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For Henry,

The most beautiful man I have ever known.

The love of my life, my muse, my friend, my lover.

Loving you has been the best decision I ever made …
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EXT. A BAR, LOS ANGELES, CA




VOICE-OVER

The end is in every great beginning. I think

you must carry the ending with you to start.

But, in this particular case, the end was

slowly creeping closer, each day, each night,

each hour. I now believe there is a weight

you must carry in any journey that is worthwhile. However, there is also a peace in

knowing there will be an ending. When does

it end? It ends when you say so.



I ran the Door…. I ran the Door for six

grueling years of my life. The story is hard

to tell because it has no center, it has no

hope, it’s just a story suspended in air. But it

was that air that was different. The smoke

that lingered in the darkness of a closing

bar, the spilt beer, the dirty ashtrays, and the

leftover food in bus pans waiting for a rinse.

That was the air. The air apparent.




* * *

The loud music goes off, you’re done for the night, cold, sad, tired. You stare, you stare at nothing, you feel nothing. None of the guys talk to you, they know not to. You’re head of the Door. You just finished talking to over a thousand people in six hours. You count the cash, you hand out the envelopes, collect the walkies, stash the clickers, pull in the ropes, clear out the staff, gather the bulletproof vests, pull out the clips, lock up the metal, wait for security to have the last drink, and walk out. You do it over and over again every time the music shuts off and the bar clears out. But I did it because I was a survivor, and I would never have stopped doing it if I hadn’t discovered what that really meant. This is my story, this is my riff, this was me, and still some days is …








BASIC RULES

(relating to, or forming the base or essence)

I had some basic rules at the Door, things that never changed: Two guys outside with me, I pick ’em, and they are there for a reason. Smart first, fast, good eye, they’re my back eyes when I talk. They watch me, then the crowd. They don’t speak, ever, unless I say so; they don’t touch the ropes—unless I say so; and most importantly, they better fuckin’ watch the crowd. When I did my first Door, I had two guys with me outside and four inside. Head of security stayed inside, on walkie-talkie with me. If they were good, they lasted. And if they were just in it for a job, they quit like a bunch of pussies. Usually they were there for a reason. I hated the inside, I guess that’s why I ran a Door. But some of the guys were just inside. I never understood those guys, and why they liked it so much, fuckin’ smoke everywhere, loud music vibrating in your ear; shit, most of the guys ended up with hearing problems. It wasn’t until the ’90s that they started wearing earplugs, and even then those never lasted.

Anyway, outside was no thrill either. You had to deal with the weather, cold, fuckin’ cold, and windy. No matter what time of year it was, it was always bad for the clubs. The best Doors were street Doors, as they looked the best, but for a Door person, they sucked. No protection. Every new Door I did I always checked out the street it was on, the building it was next to and the alleyways surrounding it, ’cause it mattered. I looked for plants out front of the Door, I asked for black mats on the cement to keep our feet warm, and I checked out the pavement to see if it was flat or on an angle, ’cause if it was on an angle your back would hurt all night long. There were so many factors that went into a given Door. For example, the club owners might love bushes at the Door, but they were the worst fuckin’ nightmare because you couldn’t see around them or behind them, which left leeway for trouble. You live in constant fear. Who did you piss off the night before? Who wants to kill you? Or your constant list of people who hate you because no matter what, at some point they pissed you off, and they are never getting in—never. And if you work as long as I did, that could put a real cramp in your social life if I didn’t think fondly of you or your little group. However, from time to time there were some repercussions for my behavior which I really didn’t care for, but at least I knew which asshole could cause such a cramp in my evening. See, when some rat fink little prick got bent out of shape for not getting in he might get the cute idea to call the fire department and have a little chat with them regarding the capacity of my club, and better yet, the amount of people standing out on the street. The complaint would go something like this: “Hello, my name is loser. Why? Well, because I stand on a street corner on a Friday night in Los Angeles with nothing better to do than to call the local fire department to complain about the nightclub across the street with what looks to be a potential fire hazard inside. I know this information because being the loser I am and never being allowed into one of these establishments, I make these calls frequently and am accustomed to ratting out Door persons who disgrace me in front of my friends and my hideous ego, which I am trying to improve by actually getting picked out of a crowd to enter one of these places. So here’s the address. This is just a concerned citizen calling to inform the fire department of this potentially dangerous situation. Thank you. Have a nice night.”




