped over her shoulders, Sharon lay on the bed in the master bedroom, her long, glossy blonde hair draped on the headboard while Sebring sat facing her.

			(What were they kibbitzing about? the adult Lunt would often wonder. Their last carefree words, their last carefree thoughts…Sebring probably wanted to kiss her, especially with Polanski thousands of miles away. How did he restrain himself? Once you’ve been La Tate’s lover, how can you settle for anything less? But maybe that’s true love, Lunt pursued the thought, love where you’re content to simply orbit your soul mate without expecting anything in return, just grooving on the pleasure of being near them.)

			The door to Sharon’s bedroom stood ajar. Ajar—until a stranger’s hand touched the doorknob.

			“Gee,” one of the killers later said, “were they surprised!”

			The devil had come to do the devil’s work.

			But the birthday boy, on this nation’s opposite coast, kept sleeping.

		

	
		
			ON the wall above his bed in Suite 47, Lunt Scotch-taped a certain well-worn poster. In it, a woman who wore a brocaded velvet dress and sunset-colored wig was gazing skyward, as if attempting to glimpse an angel. A curl of glowing wig hair dangled to her shoulder, which was bare and milk white. No inscription revealed the name of the woman, yet emblazoned beside her head was a word in Gothic letters: “WHY?”

			Lunt was gazing at the poster while he spoke on his BlackBerry with Bronson, his favorite fellow Sharonophile and dearest friend. “It’s pretty astounding,” he said, “that after all these years and all my travels with it, the ‘WHY?’ poster’s still in good condition.”

			“I’d be flabbergasted if it wasn’t shipshape,” said Bronson. “It’s not like you’ve mistreated it, right? Plus, it’s an image of Sharon, so there’s magic in that.”

			“Pity I can’t hang it in her old suite in this hotel.”

			Which made Bronson chortle. It had a distinctive sound, her chortle, and this sound annoyed Lunt as often as it amused him, although he’d never mentioned his annoyance to Bronson. 

			She said, “Maybe you could try bribing your way in there?”

			“No dice. Whatever heavyweight moneybags is holed up in Fifty-Six seems to have a vise-grip on the place.”

			“According to whom?”

			“According to the goofball, eye-blinking hotel manager. God, imagine sleeping in the same bed Sharon slept in. Of course, it’s probably a different mattress.”

			“Not to worry,” said Bronson. “I have a feeling, one of my intuitions, that you’ll make it into that room of hers sometime soon.”

			“You think so?” Lunt had come to trust his friend’s intuitions. “How soon?”

			“Even if you need to bribe a housekeeper,” Bronson said. “Or sleep with the housekeeper. Just don’t jerk off in Shar’s bed, okay?”

			Both of them laughed at this—Lunt uncomfortably, because he’d already toyed with the idea of doing so.

			He would have loved for Bronson to join him at the upcoming Tate-World Conference, yet she had demurred, saying she couldn’t manage to get away from her work as an executive with Amway. This did not surprise Lunt, for in spite of their closeness, the two friends had never met face-to-face. He knew what Bronson looked like—auburn hair, sleepy eyes, lantern jaw—because she’d sent him some photos of herself. But their only contact had been by way of telephone; Bronson was for some reason as opposed to text messages and email as she was to personal meetings.

			Their first contact occurred as a result of one of the earliest Tate-World Conferences, a Philadelphia gathering of Sharonophiles from Europe, Japan, New Zealand, Brazil, South Africa, Kenya, Israel, and Brunei. One of the S-philes present, a six-foot-tall woman with red hair cut low on the sides and a wealthy husband at home, took a friendly shine to Lunt—she’d read his articles in the extravagant fanzine Sharing Sharon.

			“You ought to meet my friend Bronson,” Loretta told him. “Not for romance, mind you. She’s a lesbian. But she’s got the same sense of humor you’ve got. I’m the one who got her interested in Sharon, back in high school. Trust me, I just know you’re going to get along.”

			Lunt, nodding his head, said, “Sure.” He knew it wasn’t uncommon for lesbians to be Sharonophiles. There were many gay male S-philes, too—including Thornton Pisher, the publisher of Sharing Sharon. But the majority of S-philes were straight men.

