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C H A P T E R 1
She drove her 10-year-old dark blue pickup truck, a Grand Junction Conqueror, down Sunset Boulevard on a cool Saturday morning. She had seen all the sights and sounds of Hollywood except for one place. She was finally getting used to living in L.A., although it had taken several months, after driving almost 1500 miles from her home in Des Moines, Iowa. She had an important interview on Monday with a big-shot Hollywood talent agent who could literally define the direction of her acting career. But today was Saturday, and she had to visit a place that one day she hoped would recognize her for her achievements: the Hollywood Walk of Fame.
She whistled along with the tunes coming from an oldies station on her radio as she headed toward the Hollywood Walk of Fame on Hollywood Blvd. “This is what it’s all about. I’ll have a star on that Walk of Fame in no time,” she muttered to herself as she drove past the famed intersection of Hollywood and Vine. She looked out the driver’s window and saw all the nondescript tourists, curiosity hounds, derelicts, and hookers walking the sidewalks. “Losers all of them,” She sneered. “I plan to make it here.”
She stopped at the red light at the intersection of Hollywood and Empire. A couple of young men in a late model Porsche stopped in the lane next to her. They both looked at her and winked at the cute redhead wearing sunglasses. The driver whistled to her, signifying his approval. When the light turned green, she calmly powered down the window on the passenger side, pointed her middle finger at the young men, and took off. She looked at her rearview mirror and saw both men laughing as they made a right turn at the intersection.
She had a deep sense of confidence within herself. She pulled off Hollywood Blvd. and parked her truck on a metered curb at a small side street named Cherokee Ave. She took her sunglasses off and put them in the glove compartment.
All the parking spaces on the sides of the street were metered and, in reality these were the only affordable places in the area to find parking, as the nearby paid lots charged six dollars, minimum. “A bunch of crooks,” she sneered to herself as she got out of the car, “Always trying to rip innocent hardworking people off.”
She was dressed casually in sneakers, tight blue jeans, and a light blue T shirt. She deposited a dollar’s worth of coins for an hour’s parking and walked briskly about three short blocks to the corner of Cherokee and Hollywood. When she got to Hollywood Blvd., she reached the Walk of Fame. There were the Stars—all of them pink with gold trim. Some of them were a little faded, due to many years of erosion.
She carefully perused the Stars while people walked past her, indifferent to the names below them. She felt a sense of indignity that people would show so little respect for some of the greatest names in film. She was immediately awestruck by some of the names she saw: Katherine Hepburn, Spencer Tracy, Clark Gable, Marlon Brando, Lana Turner, Gary Cooper, Henry Fonda...
There were also the names of people who had made their mark in other forms of entertainment besides acting: Elvis Presley, Robert Wise, Bill Haley, Chicago, Ed Sullivan, John Lennon...
There were also the names of people who were famous in anything but entertainment: Neil Armstrong, Buzz Aldren, Michael Collins... There were even a few non-people: Lassie, Trigger, Rin Tin Tin...
Finally, there were the names of people who were little known outside of the studios they worked for. They were the “character actors” who made movies with the big name stars during the “Silent era,” or Hollywood’s “Golden Age” of the 1930’s thru the 1950’s. Some of them had long ago passed away and would have been completely forgotten if not for a little pink star rewarding their many years of dutiful service to the giant, monolithic studios. These were people such as Laura Rowan and Kurt Smolinski...
“Kurt Smolinski,” she whispered to herself as she crossed the street at Hollywood and Gowar, where the Stars ended on one side and walked the other way to see the stars on the other side. “Who the hell is that?”
As she continued walking down Hollywood Blvd., she was surprised by its seediness. After all, this was the renowned Hollywood she had heard about all her life, and she saw cheap hotels, curio shops, nude bars, tattoo parlors, and numerous “street people” walking up and down the street with nothing but time on their hands. Some of them were down on their luck; others were winos, addicts, or hookers.
One of them approached her and asked for a few bucks for some food. He was unshaven and slovenly looking. She replied curtly, “You want money? Go get a job. I hear they’re begging for bodies at Burger Country!” She brusquely walked by the poor bum and continued looking at the Stars.
“You’re real cold, lady,” the unfortunate soul snapped back. “If you think your name’s gonna be in one of those pretty little stars, think again! You got a slightly better chance of winning the lottery.”
“I will make it here!” she shouted back, “In six months I will be a star.” Her voice was haughty and full of self-assurance.
“I wish you the best of luck,” the derelict replied with a tired voice. “You better be ready to kiss a lot of butts in the next six months and pray for that big break. I was in your shoes a year ago, full of spit and confidence. Now all I want to do is go back home, get a real job, and enjoy the rest of my life. But hey, now I see why you’re so mean and stingy; you’ll need every red cent trying to survive out here.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll make it,” she answered with a sneer. “I know I’ll have to work my butt off to make it here, but unlike you, I’ll never give up. Never!”
