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arsretroq
/ 7 to my Sun at 17" Can

- 4 moment finding the words

. further--further because ,i have to show what
it was that wasn’t ordinary, couldn’t be
talked about as if it were. Th:;%gl\:gzthe
retrograde happens from 6 Deceml 4
to 2 May 2024. According to astrologer
Pam Gregory, “the last time it moved
retrograde in Leo was from December
2009 until the 10th of March 2010.”
That is when it shifted, and I haven’t been

able to stop working on it since. There
was nothing that would let me stop.



This intensely moving internal and numinous
river was showing the whole way of what to
follow, and it was all of the truth and the the
unspoken truth. of the heart and the heart’s
very real electromagnetic following and
connecting, what no one would allow me to
feel or think or say (without hurtful criticism
and mean-spirited gossip), everything that
been held “within “from the “beginning, this
massive struggle against the outside wanting to
control me  gave waIy in this moment, the
loneliness that had killed me, the seclusion, the
isolation, the dreams, that I wasn’t allowed to
feel my way out of, knew this was it. I could
breathe, but had to hold my breath to make it
through. My body overthrew the training of
subservience “always previously accepted in~ the
name of kind-heartedness.

It was marked in a succession of extraordinary
thin%s that “can’t happen” and even more so
in the odds of how many were happening, one
after another; it was extraordinanly beautiful
and shocking to see the flow of the
supranatural things being spoken in existence,
just like as if it were still the old reality, but
this one, a peace and an aliveness, but T was
also looking at the hard crush of a narcissistic-
formed false realitlzlﬂ beholden  to believn]}g
wholeheartedly in “kindness, subservience, self-
sacrifice,” when people were being very ugly
to me, and this was breaking througll;x;l pulling
me through, “Isn’t this what you knew was
true all along? This is reason enougll, to defy
what is unjustified control and selfis

you’ve waited and worked and taken it inward
your whole existence knowing you. weren’t
speaking it in your body, but waiting.”

There was an on-going sense of being carried
by something special in how it was hapﬁ)enin
in totally unexpected wonder breaking thro
as it seemingly just cam’t do, breaking throu
the ‘ordinary’’ to show something else at wor ,
seamlessly. It struck so deep  that the wonder
was true, bgyond anything “either of us could
have planned. All of it was_surprising and
wonderful, and strangely, deeply peaceful
beneath the high turbulence of the sociaf

That>s why it wasn’t social, it had so little to
do with it "at that moment. It would have been
lost on anyone I told, “Can you see this
happening?>® And it wasn’t about” fame. That
would be mundane compared to what was
happening. (In the long run it’s more about
humanness.) Strangely, though, in the criticism
and control, it wasn’t lost on those who
wanted it desperately as their own reality but
in the social realm, a human forceful kind of
thing. I was not making it public, but I was
writing about it on-line with only having a
few readers. I was narrating the awe. Certainly
as a_writer I needed to exR}'Iess it (with no need
to draw attention to it). My way was always
with writing it down.
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Moonbeam when I first saw him as a puppy, my
little wonder of bursting joy matched a joy'I had
always felt, he a white Bichon Frisé, whom I would
later find on the walls of the Sistine Chapel leading
me to look up, later to find my name and what it /
meant, the prophecy, Michelangelo’s flood, Garden of
Eden, the Sibyls with the books, the ‘Sun’ pointing at
the Moon . . . (beam). I had had anot] "-:'SVhite dog
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e I would come to ]ohn in that very e g
in Greenwich ‘%}la --right where %
Breakfast at Tiffany’s had come to life .
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1 April 2010 John Mayer and I
looked at each other for the first
time in Vancouver, B.C. & .
began communicating shortly _
thereafter; that first look was like
recognizing someone after a

lifetime. It was surreal. I would
never be the same again. I felt

the deepest peace I’d ever known.
When I was leaving Caé

was stopped in cust
someone recognizing
from someone a th
away. I went to Seattle and

bought a scarf where Jimi

Hendrix was born. Jimi passed 70 £
days after I was born in 1970.
John was then born in 77.
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see him, live at Jones Beach,
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to sit on a a bench for 2 moment.
-»= man came and sat
down by me in silence and then
he said, “You just reminded me
there are ange]s on earth.” And
he got up and v}i\]ked off.

Even though I basically knew
very few people in NYC, I saw
an old friend on a street corner
from where I taught college on
the border of Texas/Mexico. He
was the former assistant to
motorcycle riding Democratic
Texas Governor Ann Richards.
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Audrey was pre
when she was asked to be in Breakfast
at Tiffany’s in 1960, being a_mother
and having a_home life being her most
expressed %oal It would have to be
important for her to accept a movie

role at that very moment in her
re%;nancy and then having just given
irth.

The first shot of the movie is a yellow
taxi comingvfrom the direction o
Greenwich Village and arriving at
Tiffany & Co., a scene of standing in
front of luxurious windows and
dreaming what she will have, which is
in Willa Cather’s “Coming,
Aphrodite!” (set in Greenwich Villaﬁg)
and not described in Truman’s novella,

althoug_l{)\ he does mention Holly likes to

go to Tiffany’s.
That’s_the direction and flow from
where Mark T'wain lived on sth
Avenue on the block (where Willa
visited him) of the Brevoort Hotel
where Willa sold the first story “The
Bohemian Girl,” and the Avenue then
ﬂowinlgbdown to Tiffany’s like a
Huckle errz River from Washington
Square Park, its beginning, the taxi a
lone raft, the river trip referenced in
ohnny Mercer’s Iyrics and Henry
ancini’s song. Later, as Holly ‘is
putting on her lipstick and trying to
get to the airport, the rain on the back
window of the taxi again makes the
avenue into a ‘river.’ She exits the taxi
to be back on this river, where the
writer tells her he’s in love with her.
Across the street from the iconic kiss
in a_back alley is a_pawn shop--as in
Willa’s works have been pawned for
cash, but this moment is an honest
break-through of loving her characters
and her character opening now to being
loved-gublicly. (T'ruman Capote
claimed to have taken riverboat trips
with his dad, but his absent was at
best a salesman for a_boat company,
and was a known habjtual liar an
boaster who never held a job or a
relationship with T'ruman for long.
Willa’s ties to Mark T'wain and “her
writing of “Tom Outland’s Story, are
details connected to Willa’s writin% the
actual stories of the continuation of the
feminine beyond Mark T'wain with her
female characters who became ‘Holly
Golightly,” and her own life.

t with her son Sean |
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. The “Asian” Mr. Yunioshi is played
| by Anglo actor Mickey Rooney
because_the person T'riman Capote

the character on was actually an £

Anglo Asian art-dealer George Kates
who had written articles about Willa
Cather. My Yunioshi says, “I
-rrotest!” as he wakes up to this
etting these characters mnto his

building.

When he arrives in a taxi, Paul
Varjak, the writer, turns and looks
around the neighborhood because he
doesn’t know 1t--as Truman ‘the
writer’ pretends to already live in the
neighborhood he’s taken from
“Coming, Aphrodite!”

Paul Varjak doesn’t have a ‘key’ or
ission to the building and has to
ring Holly’s buzzer, just as T'ruman
does not have permission to_the text or
apartment and characters of Willa’s
works. He has to be “let in” b
(copying) the female character.

Paul Varjak tells Holly, “they sent
me the upstairs key, I"couldn’t get
the downstairs door open,” and indeed,
T'ruman takes the information from
the upstairs in Willa’s story, and not
the street level, which he moves
u tiwn and not on Washington Square
ark.

She tries to close the door on him
saying, “It’s quite all right, could
happen to anyone, quite trequently
does”--that he does not have a key;
she has been recognized by “Mr.
Yunioshi”--a character known by the
screenwriter to be connected to Willa.