			“The only problem is, you won’t get to meet her.” Loretta licked her plump lips. “In person, I mean. She’s physically disabled—multiple sclerosis—and majorly self-conscious about it. I hardly ever see her myself.”

			“Bronson’s her first name?”

			“No, her last. But that’s what she goes by.”

			Always glad to make a new Sharonophile’s acquaintance, Lunt phoned Bronson a few nights after he drove home from Philly. She was avuncular and hilarious, everything Loretta said she would be. Within minutes, they were kibbitzing like old comrades.

			“Ever wonder how different Sharon’s life would’ve been if she’d never met Roman, or never hooked up with him?” Bronson had asked Lunt that first night.

			“All the time” was his response. “Or if she never got murdered?”

			“If she’d lived, I guarantee you they would’ve split up. All the catting around that Roman did? Sharon would’ve gotten fed up.”

			“No doubt,” said Lunt. “She told him she was liberated, but his cheating began to bother her. Most S-philes have this dreamy thing about her and him, where they cling to this kitschy happily ever after.”

			Such a lovely woman, Lunt thought. How awful that she was disabled, and too ashamed of her condition to meet new friends in person. He said, “One thing’s for certain: Being a mom would’ve deepened Sharon, matured her. And if she’d lived on and eventually dumped Roman, she probably would’ve married again and had more kids.”

			“Agreed. An actor?”

			“For a hubby? No, more like a writer.” He was thinking of someone like himself, yet didn’t know Bronson well enough yet to say it. What he did know, as they spoke on the phone for ninety minutes that night as well as two hours the next, was that a friendship—albeit an exclusively long-distance, non-face-to-face friendship—had been born.

			“Have you seen the schedule for this year’s conference?” Lunt asked Bronson tonight. “Even better than last year’s. There’s a slideshow about Sharon’s early teen beauty pageants and a panel about her TV work.”

			“So far I’m not hearing anything to make my mouth water,” Bronson said.

			“Trust me, the Sharonabilia for sale alone is worth the trip.”

			Bronson chortled again. “I know what Luntie wants most—it’s those Sharon lookalikes they hire to lounge around. Are the rumors true? That those girls do private Sharon fashion shows?”

			“I wouldn’t know. I couldn’t afford them, anyway.” Peering into the mirror above his writing table, Lunt checked out his brown hair, which he combed to resemble the hairstyle of Jay Sebring. Not only had Sebring been the king of Hollywood hairdressers, thereby knowing a thing or two about looking good, but he’d perished right beside La Tate, heroically striving to protect her, loving her until the end. Lunt brushed a lock of hair onto his forehead, getting it more Sebringesque, and changed the subject back to Suite 56, Sharon’s former home at the Hotel Ofotert, saying, “Well, if I can’t stay there, at least Mandrake can’t, either.”

			“Mandrake.” Bronson made a growling sound. She’d never met the man, who was Lunt’s only enemy in the Sharonophile community, yet Mandrake’s poisonous reputation had inclined her against him even before she knew Lunt. She asked, “Is he bringing Pandora to the conference?”

			“According to the Tate-World listserve he is. But don’t fret, Bron—by this point, I’m fine with it. No more flipping out about Pan, I promise.”

			Both suspected that this was untrue, but Bronson let it pass.

			Turning from the mirror to the wide picture window above his sofa, Lunt walked over and pulled on the cord that opened the wooden Venetian blinds. A hill sloped up from Seething Lane with red-roofed houses, scrub oak, creeping figs, New Zealand ferns, and pepper trees. No lights shone from any of those houses (odd—didn’t people dine at home anymore?), though a yellow half-moon cast some radiance on the view. The look of the moon made Lunt think of something he’d read once. According to Gurdjieff, one of Sharon’s favorite spiritual authors, the moon nourishes itself on human souls, devouring our dead spirits as avidly as we ourselves eat breakfast.

			“When’re the other S-philes arriving?”

			Bronson’s question slammed Lunt back to the now. “A week from Friday,” he said. “Though I’m told there’s already one Sharonophile here now.”

			“Juliette?”

			“No,” said Lunt, “it’s a guy. Not Mandrake, thank God.”