FIRE MARSHALL

What kind of numbers do we have in here

tonight? Mind if I take a look around and

check the clickers?



TOBI

Not at all, my friend, come on in and take

the tour.



FIRE MARSHALL

What’s the capacity here?



TOBI

Ninety-eight.



FIRE MARSHALL

Get some people out of here or we’ll shut

you down. Get them out of here now.



TOBI

Yes, sir.



FIRE MARSHALL

Let’s have a little chat. Meet me in the alley.



TOBI

Who called?

FIRE MARSHALL

Some guy.



TOBI

What time?



FIRE MARSHALL

9:40.



TOBI

From what phone?



FIRE MARSHALL

Across the street.



TOBI

Thanks!



FIRE MARSHALL

Any time. Keep the club clean and the

numbers down. What’a ya got for me?



TOBI

Nothing.



FIRE MARSHALL

Okay, see ya.



TOBI

See ya.




* * *



They weren’t supposed to tell you who called, but of course they did. Why? Payback. Everybody was shaking everybody else’s hand. If I gave them information on drug dealers, prostitutes, vagrants or drive-bys, they left my clubs alone.



I was the thinker, the one who had to make it work; the guys, they could have fun, check out the girls, talk about the night before, shoot the shit, tell jokes. I had to keep it straight. But when the shit hit the fan, it was the guys that had to fight. I liked fighters, but fighters who didn’t fight. There’s a difference. See, if I knew that one of the guys was high strung, they weren’t at the Front Door. That would mean Inside. At the Front Door, you’ve got to have guys that are tough as shit and can protect you but also play by the rules. They gotta look good too. New York style, classy, modern-day gangster shit, ’cause that’s what we thought we were. We had to think something, we stood all night long talking about our lives, our dreams, where we grew up, where we were going, and how we were getting there. Each one of us had a story and it usually changed nightly, but the longer we worked together and the longer we dreamed together, the faster we thought we were getting out. We wanted out of our past, out of our own way, and especially out of doing the Door, and the more we talked about it the better it made us feel. We justified it. We justified what we were doing by thinking it was only temporary, just holding on until our personal dreams became a reality. Just doing what we were told. Even knowing it was wrong, we still found a different reason each and every night to speak the hideous words we needed to speak so we could do it again for another eight hours, until we could once again forget the crime we were committing by choosing people by their race, jobs, wardrobe, beauty, fame and anything else that had nothing to do with humanity but everything to do with getting in the Door.


BILLY

It’s gonna be a cold one tonight, kids,

Boston chilly.



DANIEL

Speaking of Boston, you Irish fuck, did you

get the score?



BILLY

I got the score for you, you guinea pig, and

it’s right here between my legs, all eight

inches of it!




Daniel grabs his crotch.




DANIEL

Quit fuckin’ around, what’s the score? Did

you tell Jonnie to put the game on?



BILLY

Yeah, I told him, but he says the boss wants

MTV or some shit like that, he said he’d

check the scores later and let us know.



DANIEL

Ah, fuck him, fuck ’em all, shit it’s cold

already.

(Daniel makes a fist and slaps his black

leather gloves together.)

That’s right, sissy, so I hope your mother

dressed you warm for school.

BILLY

So what’s up with you, Tobs, gotten laid lately?



TOBI

Now how the fuck am I supposed to get

laid with you assholes around me all the

time, you think some guy is just not gonna

notice that I have fifteen security guys protecting

me at all times? Yeah, that’ll

happen …



DANIEL

So you’re not getting laid, then what else is

up, sister?



TOBI

Same old shit, not enough money to make

it work for me, can’t find a way out of this

fuckin’ hell, and I’m tired.



DANIEL

Tobs, you’re not tired, you’re burnt, sister,

you’re just burnt!

(Daniel gives Tobi a hug.)

You know what you need, sweet pea? A

vodka. Billy, run in and get Tobs her vodka,

and tell that fuck Jonnie to give you the

score.




Billy goes inside.


TOBI

(Staring at a streetlight)

You know what it is, Daniel? I can’t smell

Michigan anymore. I can’t smell it, I can’t

feel it, I can’t remember what it tastes like,

and worse, I don’t really know if I care.