It ha%pens to her that she doesn’t
have her key, until later, after she’s
established her authenticitys;

Plagiarism, too, “could happen to
anyone and quite frequently does.”
- ,

|

Inside the front cover of Willa Cather’s

\ §

magazine M s of which she was
the editor from 1908-1912, was often
a_full page advertisement of Tiffany &
Co., sometimes also the back cover. In
“Coming, Aphrodite!” she talks about
the jewelry and furs in shop windows.
Eden Bower announces that she
“Breakfast_at the Brevoort.” On the
‘coffee table’ in Holly’s apartment are
two identical--copies of, repeats--of the
same issue of an azine-(not
actually in publication at the time as we
know it)--and the ‘allure’ of Willa’s
characters, such as the effect that Thea
Kronborg has on those around her, and
the allure of taking the characters
themselves, are the reasons why T'ruman
copied Willa’s works on the presence,
stories, and details of her feminine
characters. Additionally, on these
covers_the female is brown-skinned, just
like Willa’s Clara Vavrika in “The
Bohemian Girl” where the details of
Holly and her apartment are taken for
Holly Golightly.

Next to the magazines are movie
soundtrack record albums. The one on
tol‘:nis the soundtrack to the musical
film The Ficve Pennies (1949), a play
on the name of the real person_the
movie is a biopic of, musician R
Nichols, Red’s real-life wife’s name is
Willa. Willa wrote prodigiously about
music and musicians, and ‘whose closest
friends were world-renown musicians.
When Holly picks up the phone for
him to call the ‘older female decorator,’
Paul steps on the cat who_screams in
alarm and jumps onto Paul’s shoulders
to the empty bookshelf. sets the
telephone on top of this album to call
2E, i.e., to call for Willa’s voice, but
gs up to find out what the female
character is doing, where she is going .

Andy Rooney made the movie

jcksand (i 9ﬁ°) about a snowballing
ife of crime where “each of his
misdeeds [is] more serious than the last”-
-a reference now to what T'ruman
Capote is doing in his “snowballing”
plagiarism of Willa Cather. (T'ruman
would go on to do it flagrantly again
in In g.‘ald Blood (1966.) The
soundtrack for Quicksand was done by
Red Nichols, married to Willa
(Stutsmanl.
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R O | “Now the way I understand it, we
== | are getting you ready to visit
somebody 1’ Sing Sing,” “That’s
& right,” and indeed Audrey is
% implicating the true-life criminal
s | (Truman) in her actions.

s The ‘alligator’ is also a suggestion of
a “bog”; the character of Hilda
g:xgoync in Willa’s novel Alexander’s

‘dge is singing the part in the
theatre in a production of Bog Lights.
g,F or Willa’s character it is a
oreshadowing as the bridge-architect
Bartley Alexander will drown in the
waters under his faulty bridge--of
identity.) Hilda’s character on stage in
the opening is that of a comedic
donkey-girl who enters on stage with
a donkey.” Willa’s descriptions:

This is moments before Holly and
Paul go downstairs to meet the older
“late’” [deceased] female arriving in the M=
taxi as the “decorator” [writer] of the E
apartment. Holly moves to turn on a
soundtrack after she fills her
ch;laf{npagne glass with “mother’s”
milk.

| “But Hilda Burgoyne’s the hit of the
¥ piece. Hugh’s written a delightful

! part for her, and she’s quite
nexpressible.”

And it is Audrey here doing beloved
it is Audrey here V%il]a I

i comedy for the audience.
,continues:

({1a

Holly’s sparse furnishin&]sl in her The audience had come forewarned,

in
apartment come from Willa’s “The

: 1 and evidently, and whenever the ra
hemian Girl” and from her theory | A e slip of a donkey-girl ran upon" the
about writing in her article “The : ¥4 stage there was a deep murmur of
Novel Démeublé” wherein the '

approbation, every one smiled and
owed, and Mainhall hitched his
eavy chair a little nearer the brass
railing.”

furnishing are ‘taken out’: “A novel

crowded with physical sensations is no ' i

less a catalogue than one crowded § e
W % f .,'3

with furniture” . . .
wonderful it would be if we could
throw all the furnitire out of the
# windows and along with it, all the
| meaningless reiterations concerning E
physical sensations, all the tiresome old |
patterns, and leave the room as bare |
as the stage of a Greek theatre, or as |
that house into which the glory of
Pentecost descended; leave the scene
bare for the play of emotions, great
and little—for the nurser{qtal’e, no
less than the tra(ljged is killed by
tasteless amplitude. The elder Dumas
= enunciated a great principle when he
said that to make a drama, a man
needed one passion, and four walls.”

Holly is dressed like a ‘Br%ght Young
Thing” socialite with jewels in her
hair and tiaras, and staying up all
night partyin% and not a calf girl.
She drinks milk from a champagne

lass. Willa’s close friend, Stephen

ennant was known as the brightest
of the Bright Young Things.

Holly essentially asks for Paul’s hel
in seeﬁ if there’s an “alliﬁglt’or under
her bed,” twice, around talking about
her going to visit a scammer in
prison. She explains, “Sing Sin% I
mean, sounds more ike it_should be
an opera house or something.” Eden

Paul has found one shoe under the
bed, like the alligator, and Holly
finds the matching one, but this one
is in a fruit and flower basket hung
" like a saddle baE% on a life-size blue
donkey as would be for the theater,
and upon finding the shoe she
exclaims, “There you are, you

sneak!”

Willa writes, “She’s reall
MacConnell’s poetic motif, you see;
' makes the whole thing a falry tale.”

= ¥y Jy |

Audrey “finds the matching shoe” <
fairy tale style.

The story is leaning on
Hilda’s./Audrey’s performance: “The
second act opened before Philly
Dcéyle’s underground still, with Peggy
and her battered donkey come in to
smuggle a load of potheen across the
g, and to bring E’hilly word of
what was doing n the world without,
and of what was happening along the
roadsides and ditches with the first
gleam of fine weather. Alexander,
annoyed by Mainhall’s sighs and
exclamations, watched her with keen,
half-skeptical interest. As Mainhall
hild sa%, fs.hiam was htll;e (siecong e?im; the
ot and feeling alike depenced upon
Bower and Thea Kronborg, among Ber lightness of foot, he: lightmes of

other of Willa’s characters, are opera
singers, as in “Coming, Ai,hroditgg” She gar%Ies like an opera singer would Eggﬁl}}’ulgg&n tflg‘: ;hlg.%?ddn:ftserilnacéeg:&

: « sing right when he says the words : .
SA}lﬁi gti)glr.glrectly to him says, “Black “Sl.% Ig ing”--he’s guilty of changing and hs?nlle{)nnes together, in her
LT Willa’s opera singer character. murthtul brown eyes.
ol y N




e her. This “nei

Paul then goes over to the
fruit/flower basket from which

oll has just g ulled the other shoe,
ifts out a wick just as
lly says, ¢ ou’ve

got the wrong Holly Gohght i

Willa’s play’s t1t1e “Bog L1 hts” BN
now have the burning lam

0 ore, a Wl -0 -t e-wis -
“'In folkl ill-o! h pf’ will

-Wisp, Or Zgnis fatuus or
'foohsh ﬂame',pl Zgnes f 1) is an »
atmospheric ghost light seen
travell:ers at night, especially over

%s, swamps or marshes:

= phenomenon is known in the

l Umt Kingdom by a variety of -
names inchidin ]ack-o'-lantem . ]

4 In fol l<lore,

-0'-the-wisps are
typically attri uted as_ghosts, fairies .
or elemental spirits #eant 2o reveal a —,
path or direction. These wisps are ]
portrayed as dancing or flowing ina .
static form, umtil med or —

in which case the y fade or
disappear.” ( Cl’nphaSIS mme)

Paul looks at dctalls of the room as
_ if taking note. % appears m the
doorway, “How do look?”
answers, | I must say Pm
amazed.” The wnter is ing the
characters that Willa created,
now Holl made it the screen
“You’re a darling to help. I could
ve never done it without you.”
Willa had stipulated that her words
never be taken over agam by
screenwriters and fi kers, but
now, the “tW1$t on the twist”--they

are hem taken back by the

fllnnnakers, in a hugely social and

victorious way on_the Screen by the
t of the best. Willa never

stipulated they couldn’t be saken back

on screen, but then again, there can
magic in Hollywood.