			“Crosby, maybe? He’s such an eager beaver.”

			“It’s ‘Melek’ something. ‘Melek Randang.’ ”

			“Randang…hmm.”

			“I haven’t heard of him either.” Lunt yawned, loud enough for Bronson to hear it. “Oops.”

			“Is Luntie getting bored with me?”

			“Nope, just jet-lagged.”

			“You’re still on Jersey time. I’ll sign off, my soon-to-be-birthday boy. Forty years old, wowee. I already know what I’m gifting you for the big day.”

			Lunt said, “And you still won’t tell me your age.”

			Bronson chortled again. “Can you keep a secret?”

			“Yes!”

			“Are you sure?”

			“Absolutely!”

			“Well, so can I, Luntie, so can I.”

			“Bitch!”

			“Sweet dreams. And if your dreams can’t be sweet…”

			“I know, I know—enjoy my nightmares.”

			The problem was, Lunt never dreamed. Or never recalled his dreams or nightmares once he woke.

		

	
		
			2: 
Trips: Ego, Star, Guilt,
 Bummer, and Death 
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			LUNT’S first full day in West Hollywood began well. He’d slept deeply, and woke at eleven feeling invigorated. The only problem was a persistent cough that seemed to originate deep in his chest. Had he caught a bug on the flight over from New Jersey? Was the cough caused by the A/C in his suite? Or maybe, he thought with a smile as he climbed out of bed, my lungs haven’t yet grown accustomed to the Ofotert’s debauched atmosphere.

			The first thing Lunt did after freshening up was to cue the suite’s stereo system to one of his iPod’s “Sharon Playlists.” The music included “Star” by Stealers Wheel, a 1970s-era Scottish pop group, and a dozen other numbers that evoked Lunt’s true love. Opening the Venetian blinds revealed a world drenched in sunlight. He sang along with Stealers Wheel as he cranked a metal latch to open the window. The heat outside was down, no longer as oven-like as yesterday. In fact, it would remain mild, sunny yet mild, for the rest of Lunt’s spectacularly ill-fated time on the West Coast.

			While heading to his kitchenette to brew coffee, he noticed something odd resting on the carpet at the suite’s entrance. Someone had pushed an unmarked manila envelope beneath his door. Lunt assumed that the envelope contained some banal hotel business. Wrong. Once he’d cut open the package with his silver, scimitar-shaped letter opener (a gift from his mother for his eighteenth birthday), he found an adorable eight-by-ten photograph of Sharon Tate dressed as Santa Claus. There was this photo and nothing else, no note or explanation, except for two added elements. Using a red Magic Marker, someone had childishly decorated the image, drawing a halo of hearts around Sharon’s winsome Santa-hatted head. The other added element was more bizarre. On the reverse side of the envelope was a pre-printed white sticker that read, “NO SENSE MAKES SENSE.”

			Despite the mystery of the package’s provenance, Lunt’s delight was immense since he’d long heard on the Sharonophile grapevine about this fabled “Santa Shot.” It was the result of a Yuletide photo session for which Sharon once posed. Did this come from Bronson? Lunt wondered while placing the photo and its envelope on his writing table. The birthday gift she mentioned? But why no identifying message besides the cryptic “No Sense Makes Sense” jive? And how’d she get it delivered here without postage?

			Enjoying the rising scent of the coffee, Lunt powered up his laptop and renewed work on his Sharon book’s centerpiece, which he called Excerpts from the Memoirs She Didn’t Live Long Enough to Write: The Life of Sharon Tate as Told from Beyond the Grave to One of Her Biggest Admirers, Lunt Moreland.

			He’d started writing scholarly articles about La Tate during his college years, publishing them in crummy Xeroxed fanzines and eventually in Sharing Sharon, that slick-papered Bible of Tate-World studies. He thoroughly enjoyed writing about Sharon. It felt devotional, a true labor of love. So it was a no-brainer for Bronson to suggest that Lunt put together a full-length book on Sharon, one which would “break her out” into mainstream culture; and it was Bronson again who’d soon thereafter gave him the concept for the book’s centerpiece, the “from beyond the grave” Sharon memoir which Lunt himself would pen. He wasn’t sure he had the chops for it, but Bronson had pumped him full of self-belief. Not only was she his great comforter, she was his writing’s champion, often reminding him, “Life’s too short to doubt yourself. Look at Sharon—that’s one grand lesson her young death can teach us.”