You know I spend hours talking to Will,

that homeless guy you both see me shooting

the shit with, and you know what? I’m the

one who’s homeless, I’m the one who’s lost;

Will’s not lost, his home is where he makes

it day after day. My home slips away more

and more every moment that I spend here

at the Door trying to remember it. Trying to

remember the way my grandpa’s Virginia

ham smelled on Sunday mornings on the

ranch or the way my grandmother looked

sitting in the old glider, you know, the kind

from the fifties with those plastic plaid belts

that run in between the metal parts. Those

are the things I miss, that’s who I am, a

fuckin’ summer raspberry-pickin’ girl, you

know, and I can’t find that in me today, and

I can’t see that on me today. I just feel this

(points to her long black winter overcoat,

black leather men’s gloves, and raises her

clipboard.)

I mean this is now, this is what I choose,

but it’s just not who I am.



DANIEL

I’ll tell you, Tobs, that’s one sad fuckin’

little tale you’re spooling out over there.

Save some tears for me, will ya!



TOBI

Hey, Daniel, I heard you hate being Inside,

’cause you know, I was thinkin’ that maybe

you’d like to switch your tight ass with ol’

Gater Inside, ’cause from what I hear, he’s

dying to be out here with poor little ol’ me.

What do you think about that, little girl?



DANIEL

I think you’d miss me.




Tobi takes a swing at Daniel.




TOBI

I think you’re right, you little fuck, so I

guess you’ll just have to listen to my sob

stories all fuckin’ night long and like it.

Where’s Billy? He’s always fuckin’ around.

Call him in on line two, it’s getting busy

and I want that vodka.






I had a good eye for security guys. I got lucky with most of the guys I ever worked with. They were the best Front Door guys too. Front Door guys usually started Inside. Lots of long nights Inside, lots of clubs under their belts before they were outside at the Front Door. None of them, however, had worked with a woman. And for the most part that meant more fights for them. Covering the back for one of your other guys was one thing, but defending a woman was another. So, the first night they watched me, listened to me, stood beside me, opened the ropes for me, stepped in front for me, and the second night they believed in me. Why? It was the opposite, I kept them out of fights. Talking, negotiating, and making deals all night long. But sometimes we had to fight, and we knew when and how, and when that happened I would have hated being on the other end. Not only were they defending a woman, they stuck together like glue. Years and years of being on the same team, and many long nights of taking shit from drunk assholes. When we fought, we all fought. Inside came out, Outside went in, wherever the action was. It usually got pretty messy too, until the cops arrived. They never did anything, though. They were on our side. Shit, we were doing them a favor. “One less drunk on the streets for the night” was their attitude. We all felt like shit after a night with a fight. That was a hard night. Usually, someone got hurt, bit, hit, or scratched. All of it sucked. And for what? Well, that’s what hit us at the end of the night. It wasn’t so much the fight, it was what we were fighting for. None of us really knew….



I usually got to the club an hour early, sat at the bar and stared. A quiet stare at nothing. I loved the club then, all clean, the lights low, and the bartenders setting up the bar, cleaning glasses, filling the top-shelf bottles of liquor with the cheap call-brand booze and counting their banks. I’d pick a place at the bar, usually next to my favorite bartender, and order a Coke. I knew it was going to be a long night and I needed something to stay up, and cocaine wasn’t my thing. I drank, but it was never a problem. Sometimes I ate, but usually I ate early, around four o’clock; that way I could think clearly and not get tired. I picked up the clipboard, the guest list, my walkie-talkie, and my clickers. My gear, that was it, that’s what I depended on for six years. What I didn’t know at the time was how much those things would mean to me. Each one of those things was saturated with meaning. The clipboard, that was the big one, it said head of the Door. You looked at it a thousand times a night, and it could save your ass all night long. Lies, that’s what the clipboard was all about, lies. A chance to think, check the list, pause, time to think of the lie, weigh the lie, think of a line, move on, next, look up, say the lie, move on, next. Check the list, check the list all fuckin’ night long. But it was a lie. I never needed to check the list. I would memorize the list before I started. I was dyslexic but developed a nearly photographic memory. The list was time, precious time, and the crowd thought it was the answer. But it was never the answer, it was the lie. It was all in the lie. It was how you told the lie, how your body moved when you delivered the lie, how your hands gestured during the lie, and the most important part of the lie, the stare. You had to stare right into their eyes and lie, never letting your eyes waver until the lie had been accepted. Move on and lie to the next person standing behind them to confirm the first lie, pause, believe the lie, and let them believe the lie.