| she ignores Holly while

14 for 5

As 2-E arrives in a taxi, it looks as
if Paul isn’t expecting to see her,
es 1ally as hc is standing there
1s?nlty her character--even though
knows she’s coming. He is

surprised to open the taxi door and
see her there. 2E hands him an urn
while saying, “I'm late, I know.”
Paul infrodices Holly as his
“neighbor” at which zE looks at her &
questioningly and Holly looks back at .~
her creator in amazement at seeing l :

1ihbor should be in

Greenwich Vi

2E locks gifrht through Holl e
she isn’t real or doesn’t ac ly exmt

 when Paul mtroduces her, then she
. answers Paul instead

of Holly when [
Holly says, “How do you do,” 2E
says it bac back to Paul, the wrifer of
this, her charactcr, and says, “How
do you do” as if meeting i Then
olly is
talking about ne 0--as
characters aren’t real. continues
talkm to Paul mst@ad of to Holly,

olly is a figment of
mlagmanon

Holdmfg

tO

the ‘blue prints’ or wallpaper
ed apartment--she’s alr
written 1t--she tells s “I know it
was wicked of me, I went ahw.d and
ﬁxed it u;% with you. I think it’s
course, but if you
absolutely hate it, we can’rip
everythirig up and start from

scratch "
_— I"“ &

In the next scene Holly has returned
to her aPartment with 2 “quel beast”
when11 e’s lac‘lrgldkgg-Gand ther01ce is
actua eorge ard
im, :Znapt'y a rllans V%lCC elle]DB
reports: “T'he uncredited voice of the
‘terrifying man’ tearing up Holly's
apartment is actually George Peppard,
who years later his voice talents
as a hallmark of his master-of-dxsgmse
character on The A-T

(1983), where he al lzandld his own
alternate voices rather than having a
dub double.”

While George Peppard does this, the
“writer” is upstairs with the
‘decorator,” impersonating the writer.

Now he’s making money off of her.
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Latin_language
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Atmospheric_ghost_light
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jack-o%27-lantern

A color-coded continuation in Breakfast at Téffamy’s: 2E has
arrived in a different color of taxi: a white car with red
stripes. Now we notice when Mr. Yunioshi comes out to
protest again, the hallways of the building she’s written are
white with orange-red stripes, matching her arrival where she
began announcin%{her identity. (Orange being the color of

Audrey’s Dutch

When Holly comes back from Sing
apartment and the music stops and the “impersonated” voice
starts railing at her through the door to not stop ‘the

and ‘be a pal’ as

“Coming, Aphrodite!” This “voice” is actual

her apartment (as
scene is going to

When she slips into Paul’s apartment’ she sits down in

“Paul’s” writin

also red and white stripes. The moment Holly sits down in it
know, you look a little like my brother
Fred. ‘Do you mind if

she says, “You

as if to speak as

lifted from Willa’s novel The Somg of the Lark, not even
| changing the name. This writer who doesn’t even have a
ribbon n_the typewriter doesn’t mind “at all,” as he’s taken
it from Willa, and he doesn’t mind being identified as that.
. He’s alreadﬁ assumed all the identities in"her writing as the
y then immediately leans forward and touches the
cash left for” him,
party’s over--out!” coming from his denial. Line for line, and
n all the details from the filmmakers--without missing a beat,
they are exposing T'ruman Capote claiming to be the author.

author. Ho

.1

esistance, her “stri%es” in_line with this.)
ing, she isn’t in the

rt 9
she escapes out the fire cscafe--from R%]iﬁa’s
y ‘tearing up’
well as in Truman’s awriting). The next
question this ‘literary impersonated voice.’

desk chair--which is actually Willa’s--it is

call you Fred?” The chair squeaks
she says “Fred.” Fred’s character Truman

As the truth comes out, now it’s “The

One of John M%yer’s first custom guitars was a

Shoreline Gold

red racin
“Bipper

ender USA Stratocaster with 40s decal
stripes [from 2004-2004] that he uses in his
han My Body” music video. After the girl

and he exchange looks, looking intently at each other
and she gets dragged off, his feet start to lift off the

ground.

e’s wearing white with red stripes sneakers.




Holly tells Paul, “Pm just trying to let you know I understand. I understand
completely.” She’s showing her entire act of defiance in making the movie
aganst his wrong. And, outdoing T'ruman, she says, “It’s very useful being top
banana in the shock department”--T'ruman Capote’s very public iame--being
shocking, and not sober or sane. At that instant of saying “shock department”
she takes a drink of the Zguor and winces. Paul will go on to drink his all the
while he’s in bed, but she’ll pour hers into the vibrant green plants that
Willa/2E have planted in the “entryway” to this story--the Garden, her
Garden of Eden %Villa recreated in so many of her works, toward an
unfathomab!ig‘ brilliant and numinous vision, and here liquor being poured on her
arden, as Truman has done with her work in his stance of ‘being a_writer® for
ame, money, and free dpublicity. In this shot there’s a mirror above the
greenery framed in %ol showing Audrey ‘in the Garden,’--Willa>s very answer
now here_embodied by the very full spirited and coura%]ious Audrey Hepburn--
with Paul “behind the &4nds”--the public and media blinded about” the art and
what_happened to twist the universa g%x;den--and Audrey having demonstrated
‘the li%uor poisoning the garden,’ i.e."L'ruman Capote’s false identity and_endless
lies and usurping her masterful work. Downstairs when she was “drawing”
herself with the Tiffany blue pencil, she was in a gold-framed mirror as well.
She’s presenting her character 1n the strength and spirit to take it back and
make a more Vibrant, alive statement. U takjngHa taste of the liquor on
those words, “the shock department” and wincing Holly immediately asks
“What do you 4b, anyway?” To which he answers (as he lies in bed), “I’m a
writer, I guess.”--At that very moment she’s outside the view, outside the ‘room
divider’ that has been created ‘around his bed--as Truman is a “room divider”
inside Willa’s works, and in this Holly is not in [Truman’s] “his” false scene
of lying saying he is a writer. He didn’t write her. She’s Willa’s character in
every sense, even_in the sense of claiming herself. Holl¥1 comes back into it to
ask, “You guess® Don’t you know?” He can’t admit the truth--he will, in fact,
%o on to ruin many other people’s lives from Babe Paley to the remaining
lutter daughters, eager to invade and hurt as many people as possible, using
Willa still, no less, and no matter what pain they’ve been through as long as
he can be the “writer” and “famous®” and the forced center of attention.
Holly opens the “closet™ door talking about a writer she says the words, “Quel
rat!’” into the closet. She comes back from the closet and asks, “Tell me, are
you a 7eal awriter? 1 mean, does anybody buy what YOU write, or publish it
or anything?” His answer is not straight-up: “They bought what’s in that
box.” “Yours?!” “Uh huh.” “All these books?!” “Well, there’s just the one
book--12 COPIES OF IT. Willa Cather wrote 12 novels. Holly reads the
cover, “Nine Lives by Paul Varjak. They’re stories,” she says, i.e. lies,
fabrications. In fact, the dog from “Comingi Aphrodite!” is now her cat who
screamed in alarm and jumped from his shoulder to the empty bookshelf when
he stepped on it, and she goes to retrieve the cat from the bookshelf, bringin
it comfort and a place instead. T'ruman has also been experiencing publicly, in
not being found out, a kind of ‘nine lives’ of close-call survival, dinﬁ on his
feet,’ in the media and public_adoration, but he’s not on his feet here, he’s in
bed where T'ruman egoically lied publicly about where he ‘writes’ in bed--where
ing taking from Wilh. According to commentary notes on this