			After five months of painstaking, though necessarily part-time, labor (damn his “civilian” job for wasting so many vital hours!), Lunt was about three-fifths finished with the memoir work. Employing the dead actress’s “own” voice, the text’s main conceit, had made him feel awkward at first because his Sharonophilia had always been predicated on admiring Sharon from the outside—knowing her, that is, as another person would, not as she knew, or might have known, herself. Fortunately, Lunt had over the years acquired such a wealth of knowledge about Sharon’s life and times—her tastes, aversions, and opinions—that he found he was quite able to access her psyche, to project his mind into hers, and thus to “speak” in “her” voice.

			Eighty minutes into today’s writing session, Lunt took a break. With a last slurp of coffee, he jumped online to his email account. Waiting for him was a missive from his boss at the realty office inquiring about a minor business matter. There was also an invitation to a benefit for a victim’s rights organization (a charity that Lunt supported to honor Sharon’s memory), and a message from Vishwa Mukherjee, his literary agent. Vishwa wanted him to contact her “ASAP—it’s not urgent, but important.”

			Lunt frowned at the italicized word. Was this good “important” or bad “important”? Was “Vajillion Dollar Vishwa,” as publishing industry wags enviously dubbed the agent, on the brink of her latest nervous breakdown? If so, how would Lunt ever replace her? It had already taken him so long, and cost him so much energy, to land Vishwa; no other literary agent had been interested in his Sharon opus. The rejections he’d received had been legion: “No one cares about Sharon Tate anymore,” and “Why not write about Manson or Polanski instead?,” and “Only Tate’s relatives or lovers have any commercial appeal as authors,” and “Publish some other subject’s biography and then come back to us.” Each dismissive agent’s words hurt. So when Vishwa said yes, Lunt felt jubilant for months, and set to work with renewed purpose.

			Not that Vishwa came free of complications. Despite her exquisite taste in cinema-oriented literature, her senior position at New York’s prestigious agency The Gutenberg Gang, and her top track record with books devoted to film figures, Lunt’s agent was, to say the least, emotionally fragile. Vishwa, during the past few years, had suffered two major bouts of nervous exhaustion. While the first of these had a banal cause (a dashing Farrar, Strauss, and Giroux editor had broken her heart), the second episode, in 2001, was caused by a case of uniquely bad timing. Only a day after her release from a psychiatric hospital in the Berkshires, Vishwa was seated in a taxi in New York’s Financial District, late for a morning meeting, when a human body fell from the sky and crashed through the taxi’s windshield. The date was the eleventh of September, and back to that hospital in the Berkshires Vishwa was sent.

			As Lunt showered this morning, the deep, dry cough he’d woken up with returned, and it continued while he pulled on pressed khakis, black pebble-grained sneakers, and today’s Sharon-themed V-necked T-shirt, one in which her eyes, colored International Klein Blue, were superimposed over the words, “SHARON TATE IS THE LIGHT OF THIS WORLD.” Lunt’s coughing only subsided when he called the hotel switchboard to ask about the Santa Shot he’d received.

			The operator was a cheery young woman who volunteered her name as Nancy. (“Rhymes with ‘fancy’—and ‘chancy,’ ” she told him). Nancy promised to look into the matter. While thanking her, Lunt reminded himself to stop by Suite 29 to say hello to his fellow “early bird” S-phile, this guy Melek Randang. He would need to call his agent Vishwa, too. But his stomach had commenced burbling. Time to eat. The minibar in 47 was stocked with delicious snack items, but their nutritional value was as low as their prices were high.

			Time for a late breakfast.

			Elevator, going down!