It wasn’t just lying I was good at either. It was my body language too, my hands, my tone of voice, the way I’d get close to you. It happened fast. I made decisions on other people coming to the Door while I was still talking to someone else. That was the show, the rap. I talked, I moved. I watched cars on the street, I looked at the list, I joked with the guys, I had the count from the Door in my head. On and on, all night long, repeating the same lines to different faces, fixing, adjusting my lie, timing the lie, perfecting the lie.

I got the dinner reservations in, I got kisses, handshakes, hellos, hugs, introductions, add-ons, watch-out-fors, have-you-seens, by-the-ways, again and again, as I opened the Door. That was early, though. Every hour had its activity. Eight o’clock you came in, set up, got your guest list for the night. I liked mine short, under twenty names. Names I knew, though I liked surprises. If I knew someone good was coming in, like a famous actor or rock star, it would change the whole night, I’d change the Door. Depending on who it was, maybe I’d save space, add more girls, less guys, save time, push back. Different situations required different tactics. For a Door person, it was all about space. Numbers, crowd, the ratio of men to women, the mix. Every time I said yes or no, I had to have a reason. That’s what made a club and the Door. I’d highlight names, cross out names, make notes next to the names: producer, PG (pretty girl), dir (director), AH (asshole), M (model), A (actor), AA (access agent), lay (lawyer), rock (rock star), bb (basketball), foot (football), hoc (hockey), writer, plus how many, and any special notes like what time they were coming in and who with and what kind of car they drove and which Door you were going to bring them in, which table they were going to sit at, and so forth. Then I’d usually check in with the owners and ask about any personal friends or people not on the list, and that was it. Time to relax, sit at the bar, stop talking, stare, order a drink, nod and think. I used to nod a lot, I just knew what you were going to say before you would say it. So any talk about the night before, I hated it. It was over, on to the next…. I had to live that way. I never looked back. I wanted to be left alone in the club before the night began, just a few words to the bartenders, that was it. I needed the time to feel my own silence. To see the bar quiet and still. I needed to imagine the club at all hours of the night, from beginning to end, all counts of clickers, all counts of chairs, and open exits available to me for emergencies. Security checked in fifteen minutes before we headed outside; we checked the walkie-talkies, checked the club, opened the exits, checked the back Door, talked to the kitchen, greeted the hostess, the waiters, the bartenders, got coffee, put our gloves on, put our coats on, moved the stands out, put the ropes up, shut the door, called in security check, set the clickers, set the fake clickers, waited….


TOBI

Listen up, you guys, I wanna see shit

tonight that’s coming at me from a mile

away. I wanna see cars on the street before

they’re in valet. I wanna see groups of girls

from a block away. I wanna see cash close

to me, so pay attention, ’cause I’m working

it tonight, boys, and I don’t want any fuck-

ups. I got the boss all over my ass about

too many men in the club and you know

what that is, my little princess, because

both you fucks are telling all your fuckin’

little girly ass friends to come down and see

your white ass standing at the Door, and

I’m telling you, that’s it. Show’s over, girls,

because we’re getting too many guys in too

early and it’s fuckin’ me up, so if you want

your friends in tell them to come on a

Wednesday night, not Thursday, ’cause I

can’t do it. (Looks down at the list.) Oh

fuck, could this list be longer tonight. I hate

this time of night, I hate the waiting, I hate

this hour before nine, it’s like being the lion

behind the gate waiting for the steak. Why

don’t some of these fucks come a little earlier

than nine, you know I feel like telling

them the key to getting in any club is to

come early, but you know if I did tell them

that, they’d still come at nine. I’m totally

PMS. (Looking down the street.) Oh fuck,

here comes that shithead from last night,

when is this guy gonna get it, huh? I’m not

letting that fuck in, and don’t you guys touch

those ropes …



MAN

Hey, what’s up? Yeah, I’m on the list, I’m

having dinner here.



TOBI

What’s the name?



MAN

Simms, Gregory Simms, I’m meeting my

agent here for dinner.



TOBI

(checking the list, then looking directly in

his eyes)

Simms, I don’t see a Simms on the list.



MAN

Well, look, I’m meeting my agent here and

we’re having dinner here at eight.



TOBI

Sorry, I don’t have a Simms on the list, can

you excuse me a minute?

(speaking with another person approaching

the Door)

What’s the name? Brill, what time? Eight-

thirty? Come right in, Mr. Brill.

TOBI

(back to Simms)

So look, like I told you, you’re not on the list.