He 1s wearing a watch on his right wrist. However, when he states,

ht what's in that box> while pointing to a box filled with copies of
his novel, the watch disappears. It reappears in the next shot.” It’s likely kind
of another lovely divine numen of watches and John Mayer on those words,
*“They bought what’s in that box.”*
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“I suppose this is kind of a ratty question, but what have you written
lately?™ “Lately Pve been working on a novel.” “Lately, “since
19§6?” “Well, a novel takes a long time. I want to get it exactly
rii t.” “So no ‘more stories”--As in, “So this one_ isn’t going to
taken from someone else and sold as your own?” His answer, “Well ‘ =
the idea is that IPm not supposed to fritter my talent away on little Wik ! e Nlne
things. I’'m supposed to be saving it for the BIG ONE.” ‘As he is "
saying the words “BIG ONE” she is opening the dollar-green N & 2 j 7
typewriter case to reveal that the typewriter is red and white: Willa’s- _ o lees
-and Audrey’s statement. T'ruman is too delusional, too self-important 1 1 %
too self-grandiose to “fritter himself away” [as other artists have to do
as they painstakingly and slowly master ‘their artl on trying to write
things that aren’t aIreaa]’g erpéeces. At saying “Sure” that he
writes_everyday, Paul takes a drink of liquor--what T'ruman was
actually doing. In subsequent shots it can be seen that the typewriter
still has the tag han?ng on it--and the tag is red and white, its

g
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paul yarjak

At the beginning when Paul has
first arrived and is learning about
her “character” as she gets dresse
for Sing Sing [her entire act is
demonstrating the crimel, he sits
down on her red Harvard blanket.
Willa’s character of Fred in The
of the Lark, from which
many of the details of Truman’s
novella is taken, attended Harvard.

creator, its owner, the statement of the heart and of humanity and
respect worth maki

On the corner of the desk is the direct line to Willa’ voice--the
%cidm telephone--the golc%é priceless. It’s more prominent than anything
€ .

on the “writing” “des

Holly asks, “Tell me, do you write every day?” “Sure.” “Today?”
“Sure,”--He’s lying. “Beautiful typewriter,” she says. “Of course. 22
awrites nothing but sensitive, intensely felt, promising prose.” She
oints out _the truth: “But there’s no ribben in it.” “%‘here isn’t?”
%‘he matching red and white chair across, the copy, has his blue robe
draped over the red and_white stripes. Before she Tias come into this
scene, like an angel Holly has conspicuously changed into a aubite
robe and ascended to this” usurpation of the divine. This character
longs to Willa from many of her stories. H(i\lllly asks if the stories
are dirty and he reiplies, “only incidentally.” “Mostly they are angry,
sensitive, intensely felt and that dirtiest of all dirty words, promising.
Truman doesn’t “‘want to be a “promising” writer. He wanted the
eminence and stature immediatelgécHe was very willini to lie to V%et it.
They are “incidentally dirty” because he added the whorish to Willa’s
female characters. If one takes note, the easy and fast is always zbe
tearing down--what he will try to do to Audrey after the movie in
retaliation. Audrey’s spirit withstands it. The steel in her is going to
take a stand, no matter what.

Holly lays “his” book INine Lives down right beside the typewriter.
It’s cover is white with a red stripe, with Paul’s name in red. It’s all
lies. When she gifts him the typewriter ribbon and he opens it, it is
red. Paul smiles, what a gift! ‘Willa’s writing. It is in a gold box and
left at_the mailbox, where’ Willa’s character Don Hedger “sces Eden
Bower’s mail and comes to know_who has moved into the building in
“Coming, Aphrodite!” The details are extremely brilliant, huge
reclamations 1n the most gorgeous and generous of humorous spirit and
drawing the very clear line for the %emus female author and formidable
actress and soul. Truman had sold the novella with his name on it,
then sold the movie rights, hoping to star in it, but certainly
pocketing the cash. Audrey has taken on a very dark narcissist, but if
%yéme’s spirit can bring out the right, and in ‘astounding beauty, it is
udrey.

As she walks through blnds leading into that different room, the
mtryvz.{ he says, *“You know somethin(g you said_this morning has
beent ing me all day.” Why would it be bothering him so
much? Because it’s what gets to him: the female author doesn’t have
to be whorish, pimped, or pimp others. She IS. She exists by being
herself and taking care. She’s a masterful, gorgeous creation, creator.
“What’s that?” ‘she asks and parts the room and enters the entryway
where the green plants are growmiﬁ% and her face is surrounded by the
old of the mirror. “Do they really give you $50 whenever you'go to
the powder room?” [The awomen’s room, ‘the room of the creation of
characters, as Holly drawing her own face.] (Thea Kronborg in T%e
Sw? of the Lark, for example, does accept financial help from an older
male doctor who believes in her in 5%ftting started in her opera singing
career.) “Of course,” she answers. She looks with kindness from the
Garden to the “Other Poices, Other Rooms” betrayer, whore. [Dante
calls it so when fraud sells the sacred for cash, and Willa’s works
most definitely touch and deliver_the sacred, it’s_how she_moved away
from the men such as F. Scott Fitzgerald and William Faulker from
taking her work and moved further towards a shockingly profound
oal In her writing She saw the vision of where to go, and in this
spirit, Audrey is it.] Here Holly’s talking about Fred, contemplating
the character and discussing it with Paul.” Thea Kronborg was ve
close to her brother, practically his mother. Audrey knows these
etai 8
. A
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When Holly finally lays down right beside him and rests her head on him, she asks, “We are friends, aren’t we?” T'ruman certainly
continually presented to the public that he was friends with Audrey (even trying to say thl‘Oli?h lies and more plagiarism that he was
friends with Willa), then disparaging Audrey and her role (and everyone else) to make himself in the clear and much more important,
and certainly more the public center of a false, delusional prevailing narrative. Paul gives the same untrue answer he gave to the
question if he writes everyday: “Sure” and pats her on the shoulder like she’s just a kid--demeaning her intelligence, spirit, even

humanity. Now she is going to have a ‘nightmare’ about Fred, the character in question. In her subconscious she starts saying things
that are true in Willa’s stories: She’s out at Walnut Canyon in Arizona. She is wondering where Fred is. When he does arrive the
ﬁet caught in a storm in the canyon before making it back to the ranch, therefore she is saying, “It>s cold. Snow and wind.” Paul is

stening to every word. He asks now as he wakes herBj:Why are you crying?” And now she shows she’s upset and the truth comes

out: “If we're going to be friends, let’s just get one thing straight right now. I hate snoops.” This is the truth: He’s snooped into all
of Willa’s works. She exits out the fire escape, back into Willa’s story of what happens in “Coming, Aphrodite!”--and the Garden of
Greenwich Village where they make the cultural spring spring forth from her writing.



First Paul touches the Harvard blanket as he
looks under the bed for the “alligator”--
showing the identity now turned alli%ator
under the bed’ [Willa’s buriall--and then

when he finds it on the other side of the bed,
he sits down holding the “alligator” on the
red blanket and says, “Now as I understand
it, we’re getting you ready to visit somebody

in Sing Sing.” Yes, Audrey is showing the
case for a conviction. Matter-of-factly:
“That’s right. You can always tell 2be kind

person @ man really thinks you are by
the earrings he gives Jou. I must say, the
mind reels!” She isn’t the kind of character
at all that Truman made her into, and the
filmmakers are showing where the character
of Fred comes from and the female ‘
character’s objection, and coming out back as i W———
herself eXtraordinary, Vlbrantly ea.utiful and ! ‘ at Ham)t/)urger Heaven.j/
alive, He then asks, “May I ask whom?”
She begins ‘writing herself* with a
Tiffany blue colored ‘Pcncil--“Oh, who I

o0 to visit you mean.” ®I guess that’s what

mean.” “I don’t know that I should even
discuss it. Well, they never told me not to
tell anyone.” It’s the crime of his plagiarism
and the discussion of visiting someone that
should be in prison.