			The trees in the Ofotert’s courtyard restaurant were strung with Christmas lights. Candle pots rested on each wrought-iron table, and sunshine sparkled everywhere. A plane sliced through the cloud-flecked blue dome overhead, skywriting an advertisement for Triple O Toothpaste. One table in the sparsely populated courtyard was occupied by a pair of chattering executive types. At another table sat the actor Keith Carradine, at another sat Dustin Hoffman, and at the table next to Lunt’s reclined the ginger-Afroed pop star Benny Pompa. He was stroking his chin with the filter of an unlit Codex cigarette, smiling beatifically, and the two foxy, middle-aged brunettes from yesterday sat with him. Both women chainsmoked, the cloud of their mingled Codex fumes hovering above their heads before it dispersed. The trio wore the outfits Lunt had previously seen them in, as if—this being likely—they’d slept in them, or hadn’t slept at all.

			While Lunt eavesdropped, Pompa spoke in a raspy voice seasoned by his own consumption of cigarettes. He was talking to a black-vested waiter who stood rigidly beside the table. The waiter, a bespectacled young man with a long mulish face, fire-red horn-rimmed glasses, and a crew cut, appeared to hang on Pompa’s every word.

			“After our last gig in San Sebastian, I drank some moonshine absinthe. It was in a vat in someone’s basement. The promoter’s cousin, someone like that. You had to dip your face in the vat to drink that shit. No cups or goblets allowed, right? And it fucked me up for nine days straight. Nine bloody days! I felt like I got hit by lightning all over again!”

			How predictable, Lunt thought, shifting his weight on the cushion tied to his metal chair. What was predictable was not Pompa’s cryptic lightning reference (whatever that meant), but the “fucked up” bit. As even many non-fans of Pompa’s were aware, this pop star was all too typical in his fondness for unlawful intoxicants. (“Noticed a shortage of fun drugs for sale in your town lately?” went one gossip piece in Popfart Magazine. “This shortage means Benny Pompa and his group Memento Morey Amsterdam are on a concert tour again!”) Pompa’s drug abuse stood in contrast to his reputation as one of show business’s most philanthropic figures. His “Pompa Pride Foundation” gave millions of dollars each year to orphanages. Free tickets to his concerts were set aside for parentless children, and they were regularly brought backstage afterward for a meet and greet with the band. The result of all this? No one begrudged the man his illicit substance issues. “Let the mensch have his fun,” was the public’s reasoning. “Benny does so much good—who are we to judge his victimless pleasures?”

			What a buffoon, Lunt thought. All the same, he wanted to talk with Pompa—to introduce himself and ask if Pompa knew that he shared his birthday with Sharon Tate. Then Lunt would see if the pop star would be amenable to contribute a few pages’ worth of homage to Sharon for Lunt’s book. Given how charitable Pompa was, and how friendly he acted now with the Ofotert waiter, it seemed worth a try. And yet, and yet…something about the pop star—about his female companions, actually—struck Lunt as not right. Lunt couldn’t put his finger on it; he lacked his friend Bronson’s fine-honed intuition. Yet finally he got it: it was the way the two women regarded Pompa, gazing at him so hungrily, savoring each word he uttered. This was how Lunt imagined Charles Manson’s followers behaved.

			“You couldn’t meet a nicer group of people,” one of the Manson Family had described that “Hippie Kill Cult” of dropouts and runaways. The notion of “nicer,” in this case, included mescaline-fueled sado-orgies, prostitution, armed theft, dope-dealing, and crazed lectures by the small-statured, bearded messiah they called “The Wizard,” “The Soul,” “The God of Fuck,” or simply “Charlie.” His lectures to them concerned a coming genocidal race war that he referred to, after a Beatles song he loved, as “Helter Skelter.” In Helter Skelter’s aftermath, Charlie and company would escape to a purported massive hole under Death Valley where a sea of gold, a river of milk and honey, and a tree boasting twelve kinds of fruit would supposedly sustain them. This subterranean refuge, cribbed by Charlie from Hopi legend, was the goal of endless questing by the “tuned-in” Family.

			The way Lunt saw it, Manson’s scene was a hippie idyll with a brutal prison consciousness superimposed over it. Locked up in reform schools and penitentiaries for more than half his life, an armed robber by the age of thirteen, Manson had learned a lot. In prison, an old con who’d been a member of the Ma Barker Gang taught Manson to play guitar, someone else taught him to play croquet (picture Manson playing croquet!), and there were also lessons in hypnotism, Scientology, Silva Mind Control, and Masonic hand signals, all of which Charlie would later try to utilize against his enemies. (Manson called his put-on crazy behavior “the insane game.”) Perhaps most useful to the young convict were pimping lessons: how to control women, especially the most psychologically vulnerable, and how to “turn them out” on the street. A Dale Carnegie book he got a hold of helped with this program as well. (Picture Manson reading Dale Carnegie!)