SIMMS

You just let that guy in.



TOBI

He’s on the list.



SIMMS

But so am I, I’m supposed to be on the list.



TOBI

Sorry, your name’s not here.



SIMMS

I want to speak with the manager.



TOBI

I’m the manager. And as far as I can see,

we’ve already spoken.



SIMMS

Look, what’s it gonna take to get in here so

that I can meet my agent and have dinner?



TOBI

I told you, your name’s not on my list.

SIMMS

(getting agitated)

But my name is on the list.



TOBI

Sorry, your name’s not on the list.



SIMMS

Fuck it, and fuck this club, and fuck you too.



TOBI

Any time, buddy, I could use a good

fuck …



BILLY

That fuck just doesn’t get it, does he?



TOBI

Yeah, he gets it, but he doesn’t want to accept

it. But that’s the last you’ll see of him, they

never come back after they finally get it, but

some go down harder than others, my friend.



BILLY

Why don’t you like that guy?



TOBI

’Cause he’s desperate, and you never let

desperate Inside. Never let them see you

sweat, man, just like the commercial says.

Never let anyone see you sweat … it’s a

sign of weakness.

BILLY

Not always, man, not always.



TOBI

Yeah, well, you try tearing Desperate off

some naive starlet just looking for a fun

night out with the girls and she’s gotta run

into that desperate fuck trying to talk her

up at the bar, feeding her one line of bullshit

after the next, and you tell me what’s

easier, to not let him in or kick his ass out.

Let me tell you, darling, the answer is not

to let the fucker in …



BILLY

Right again, sister, you go, girl!



TOBI

Kiss my sweet ass. Listen, if someone brings

candy tonight at the Door, let them in, I’m

dying for a piece of chocolate.



DANIEL

So all it takes is chocolate to get in?



TOBI

(smiling)

Sometimes!






The night started off like an explosion. First you got set, the ritual, every night over and over. The way you’d do things, the way you’d come in, what you wore, what guys were on, what night it was, what day of the week it was, that was big, ’cause it mattered. Wednesday through Saturday, there was a difference in the crowd. Well, it is if you set it up that way, and I did. See, you set the game, you decide what the room looks like, ’cause it’s your ass in the end anyway, so why not make it great, and the fact is, they liked it that way (the crowd). They just liked being told where to go and how to get there. That’s all, just a little help along the way. It’s amazing to me the thoughts I had at the Door. It’s funny and sad to think all at the same time I smiled that big fuckin’ Kansas smile at them night after night, welcoming them into the pit of hell, and inside I was dying. Yeah, there were rules, when I could pack the club, etcetera. Usually, after eleven o’clock, I’d trash the place. That meant all your good reservations were in and it was time to start the second show. They were so different—the A team and the B team—shit, some nights there was even a C team. But whatever team you were on, at least you got it, and for the most part, you never knew you were even on a team anyway, only I did. I was the fucking captain and I picked the teams accordingly. Only the A team sort of picked itself. You see, the A team had lots of requirements, but mostly power-based, and what kind of power you had in Hollywood determined your worth to me and my club.

So what were the requirements? For men, they had to have style, lots of style of their own. I determined this by the clothes they wore, the cars they drove, the job they had, and the girls they brought with them, and if they knew my real name or they used the fake one. Most people used my fake Door name (Susan); however, the A team knew my name and used it, and a select few actors, directors, producers, and a couple of writers had my cell phone number at the Door. The A team consisted mostly of actors, directors, producers, athletes, musicians, lawyers, famous people in general, and some regulars. This was the most important part of the club, because without them there was no club, and with just a few of them in the club you were set for the night. The women on the A team were equally as important as the men, but in a completely different way. Beauty was their power, and heavily connected didn’t hurt either. Girlfriend of so-and-so, daughter of this director or that producer, wife of that movie star, girl that’s having an affair with that guy that always comes in, ex-wife of that actor, girl that lives with that producer, that girl that brings in actors all the time, those girls that hang out with Jack Nicholson all the time, the bunnies, the models, the actresses, the hookers, the dancers, and just the pretty fluff that could fill my clubs for a few hours and sell drinks, that was money. Women equal money in any club anywhere in the world, because without them, men don’t stay and they don’t pay, so they say! So, that was their job and the A team was complete. I always thought there was a reason, too, why these people were considered A list, and for the most part you’d think they would be the worst, but it was the opposite really, it was the rest of the crowd that made me sick. Still, I loved it all. That was the gig, you hated it, but you were in, like selling your soul to the devil. One day you wake up and you’re in it, and you like it, you live it, you believe it, and then slowly you sell, and you sell, and you sell, and then what’s left? It doesn’t matter, because one great night with the A team in, your club is packed with all the right people, the owners are happy, and you’re a fuckin’ star.