She runs to look under the bed for the other
shoe, but it isn’t under there as Paul leans
over to talk to her character ‘under the bed’-
-”You mean they pay you?”--Just for
conversation--awrétéing. ‘I'ruman is interested--
money, daring, notoriety. As she crawls out,
she’s perfectly in line in the shot with a
rather haggard (beat up) bull [a mythological
symbol of the female {goddess such ‘as o, now
stabbed in both sides from the ‘bullfights’--
here inPred bly Truman Capote--and his
bull@ss!. Paul’s head and the shoe he’s
holding line up to stabbing Holly in the
same formation. She gets up from crawlin
and runs over to the ass (donkey, discusse
earlier from Alexander’s Bri ge)—-a.nd now the
act of taking back the “copy”--the other
shoe. She darts past Paul as ‘she says,
“Sneak,” grabs the other shoe, and runs past
him to the closet to grab what she needs to
get out of there and escape with her
character. When she rcaggears in_the
doorway she’s stunning. She has done it
herself.” She can carry and reclaim the story.

‘You must cross your heart
and kiss your elbow.
. ™y
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Knowing that the filmmakers have
established this color scheme of red and
white with Willa and Audrey, thinking
of the blood and sacrifice, Audrey having
suffered a childhood in World War I in
the Netherlands, the invasion of the
Nazis and the extremely closed-minded
taking over, a deluded,” harm-filled
populace in a collective mass madness,

and the colors of the Red Cross,
Audrey’s undying humanitarian spirit, and
Willa” giving"her life and life-long effort
to writing masterpieces for a_differently
structured American on the feminine, and
on this sacred Place, on Being, on a
natural land sacredness into Beingness,
and the pursuit of expression represented

- in red, the huge price paid for complete
freedom of spirit . . .

And the purity and innocence, “new
beginnings, purity of intentions,”
symbolized’ in the white of Audrey’s
actions--from her opera tuxedo shirt to her
white angelic “robe,” we can go back to
the beginning of the movie and see the
colors of red, white, and then the role of
blue and how the filmmakers carefully,
mind-boggling intricately played them
together to show what T'ruman had
untruthfully and unjustly done. America
is not what it is destined to_be without
Audrey’s truth and justice. Willa wrote
of the bohemian spirit, and Audrey is
here to bring it.

The lar%er picture is of course also in
the broader scope of the conceﬂt of true
and masterful expression, and the vast
crime against all humanity in that being
taken away for fame and money for one
extremely self-centered ed person--the
“mental illness” we now_define in known
characteristics of personality disorders
which intend and commit harm to

others, power over others, such as those , ,
that 7zust be the center of attention at all 7 flae nndwfite oo oy

cost, cost not their own, extremely Yl Leffotye [ffrry' stk ~
desirous of the attention and approval
even if it is negative. They will even
push the negative.

But far beyond this Audrg; is bringing
justice and healing, what she cared most
about. In her willingness to dare she sets
into motion this momentum beyond a
movie to now when it can be known and
we are able to value her spirit, even her
heritage that Willa wrote about being so
important, what is to be valued and
integrated into what America’s
%(e]ssi ilities are, to be opened that way.
ill’s envisioned this strength and spirit
gf the feminine, and it is a ’?assive loss
ut supreme opportunity at 1ruman
stmling it fon?p l?jmelf-r-ya.nd Audrey’s
ability to retrieve the truth and justice.
As we can see, her spirit is even able to
speak through eternity itself. It’s not just
to make the formidable statement of
vision for America and freedom that
Willa made that can now break free
through the hand of eternity, but also
this stand in brilliance, purity, innocence,
and caring so much for humanity.
Audrey wasn’t worried about her fame,
and she had no need to worry.
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In the opening sequence just after all
the blue pa.nd %vhsﬁcclz fla%?:lsn the
distance further is an American flag
and a white flag with blue, the
reversal. The credits roll while Audrey
looks in the window. The instant
before the credits read: “Based on the
novel by Truman Capote,” Audrey’s
image is for a split second just a
reflection, then she starts to take a
drink, and is drinking as his name is
shown. She stops exactly as his name
disappears. She cocks her head. She’s
up to something. The movie will end

on this exact note as well: In the alley

when Holly is hugging a soaked no-
name Cat behind her are two_posters:
one red, white, and sunrise yellow
saying “Help crippled children,” and
on a blue one, a mad man, his head
cau%lht inside a global sphere opposed
to the golden moon.

5 '1\\!,
T .

The screen will be split in the
background during the ending kiss: on
Paul’s side is “Pawn Brokers” with an
arrow pointin down to a black car
(Holly’s black dress is in Willa’
writing)--he has stolen and pawned
Willa’s works for cash, a.n(sJ been
incredibly desirous of being the author
of the spirit of her female characters
which Audrey has beyond‘\words
brought to life. She’s’still the loving
one, the massive spirit beyond form, as
Willa_predicted. X.nd Thed’s character
in Willa>s The Somg of the Lark does
indeed marry Fred. Heére they are in a |
back alleyway--the fneans by which
Truman procured /her work, and with
the garbage. But/Audrey is here

because she cares

When she arrives to her apartment and

His apartment is orange (and gold) of
the resistance, too. As he stumbles to
the door, taking a crazy ‘picture’ of
himself (drawing attention to his
identity), and stumbling on lights that
should ifluminate the situation, by the
doorway is a picture of down into a
deep hole, like the stairwell that he is
about to look down into, very Dantean.

Holly, too, will have a hard time
“waking u%” to Paul’s character
ringing at her door unexpectedly, but
her resistance is in full force: her
lipstick is orange, even the cat is
orange. She doesn’t hear the doorbell
buzz--the cat does and wakes her, and
as she stumbles to the door to let who
knows in, she can neither hear nor see
Paul very well. The mask is going to
have to come off, the ears unp ug%ed.
It>s the coming to awareness intended
of the brilliance of the movie. When
she takes out the ear plugs and can
hear Paul, she sets them on the empty
bookshelf. Down the hallway to her
bedroom is a set of three white suitcases
stacked like a stairway to heaven. Paul
will set his “luggage” down exactly at
the same spot opposite out in the
hallway, the copy. Audrey will
transcend upstairs to set heaven right,
which is here on Earth.

She says, “Oh, you wanted
something!”--and’ it is to get
2E/Willa on the [black] phone. But
Holly says she moved this phone into

the suitcase to “muffle the sound.” She |

moves it out and sets it on the sound
recording beside ‘Willa’s’ magazines
and the expose is on.

doesn’t have the key--this is actually the
wrong building, so"why would she ‘have a
" ke{? She was written for Greenwich

| Village. There is a man in a_black suit
with a red carnation chasing her, yelling
“Hey!” harassing her and mnvading her
space. He’s been--asleep--in his black car
with a VERY RED interior. It’s
Truman’s harassment and invasion of the
female character. He follows her into the
entryway which has the trimmings of forest
arden green. She has to push an alarm for
elp from Mr. Yunioshi--the Anglo writer-
Asian art_collector who wrote articles about
Willa and whom T'ruman turned into a
character. Mr. Yunioshi, like the audience
& as well, has a hard time WAKING UP to
what’s happening. Mr. Yunioshi very
symbolicaﬁ hits his head on a moon-like
lantern globe, right in the face, the
feminine--as the audience should be as well.
It even has a white cross hanging down.

e

frend ngoin s tfie ‘oo
5"/‘/'7/5*'/‘/'7«) wﬁ’v%ﬁfy/wﬂ,@
vﬂfyv%v-%“/%/vv
Glofilbly]” We e o WAE P
b fety - well bhe vety broon,




As Holly pulls out the black phone
from the hidden suitcase, the phone we
won’t actually see him talking to
2E/Willa on, even though he begins

to dial in front of us but hangs up to
learn more about Holly’s character,
above it is a red globe lamp with
white right above it with a winged
gargoyle coming down over the
mﬂtcase. gle takes a }sltep tow;gds ltiue e i =

one and steps on the cat, the alarm, £ 8 B
?he bookcase. pAudrey cares enough to [ N
retrieve the cat. She states what she
needs: “Where me and thinlgs lgo
together.” At the door as Paul is
standing there there is a a red compass
ointing past him to N to her; the
ase is like a fire hydrant, and on top
is a fishy-fish pointing to him.