			As soon as he left prison in 1967, Charlie started attracting followers in the Bay Area with the preferred ratio being four females to each male. He called them his “slippies,” as opposed to “hippies,” because they’d “slipped through the cracks of society.” Said one of his disciples, “We were little kittycats who were mentally gone.” Hence they were ripe for the picking, believing Manson when he claimed he could pet rattlesnakes and revive dead birds by breathing on them.

			Before long the ex-con decided to bring his “slippies” south; they traveled in a school bus painted black with a goat head nailed to its front. (A rumor that the bus had been found in a lake with children’s corpses inside it only boosted its appeal to The Family.) Down in Death Valley, they squatted in caves, raced around in stolen, fur-lined dune buggies with machine guns mounted on them, and settled at last on an abandoned movie set called Spahn Ranch.

			“Bow like sheep,” Charlie would command his women. “Die for me.” Because pleasing him meant everything to them, they obeyed. They also ingested every drug he offered and were forbidden to ask “Why?” about anything. They wore their hair long for the “witchy” look Charlie favored, and believed his promise that they would soon sprout wings, and went everywhere naked except for undies, with Bowie knives attached to their belts.

			“Creepy crawling,” a demented game The Family liked to play, involved their quietly breaking into the homes of middle-class “pigs.” At first they didn’t hurt the residents, just watched them sleep and mischievously rearranged the furniture. In time, though, the “creepy crawls” became outright burglaries, and then the murders got underway. Said one member of the Family, “Charlie would think no more of killing one of us than he would of stepping on a flower. In fact, he’d rather kill people than step on a flower.” According to another Family member, “I’ve finally reached the point where I can kill my parents.”

			Why had Manson singled out for slaughter Sharon Tate and Jay Sebring and their two friends? Some believed that Manson meant to spark Helter Skelter by having African-Americans blamed for the murders of rich, young, attractive white people. Others believed that he was seeking to punish the record producer Terry Melcher for failing to advance Manson’s career as a singer-songwriter. (Melcher had lived at the future death house before Sharon and her husband moved in.) 

			Lunt’s own belief about the motive for Sharon’s murder was that Manson, reportedly in a foul mood that fateful August night in ’69, knew that Sharon lived at the house and wanted her dead because she represented to him all the privilege and beauty and goodness that his warped life so obviously lacked.

			Before Lunt’s reverie at the Ofotert could go any further, it was interrupted by a new arrival to the courtyard, a presence which Lunt now sensed looming above him. It was a tall, sun-burned bald man in a white suit who’d sauntered over to Lunt’s table without Lunt noticing.

			“Well, well,” the new arrival said. “Another early bird.”

			At first Lunt wasn’t able to recognize the man who’d managed to position himself so that the sun shone directly in Lunt’s eyes. All Lunt could make out, squinting up into the light with the seven-storied cream- and gray-colored castle behind him, were vegetable-like protrusions coming from both sides of a dark globe. Soon enough, though, these protrustions resolved themselves into ears and the dark globe into a head. A head with a very familiar face. 

			“Oh, fuck,” Lunt said.

		

	
		
			LUNT’S literary opus-in-progress, Excerpts from the Memoirs She Didn’t Live Long Enough to Write: The Life of Sharon Tate as Told from Beyond the Grave to One of Her Biggest Admirers, Lunt Moreland, began as follows:

			The last word I ever spoke—the word I gasped as blood seeped from my knife wounds—this word was “Mother.” But so much of my life was about my other parent.

			People who knew Paul Tate in his hometown of Houston, Texas, found him to be a serious, hard-working, self-assured man. When he enlisted in the US Army at the start of World War Two, those solid qualities helped him rocket to the rank of colonel in the field of Military Intelligence. Ironically, my father’s solid qualities were the very things that alienated him from me. Whereas my mother was warm and available during my childhood, teaching me how to sew, giving me dolls to play with, and encouraging me to help her in the kitchen, Colonel Tate—“PJ” to Mom and their friends—seemed remote to me even when he was home with us, which wasn’t very often. He just smoked his cigars and glowered at us a lot. I wanted him to love me the way my mom did, and my father simply couldn’t. 