But I ran my clubs straight up, no bullshit. I knew it was a team effort, me and the guys, and everyone had to pull their weight; not the owners, however, they thought they were with us, but they weren’t. Oh sure, we’d protect them from the sleazebags that gave them money for getting the joint together, or the ex-girlfriends or the landlords or the city officials, but they didn’t stop the bullet, we did, if you know what I mean. So a good night had a lot to offer.








COUNTRY CLUBS AND HAND-ME-DOWNS

When I close my eyes and remember Bloomfield Hills, Michigan, I see first the dirt road that leads to the house I was raised in. I see the large evergreens that line the street and smell the oil freshly laid by city trucks. I hear loud beeping noises signaling their presence on our street. Then I see myself running down the long driveway to the big steel mailbox to collect the mail and pick up the Detroit Free Press. I look back at the house and hear my grandmother calling out my name. I am ten years old. I follow the length of the house and I see the freshly painted, white, three-car garage and the circular drive that leads to the front door. I see the side entrance with the Dutch doors and remember the top lock that was always stuck. I see the mail room attached to the garage for packages, I see the cubbyhole behind the black iron stool in which we hid a key, and sometimes ourselves, the large, sprawling lawns with perfectly landscaped gardens. I see the hitching post. A little black man holding a lantern. He wears white riding pants and a red tail coat and a black top hat. He has bright red lips and pearly white teeth and a big smile on his face. I like to tie Twiggy’s leash to the iron ring in the little man’s hand. I look over the garage and see the bald eagle with his black iron wings outstretched from east to west. I stare at a nest of blue jays. I sit down in the driveway on the hot black pavement in July and look into the sky. I try to look over the rooftop, but the weather vane catches my eye. The rooster is cocking his head back. I hear the sound in my head. I copy the rooster, cocking my head back and making loud cock a doodle dos until I tire. I am confused by the rooster as I stare at him from different angles. I stand up with my arms stretched out to determine which way is north and which is south by the arrows, but I am defeated. I am left again without the answer, not knowing that I’ll never be able to see the arrows the same way someone else does, someone without my disability, someone without my dyslexia.

With the ease of my ten-year-old body I rest on the pavement, not feeling a bone ache or the unwanted fat that surrounds me now. I lose sight of the rooster and am free in the heavens with the clouds that grab me and the ocean blue sky on which I paint my dreams. I imagine myself grown: my eighteenth birthday, getting my first car, tying on my prom dress, my hair in pretty pink ribbons like my Barbie, my mother and father together again, happy, waving good-bye as I climb the steps to an Ivy League building. I reach with both hands into the sky to touch the clouds, to capture my dreams and bring them into my chest. The clouds move through me and over me, and though I struggle to grab them my dreams float by and I wonder if I’ll ever be able to catch just one of them. My only worry is that the sun will eventually go down and I will once again have to wait twelve hours to paint my dreams in the lucid sky.




GRANDMA

Tobi, Kane, it’s time for dinner. (under her

breath) Where on God’s earth are those

children? As if this pheasant can just wait

upon them. God knows they sure as heck

aren’t waiting upon the Lord out there.

(yelling)

Kids, come on in, it’s getting dark out

there and you’re gonna catch your death. You

know some children aren’t as lucky as you

two to be getting all this good food every

night. Not everyone is as fortunate as you

two kids, just remember that. Now come

on in and help me set the table. Your

grandfather’s gonna be home any minute.



TOBI

Grandma?



GRANDMA

Yes?



TOBI

How come you have so many plastic containers

and glass bottles under the sink? I’ve

never seen you use one of those before,

ever …



GRANDMA

Well, if you two kids had lived through a

war, then you might begin to appreciate

some things differently. Those glass bottles

and containers were hard to come by in

those days, so I guess I’ll just keep ’em

’cause I still think they’re valuable. You’ll

see, one day the littlest things will mean so

much to you, especially if you can’t have

them anymore.

TOBI

What else was valuable to you then?