‘./ There you are, you sneak. Thank you.

While Holly is down turning on the :
record player, on the artist easel is a e | 1 |
painting of the red paints scribbling b, "
over blue. When she runs out to leave ‘A
there is a close-up shot of the luggage. Y A
The red stripe in the hallway has le \ — e wloome gy
up to the “baggage”--what he’s 4

carrying--and then it turns orange and ‘ p
Audrey has taken over the Dutc / . ; - -

Resistance cause.
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Holly knows how she wants to feel
where she is valued, feels her own
value, and a place where she bclot%fs
and then remembers, “I’m sorry-- du
WANTED SOMETHING”-
something more than just let into the
building.  He needs the voice. Oh yes,
the black phone to call 2E/Willa.

Truman never actually met Willa
Cather as he said over and over to
cover himself, he was repeating her
writing “A Chance Meeting,” and so
here he says, “I was supposed to meet
somebody.”

When Holly is fixing her hair

When 2E puts the cash on her own writing
desk, it is near a lit lamp with a bent stem
up to the light and the base is made of
mythological sculptures: a young male is
ting the laurel (symbol of victory and
achievement, especially to poets and athletes)

from the head of a seated female. Behind it is
the matching red and white chair with Paul’s
‘robe’ draped over covering the stripes. In
front of the seated femnale mythological figure
is a standing bottle of liquor, the red band
broken on the neck, the bottle open, and
laced, in one shot, blocking the seated
emale out so that the laurel is almost being
laced on the liquor bottle instead of her
ead. The water nymph river Foddess
Daphne is known for the laurel from bein

turned into a laurel tree fleeing from Apollo,
being dedicated instead to her maidens--as

] :‘Ji l W Willa spent her life with female companions,
v o four decades with Edith Lewis. In one
~ By | mythological telhngaff Daphne, “She had
I ; \ sworn a view of chastity and spent her time
! IS ’ — ! hunting with a group of maidens, but a boy
- — | mf‘ “ named Leucippus disguised himself as a gliqu
N , N — ! to get close to her,”” and this could be the
- ‘ boy in_the porcelain lamp. But since we

| mean, tr;is is
10:00 Thursday morning, isn't it?

-~

know Daphne was turned into a laurel tree,

where the laurel is taken from as symbolism,

the lamp itself is then supported by the rest

of the room--the literary achievement--having

been ‘decorated® by Willa--and that is where

ilhe rest of the evidence of this mythology
es.

The sculpture in on top of the gilded--
transformed--wood writing desk with
wooden legs with a fury of gold
growth up it, with the top completely

B et bl : Yﬁo—‘z,;/ transformed into gold. As the camera
{& - g{’ D shows shots of th% rooms, the dark
A AW+ N le thc P -l W figures holding torches around Paul in

i bed are to be seen hanging on a room
Ao fnd bl Willr W dividelg, a partitiOilf of t egrooﬁ, and
& & not the room itself, creating his own
| ﬁi’ Clhery nd bt ™ kindh of hellbin dﬂ; room,hln ut their ;
X g * : torches are branches reaching upward--
) - E e hnd copited he has taken the laurel tree ra%ch&s
- . W —rech, %\9—7/ e

and by darkness of himself, these
demon-like visages have become the
7' laurel tree, taken the “laurels” for the
W”&"?’ ' “achievement®--which Willa’s in the
room itself. Within this space of the

room dividers Fred isn’t her Fred, but
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In the bed area where Paul is “earning his money”
“writing” Holly talks about trying to save, and ‘she
can’t seem to. Here’s the money/text leak. She’s
trying to save the characters as well. She literally
Futs erself into his arms, seeing if they truly are
riends, and he’s taking in ever{;aword she’s saﬁng
for writing down later. That that isn’t friendship
should go without saying, but Audrey is here to
prove character, authenticity, and believing in what
you can do.

An excerpt from Willa’s The
o the ng;'k: Song

“When Frederick Ottenburg was
beginning his junior year at
Harvard, he got a letter from
Dick Brisbane, a Kansas Ci
he knew, telling him that his
fiancée, Miss Edich Beers, was
going to New York to buy her
trousseau. She would be at “the
Holland House, with her aunt and
a %1;1 from Kansas City who was
to be a bridesmaid, for two weeks
or more. If Ottenburg h%ppened to
be going down to New York,
would he call upon Miss Beers and
"show her a good time™?

Fred did happen to be gonég to
New York. Iefe was going down
from New Haven, after the
Thanksgiving game. He called on
Miss Beers and found her, as he
that night telegraphed Brisbane, a
Mripping beauty, no mistake." He
tooﬂ her and her aunt and her
uninteresting friend to the theater
and to the opera, and he asked
them to lunch with him at the
Waldorf. He took no little pains in
arranging the luncheon with the
head waiter. Miss Beers was the
sort of girl with whom a youn:
man liked to seem experienced. She
was dark and slender and fiery. She
was witty and slangy; said daring
things and carried them off with
nonchalance. Her childish
extravagance and contempt for all
the serious facts of life could be
char%i.d to her father's generosity
and his long packing-house purse.
Freaks that would have been vulgar
and ostentatious in a more simple-
minded girl, in Miss Beers scemed
whimsical and picturesque. She
darted ab(()iut lin ma.hn ificent furs and
{ pumps ana close-clingi owns,

?hough that was thegdual.§ %f full
skirts. Her hats were large and
floppy. When she wriggled out of
her ‘moleskin coat at luncheon, she
looked like a slim black weasel.
Her satin dress was a mere sheath,
so conspicuous by its severity and
scantness that every one in the
dining-room stared. She ate nothing
but alligator-pear salad and hothouse
grapes, drank a little champagne
and took cognac in her coffee. She
ridiculed, in the raciest slanl%, the
singers they had heard at the opera
the night before, and when her
aunt pretended to reprove her, she
murmured indifferently, ""What's
the matter with you, old sport?"
She rattled on with a subdued
loquaciousness, always keepil;% her
voice low and monotonous, always
looking out of the corner of her
eye and speaking, as it were, in
asides, out of the corner of Der
mouth. She was scornful of
everything,—which became her

ebrows. Her face was mobile and

Red and white bull pifiata, stabbed to see what’s inside. bilzccti{n.t’c’anted, - =

1 A W %

Earlier she says to tell her one of the stories in his
book and his ‘answer is, “They are not really the
kind of stories you cam tel),” as he can’t telf people
or her what he’s done. For narcissists, “reality is an
aggression,” there are no respectable boundaries for
other humans, they should be able to steal, claim the
resources as their own, and control the story over
others. Those aren’t human rights.

Later Paul will be typing her Bohemian character
on the red and white typewriter as we hear her voice
overlaid, Holly singing” “Moon River” on the fire

escape--the Bohemian music as_in Willa’s text, what
he’s “overheard” and written down.

When Paul returns to the building the next day
Holly has left him a note and a gift,

agologizin for the night before and saying that
they are friends, inviting him over that  evening.
When he gets back to his apartment the red and
white typewriter is out on the desk. The phone
is ringing at the same moment, with 2E on the
other end, this time she is in her own home in
blues and whites--the place that makes you feel
like Tiffany’s, and Aeavenly. She’s now wearin:
the green--as she’s the source of the money an
is the tree, the nature itself--and she has a white
dog (as in the White Dog Star Sirjus (XM Ch
14] signaling the transformation of Io, and with
a red collar on the couch beside her. Above her
in the light blue are white divine female
figurines.

s

2E/Willa’s conversation
on the phone with

Paul/ ']Eruman is brilliant
in its humor and revelation.