			Another thing I resented Dad for (though only subconsciously, I suppose) was my being a military brat. By the time I was sixteen, we’d lived in Houston, Dallas, El Paso, San Francisco, Richland, and Washington State. Making me even less of a Daddy’s Girl were the subsequent appearances of my sisters: Debra, when I was ten; and four years later, the baby of the family, Patricia.

			Don’t get me wrong, I treasured my sisters, and when Patti, “Patti Cakes,” was born, I knew for the first time that someday I wanted to be a mother myself. Unfortunately, heading an expanded family just drove my father deeper into himself. No matter how hard I tried to win him over, to make him demonstrate his love for me in the open way that Mom did, it felt like a losing battle. When he hugged me after I won a baking contest, I felt like I’d gone to heaven, and I considered becoming a chef when I grew up. This was mainly to please him, although I did love to bake. If I hadn’t discovered my passion to act, to become a film actress, maybe I would have enrolled in some culinary academy! I also dreamed about becoming a psychiatrist or a ballerina.

			In the end, my acting success did please my father, and now I’m thankful for my strict upbringing—it helped me learn discipline, and that’s very important in show business. Still, I only realized the degree to which Dad loved me, and how proud of me he was, after I was gone.

			Here’s what I mean: Dad believed that the police were dragging their feet in investigating my murder, and this frustrated him so much that he decided to search for the murderers himself, using his training in Military Intelligence to go undercover. That is, he grew a beard, let his hair get long, and started hanging out in Hollywood’s hippest scenes, everywhere from the posh Daisy to the raunchy Whisky A Go-Go.

			From my vantage point here in heaven, I thought Dad looked pretty silly as a hippie, especially when I heard him use phrases like “freak out,” and “what a bummer,” and “wow, man, you’re blowing my mind.” How could any hippie think of him as one of their own? But I also thought, Oh, Daddy, now I see how much you love me.

			Like the rest of my family, Dad really broke down in tears at my funeral at Holy Cross Cemetery. To the strains of Pachabel’s Canon, I was buried in my favorite flower-print dress, and Father O’Reilly’s eulogy for me touched even the most image-conscious show business friends of mine, people like Kirk Douglas, Warren Beatty, Peter Sellers, Peggy Lipton, James Coburn, Yul Brynner, and Lee Marvin. One of my closest pals, Steve McQueen, wasn’t at Holy Cross that day, but I forgave him since I knew that Steve feared he’d be the killers’ next target, whoever those killers were. Steve had a reason to be worried, too: it turned out that his name was on a “Celebrity Kill List” that the Manson Family drew up and planned to follow. (Others on the list included Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton, and Frank Sinatra.)

			Needless to say, it was painful for me to witness how upset everybody got after my murder. My intimates became suspicious of each other. Crazed with grief, my husband threatened people with knives, demanding that they confess to my murder. My hope was that the pain people felt in losing me would weaken as years went by; I believed the adage about time healing all wounds. Sadly, it didn’t work this way. My death, and its grisly circumstances, went on haunting everyone who loved me. If I’d perished in an accident or from an illness, bad enough—but homicide? It’s like a black hole from which no light escapes.

		

	
		
			TIME juddered and jumped track as Lunt looked up at the tall man in the white suit. 

			“Oh, fuck. You?”

			“Who’s this ‘You,’ dear boy? Be precise. My name is Melek Randang.”

			Shaking his head in disgust, Lunt said, “An alias, I should’ve guessed. Where’d you steal it from, some high school classmate of Sharon’s?”

			The bald man smirked at Lunt’s disgust, showing perfectly white teeth. “It’s an anagram from my name. I register incognito at hotels; it’s an old quirk of mine. Each time I use a different anagram, and Melek means ‘angel,’ I’m told, in some language I don’t speak. But you probably don’t speak it either, Monsieur New Jersey.”
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session itself, Lippman works in the more lurid and
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