GRANDMA

My family, my sisters and brothers, our

home and any food that we could get to

eat, ’cause money wasn’t so easy to come

by then, my father couldn’t always find

work and it got mighty cold in the winter

sometimes.



KANE

Grandma, what’s for dinner?



GRANDMA

Pheasant. Your grandfather went hunting

and brought home a whole bunch of ’em.

So that’s what we’re having tonight, kiddo,

and some brussels sprouts and red beets

from the garden up north.



TOBI

Grandma, has Mom called?



GRANDMA

Yes, she called earlier and said she’d be

home after dinner and if you kids wanted

you could watch The Brady Bunch and The

Partridge Family before you go to bed.



KANE

Why is she always coming home so late?

GRANDMA

She’s gotta work to help you kids out.

Someone’s gotta take care of you two, and

your mother does it all by herself. Now

when you both grow up and have your own

families, you’ll know how hard it can be

sometimes.



KANE

But I miss her, and she’s always gone.



GRANDMA

Now both of you quit your whining and

hurry up and eat before your food gets cold

and your grandfather gets home and sees

those plates full of food …



TOBI

Grandma, can we have grilled cheese sandwiches

tomorrow for dinner? I’m sick of

pheasant …



GRANDMA

We’ll see. But first you’re gonna have to

make it into the Clean Plate Club before we

start talkin’ grilled cheese sandwiches for

dinner, young lady. And don’t forget those

beets, I had to bend down half a dozen

times to pull those out of the ground and

let me tell you, it was hot outside. And

don’t tell your grandfather when he walks

in that door that we forgot to say grace, or

that’ll be the end of all of us. Now come

on, enough gabbin’ and more eatin’.



TOBI

Did my Dad call today?



GRANDMA

No, honey, he didn’t, now that’s enough,

eat up or you kids can forget the TV.






To be from Bloomfield Hills, Michigan, was a privileged life. At least that’s what you were led to believe from what the adults said. It’s the kind of place that, to this day, if I tell people where I’m from I’m branded right there on the spot: rich Wasp, well educated, family likely in the upper ranks of the automotive business. Growing up in this fabulous place of make-believe and trying to get a grasp on the real world was a feat in itself, but at the same time it was always explained to me that I would never need to leave this utopian city because whatever I would find out there beyond the city limits would never be quite as fine.

Well, I didn’t believe that for one second. It was like the time my grandmother took me to a workshop to see how glass was blown and the adjacent gift shop that sold the little glass tchotchkes and vases had signs all over that said Don’t Touch the Glass. All I wanted to do was touch that stupid glass, and the signs made me feel so restricted that I just wanted to break it all. All the chitchat about how lucky I was to be raised in such a beautiful neighborhood just made me want to run away and prove them all wrong. I wanted to bring back the whole world and drop it on their fuckin’ silver platters and say, “See, see what you stodgy old folks are missing!” But for the time being, I was ten and it just seemed like a faraway dream.

* * *



Acting classes began early in my family. The rules were simple. Keep everything to yourself. If you have a problem, take care of it on your own. And above all else, have manners. Manners meant that you were well-bred. And breeding was everything in Bloomfield Hills. But manners became particularly handy in front of guests and at all adult gatherings. It was the proof in the pudding. It said that your mother had raised you right and it was a good reflection on the whole family. But all it said to me was that I spent most of my childhood years at the kids’ table during these functions and that I was miserable in my too-tight white patent leather Mary Jane shoes from the Easter before, and the Danskin tights, which were always hanging down in the crotch because I was so tall for my age, rubbed against my thighs and made my skin itch. Manners to me always involved some sort of torture. Whether it was the attire we had to wear or the boring events we were expected to attend, all of it seemed like a waste of time. Nevertheless, I had no choice in the matter, so I just went along with it for the most part. It was like make-believe to me. All I had to do was act. Act like I was rich. Act like I was happy. Act like I was well adjusted without a care in the world. These lessons would come in handy down the road.



INT. LADIES’ LOUNGE, OAKLAND HILLS COUNTRY CLUB, BLOOMFIELD HILLS, MICHIGAN




MOM

Honey, we don’t have all day. Your grandfather

is here with some important clients

and we’ve been in here for twenty minutes.

Now if you’re sick, then I’ll take you home.

TOBI

I’m not sick.



MOM

Then what’s the problem this time? You

know, you do this every time we go out for

a nice dinner. You eat all the wrong foods

and then we spend half the dinner in the

ladies’ room with you sick.
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