/ Ill




Paul/Truman has now completely moved
into co;ayin the French from when
Holly/ Audrey said that she was “T'rés
fou”--he repmting“};er by saying “fou”--
just as he copies Willa’s use of the

rench language, literature, and heritaige,
Willa opening it up in hugely insightful
ways. Now Paul arrives back the next
morning carrying a French baguette in a
paper sack, stops to pick up his new red
typewriter ribbon from Holly, and when
he opens the door to his apartment he’s
arallel to a background portrait of a
rench “Duke of Orleans”-type character
who has draped himself in the French
flag and has one hand grabbing for the
crown. The golden phone is already
ringing. The red typewriter is now out in
the open. Paul answers the phone with a
curt, “Yeah.” She’s talking to someone
else, “Lucille, darling?” He plays along.
A third of the screen now is a male hand
pouring liquor. Whereas Holly had talked
about trying to save, now 2E says, “Bill
just got back. A day early, the beast.”
qul had been drinking the da\{] before:
the ‘beast’ is back, and now Willa has to
pay the price. She then says, “So ’m
afraid I’ll have to beg off”--trying to get
him to stop hasn’t worked over a decade.

There is an ancient Greek-like painting
with females playing music on a canvas
and a replica attached to it, in reverse.
i 2 aﬁwx/é’n?« yﬂ)«o——';,oéy” lf’ £%,o
R —_— .U » ﬁf
“P1l phone you. in the Frencth T
morning.” “Uh-huh,” he tnbfe foench %[,,7 ,

%sw}«;:rrs, ;;Wh}:;ltevizr y%u slay.”

e has taken her line ine. 77,‘5&4?%,7 5%557,“,4

*“And you will manage t}:) g
survive without me tonight?” o mA : ‘ N 3 g
“Sure. I might even take a g | ‘» .
wild, boyish fling at writing.” ; ' &
He’s laid the baguette up
against the typewriter and
kicked off his shoes and put his
feet up on-the desk--the golden
and tree’ desk--saying “writing”
and putting his feet up at the
same time, not exactly the way
to get down to work, instead
quite a relaxing approach. He
sets the “‘communion” bread, so

{ important to Willa’s work, onto

the the floor, and as he i ), py ‘

unpacks the ribbon the camera G AL ok,

ifs on1 ahsu%er-cli)lse-lt;p 1of tllle ,” The ¢7M/£ 0.7 i awese ol the
emale head with the laurel on « | ”

it as he mo"ll?h to put it into his % Wf e MMY%&%
pewriter. ‘T'he phone is now WM{ the pity.

aced toward the typewriter.

l’f‘hg goldﬁm mirliorygtigve hjsh i e distinctly yesed o bhe
ead on the wall is placing the Llne andowfite cnrppl A

Taurel on his head as they talk. iy

Thegcen(le then fade?fdy ik white forke, [Rin s frnr = WG .

immediately to a stuffed parrot : : / ) A Bl |

over Paul, and with the agent :
O.]. Berman staring in at it. |

9, 3 y | I ) s
IS a fake parrot now. 3 | { A fe W 2£ Wyﬁy’ « f‘évv

1 f\\,r

Serves you right, big mouai
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With the scene transitions it seems like two
different scenes and times--Holly leaving in the

taxi for Sing Sing and then her return to
escaping from her apartment from the
impersonated male voice yelling at her to accept
the invasive treatment in her own sacred space.
But in actuality, the filmmakers have woven
together what happens with 2E/Willa enters ; ,
the building of tﬁc rooms and characters she ' P Sunce | oryoinrongs I
created with Paul/Truman FOLLOWING her ' '

in. The author has arrived, and yes, Holly got

into the taxi to go to Sing Sing, but in the

creation, the evidence for the crime is ha};])pmmlg

in the created building, and so there is the male

invaded her character and the character is trying

to escape in the “powder room” and then must 2 :
escape out the window. At the same moment, 4 A
2E/Willa is upstairs with Paul/'T'ruman--the ¥ e @R
actual voice of the person invading the character P 4 / i VS

and building and recreating it--and abusing the | ' oo , &4 7. *Q\

female character. Holly./Audrey climbs the fire . E 4 s R PO a4 _

escape to look in the window of what’s ; : % ) p

happenmg with Willa/Truman. 2E/Willa i 8 oo Iike’years\. ‘

comes from the “powder room” back into the .
space where Pauly Truman is in bed doing : ﬂow«vﬂ' 2/ Wkl ko bfe
nothing but sleeping, and 2E/Willa has to / e :

leave him cash. ' s 7 . Wwv7« WW?/ Aety wsn

cnd Ulacptyint/wetlpnppey

T{Ir
i \\\"
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HCI'C is Wha.t one i ~ butif you absolutely hate it, we can rip #
sz'me: £ i T & everything up and start from.scratch. ‘“‘\’§ | m
commentary wrote ’ R -l K VT _— =

about the reality: “I

doubt that this author

has read Jn Cold

Blood if she calls it

Capote’s masterpiece.

Ii 15 _psychologically = .

vapid. 1 doubt that _ -

she has read Clark's -
bio of T'. Capote
where you can read
how he paid someone
to break Jack
Dunphy's legs
because¢ he was so
full of anger and
hatred towards him.”

relationship, and it established for Capote a routine that would serve him well —
escaping to the Mediterranean to write. -

NYTimes 2019

Hey, baby! Where you going? ‘
Truman posing as
the ““auteur” |in

Italy on the wat S
with a dog | Al LU T

g\l
m

Come on, baby. Open the door.

It was here, in Forio, and elsewhere along t ean in later years, that he

immersed himself in the n¢ r G " and his
‘masterpiece, “In Cold Blood,” 'h came to define the true crime genre.

“Jack was very much part of the equation. He wanted to travel, and Truman
wanted to please him,” said Gerald Clarke, author of the authoritative “Capote: A
Biography.”

“But Truman was also pleasing himself. Though he came from a small town.in
Alabama, he loved New York, loved it so much that he found it fiard to write whien it
was S0 tempting to go out on the town,” Mr. Clarke told me. “New York was a kind

of addiction. He realized that if he wanted to write — and that's all he wanted to do
he would have to do it elsewhere.”

ile Capote would rise-to become arguably New York’s greatest literary and
ial lion of the '60s, whose iconic Black and White Ball at the Plaza hotel in




I'm going to call the police department!

Youre,‘ | great kid.
n the door.
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The agent is_offering up
descriptions_ of foundational,
monumental importance in
Willa’s works--America’s rock
formations and the realization of
the feminine, being objectified
and hit on here at the party--
for Paul to choose how his
“drink” is made as he checks
out all the “characters”® and
activity.

\ i

Dressed as_the opera_ singer, she can now

be happz her “Fred” from The Somg of

the Lark has come to see her in New
York City, she reclaiming the brilliant
stories--this is HER party, a celebration
of life and creativity--from works of
Willa’s that actually lead somewhere
ma%niﬁcent in understanding and
realization, not to mention incarnation, as
in Audrey herself.

In Willa>s “Coming,
Aphrodite!® Eden and
Don have a falling out
because she recommends him
to another artist who could
give him some opportunities
and advancement, In that
story Don would rather be
a true, ground-breakin
masterful artist.

don't you?

d 3
1] \ Lo Kl
&' He's already got a decorator, ;
‘ I'm the agent. 2

W}”

o

So... Oh, honey, that s you, that is you.

<« IF

) Stop blushing, ¥réd.,
You didn't say you were gehfus. |
[ )
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‘ I was given the beautiful opportunity to teach high school
scmor English in my first year of teaching. And it opened
kfurther I got to teach nights at the junior college, then full

' ‘ time, then also year round at the university, teaching | 9 ":":-
literature, what I loved and felt an uncanny movement in. All " X
the while I was also directing plays, writing, and working on %{ £ »

_ movie sets. But then there was a shift. I learned so much § ‘ . A v
teaching, trying really hard to open the literature to inspiring
to the students’ lives so that their time mattered. And then'l =
") stepped away and made my own movie with my dad--an : %

experience together that now is beyond priceless to me, that
we took several years out of our lives to closely work together
on something we both felt was us and momentous, what we
were made for opening up. For me, it wasn’t what I expected

completely in its path, always taking the inward road to go

further, letting it become what it was, and the movie became
this almost silent ground-marker not for large audiences, but
for the ome persom it would find who could see the value in
what I had tried to do in taking my own individual path--and
that was the most unexpected and wonderful, dismaying. That
was the pay-off, in a glorious, quiet, one-of-a-kind, eternal
way. I had worked with what I had available: a ranch,
horses, wild horses, townspeople, old abandoned buildings, . .
and a convertible red corvette, the only scene I’m in
besides after the credits roll. I just drove up in the ‘little red
corvette’ with my little niece and the movie begins . . . None
N of that would seem to make sense in where it led me, not

into making movies, although I wrote some more screenplays,

but learning from John to go further, make a statement no

one else could make, do what only I could do with my life, b
and if that takes a long inward journey, well, that’s what it . ;’
takes, even if it’s really hard, I won’t regret it. '




when I was trying to create, and what I found wouldn’t have
been found if I had not stopped to value my own existence,

to look at what I knew was wonder in the literature and
.'; movies. And that is how it came about that the stories took f'
on that eternal voice and started to come to life--so much so ;1‘
| that T could trust it and watch it speak, speak with it, in @
%" unfathomable ways. If I had not stopped .. . I would still
e be carrying the heartbreak of telling students, “I know it’s _-,-;l

true . .~ and I hope you find it.” I got to live to open it. I 4
| had other artists listening to me, and that was an immense s

* compliment. And it became, over time, opening it not for
myself, but for everyone. It was far more than I dreamt
) /j when I thought I just had to make movies to make a
difference. This was life itself. If I had not stopped to look
. deeper and deeper, I would not have seen how real it all was {8
in speaking a truth ‘across human history, opening. It’s more
immense than I ever imagined it could be. And so, making a
little independent movie on my own that somehow just barely

~ accomplished what my initial intention was, but gave me time

- with my dad before he had to go, it was finding John and

" what he saw in me that he knew to believe in, enough to tell

- me to keep going. What I was doing wasn’t important to be

" known until now. S
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é Beneath the text of the Homeric epics is a mystery rite ”E“
. that upon hearing the entirety of the songs one realizes g
“'what ﬁas also happened to them in the experiencesof &
hearing, that they actually shockinglysseemintogW
“happened to the singer, the artist, the com
one able to see into the depths of th human nce
and see how to survive, and it, ho ind
and experience the sublime of o reach into the
 ‘second’ life of it in unc nd vibrancy. What

ome gpeclfically say it is ot repeated
i A " 5 ; _
ng like rumo ich offers noje.oﬁ passage
ht), -which i 7 as t witho
3 ted"_ thus forms
of 33 at requires &
\ e than '

of ace . that it comes from
that transcends obsession with self.

ite, in fact' elf has Dbee
es it must live

NOoW s mo‘!—.e_\_ .-.."L-.". D
easy. It comes, as said before, - as

e ‘hﬁ d realization. For one who has been through
e it’s eas spot another.; It’s also e

‘who lives locked in the realm “of self-i lock
e Lo . - ,e.i ee, _ m
des ecause are afraid "i%‘*
So w s out of the room, fo ‘.1-.._[ . :
~ and Co show? Check the smile of knowing
- exit. They know what they’ve jus rienced, and i

a joy beyond merely being human. That’s touching the
eternal. So you have an ‘artist® who can’t
ere, let me copy that you go on for 3
1/2 h he divine is just missing. It can’t be
copied, only touched through the hard rite of knowing.
It isn’t open to those not willing for what it takes to .
get there. The{ can’t hear the eternal Song, they can

only repeat it, like rumor. = 1
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When I taught literat
ability to see into the lite
bring it to life as if it were ali
us, like when I was teaching 74e Sca

WHAT IS THE
Letter in high school senior English, BEST SCREENPLAY
there was the Bill Clinton and Monica

EVER IT'TEN?
Lewinsky news story wherein the female
THAT

must c%rry the burden and the AT
reputation. ! even wrote a tv Series spec FOLILOWS THE
lled Hugely Flacwed amIp
Beawtdfis! about theae things Whening. TRUTHS OF THE
(When I finally read Tk Da Vi ANCIENTS TO
Code, the ﬁope died while I was reading THE ULTIMATE
it.) This ening became, over time, TRUSTING YOUIi

This happening
o o) ‘Eiihib}iif;a LIFE_ AND LOVE
TO IT.

.I.F;I}.'rj,':

into” whatever I was tea
bigger things came wi
that would never go awa
something in that.”” I taught
Literature and with the Odyssey it was
Penelope always said just to be known
loyalty, and it didn’t sit right. I

t, there’s no way a story

00 based on Simpl'}i that.

it wi nagging feeling, like
someone trying to tell me ometiling, or

remember something you’ve forgotten
and someone telling you it’s really

important that you remember, but you

have no idea howiiie r ber it.
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What I thought I wanted to do,
what I was passionate about, was
. Wwriting and girecting movies with
" imagery and opened symbolism that
~“ would change that. I had been
. writing screenilays that I wanted to
direct since high school, kind of stuck
on it since% had first seen those
black and white movies as a child. I
spent all my free time writing them.
i It’s why I had directed plays and
rﬂ?cals, more than 30 ofp them over
the years, and worked on movies.




And that is when I had already
stepped, uncannily, into that Willa
Cather had connected these things
as well and had theories about
how to make them work out. I
was writing this screenplay,
Apocalypse of the Heart about
| meeting John, knowing it was all
miracles, but not realizing the
vast miracles that were happening
by having stepped into her work
in Santa Fe, in Greenwich
Village, in moving to New
Mexico and discovering the
embodiment of the caves before I
truly realized all that had _
happened, was happening. ﬁ
Al U TR
And I knew my hands were off of it. I
was just divining and writing and «
following this all the way that it would |
go. It connected to show these things @SS
through what author Lewis Hyde «f¥%
pointed out about the psychopomps, %%
§ those that cross into the dead and back,
like Hermes, and things like how they
were the tricksters and not criminals, <«
dealt in found things and turned them k
into music, for instance, and that what §/
they said and did turned out to be =< |
prophetic. And I just kept going, seeing
that to the psychopomps in ancient gl
Egyptawriting was magic. That the S
artwork in the caves was talking about M
& the feminine and place on earth. It’s
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I had surmised things from what Joseph
Campbell had said about the goddess,
and I was certain I could open it.
People dismissed me and said; *“Yeah,
yeah, we know Joseph Campbell,” and
I was saying, “No, I don’t think you
understand, the feminine opens . . . and
B it opens everything with it. It can’t not
§ happen.” And talking it over with John

IP said, well, Joseph said the Grateful
= Dead is the answer, ‘every body
D 1\ breakin§ open to every body else.’ And
ey then I was writing about the caves, .
crossing back to the eternal, and that ., @
first music that felt like this Grateful ¥ g
Dead, and these caves going through to &
the female, and more and more, ==y
| astoundingly, it was coming to life. I e
== couldn’t take one step without it

speakliltgn :O:::éthtiﬂ;g sz;?rfgygeglilr}{gke my B B never stopped opening or being alive.




Now I know this és the path--straight into the eternal, following,
entering still hiking with my little ones, still following the adventure,
with immense love and courage that is alive from them within me,
present through the ‘ordinary’ in every touch and every precious step
with them, and eﬁer{) breath that is also theirs, the entire Cosmos

the

breathing, this is ure Land, the eternal brought through. I just
had to be willing to follow it _everywhere, even when my little ones
%assed, down to the Pieta Crossing and over, my little Yorkie
anilla Custard Pudding telling me, “Come on, this way!” to
Ardeéche, “My Ardeche Wolf Heart” to the South of France, all the
way through “Willa’s--prophetic--works, and back to this place of the
American continent and what is coming through.