The bum smiled back at her. “You know, you just may get there. You’re such a bitch you may have what it takes to get to the top, Anyways, good-bye and good luck!” He walked away.
“Thank you,” she curtly answered. “Now don’t forget what I said. There’s a Burger Country restaurant right down the corner. You better shave and shower first; they don’t want any smelly applicants.”
She turned around with a smile and continued browsing at the Stars. “No one’s going to discourage me from taking a shot at Hollywood. Not Father, not Mother, not any of my friends,” she mumbled to herself. “After all, even if it comes to the slimmest of possibilities that I do fail, at least I can say I tried.”
After about 20 minutes of looking at the stars on the Walk of Fame, she decided to head back home to her apartment in Van Nuys. She changed her mind, however, as she drove down Hollywood Blvd. Instead of heading towards the 101 Freeway to her home, she decided to go north on Gowar Street, make a right at Santa Monica Blvd. and head towards Beverly Hills. There was one more place she wanted to go to.
She had seen all the well-known sights that represented Hollywood. She had visited all the major studios as a “tourist.” She had taken the tours of a lot of big name actors’, directors’, and producers’ homes. She had been to Graumann’s Chinese Theatre, and now the Walk of Fame.
She even had her career set up and ready to go. She had a BA in fine arts from Quincy College—a prestigious liberal arts college located in Quincy Massachusetts, not to far from Boston. She had taken numerous drama classes at Quincy and felt she had a leg up on the competition. Little did she realize how hard it was to even get noticed by anybody in Hollywood.
She had spent many months contacting directors, producers, and agents, looking for acting jobs. She used every medium possible, including the Internet and Hollywood trade magazines such as Hollywood Variety. She experienced nothing but rejection, or even no answer at all to her many cover letters, resumes, and glossy photos called headshots. In the time she had been in LA, she had managed to do some work as an extra for about eighty dollars a day.
The extra work, while low-paying, did open doors, as she was able to secure a union card from the Actors’ Union. This card is considered a “must” for any aspiring actor or actress trying to land a steady job in Hollywood, whether in movies or television.
Finally, after experiencing months of rejection, she had an appointment on Monday morning with one of Hollywood’s hottest talent agents, Jerry Goldsmith of the Hollywood Artists Talent Agency.
She had pestered Goldsmith numerous times, contacting his office weekly and sending at least three sets of resumes, cover letters, and headshots. Goldsmith finally contacted her to set her up for an interview.
Yes, she was ready to take a shot at a once-in-alifetime career. She had a part-time job as a waitress, working the evening shift at an out-of-the-way coffee shop in Sherman Oaks, called Jimmy’s. This freed her to go to auditions and tryouts in the morning. She had scrimped and saved almost ten grand with part-time jobs in college by working at a video rental store and as a Residence Assistant at her dormitory. She had been able to save some money, as she paid most of her tuition and living expenses at Quincy through loans, scholarships, and a little assistance from her parents, whom she had promised to pay back.
She figured the ten grand, which she put in an interest-bearing checking account, and the part-time job would give her a year to look for an acting job. However, when she arrived in Los Angeles, she was shocked to see how expensive it was to live there. She realized she would have to get a part-time job and find a roommate in an inexpensive section of town in order to make ends meet.
After she arrived in L.A., she stayed about a week at a Sleepy Hollow Inn motel in Temple City, a small town about 12 miles east of L.A. Temple City was located in the San Gabriel Valley, a relatively blue- collar area that does not have the glitz and glamour of Hollywood or L.A.’s “Westside” area, but was also a far less expensive place to live.
She found it humorous to see so many outdoor advertisements and signs in Chinese, Korean, Spanish, and other languages in lieu of English. “Are we in the
United States? This sure as heck isn’t Des Moines!” she said as she chuckled to herself.
She concentrated on finding a permanent place to live and a compatible roommate. She found an ad in the Los Angeles Sentinel for a person looking for a roommate in a two-bedroom apartment for a reasonable monthly rate—by L.A. standards—in Van Nuys, another blue-collar suburb of L.A. not too far from Hollywood.
The apartment complex was located on Greenwood Ave., just off of Van Nuys Blvd. When she arrived at the place to have an interview with her potential roommate, she was a bit concerned about how safe the area was. Van Nuys is generally a nice place to live, even though there are some seedy areas where gangs are known to inhabit.
Her interviewer, however, told her that the apartment complex had good security and that there had been no trouble with crime for the last five years. The interviewer was an attractive young Hispanic woman who worked as a court reporter for the Van Nuys Municipal Court. She also went to night school at City College to study business administration. Her name was Marissa Sanchez.
“Would you like something to drink?” she asked the aspiring actress as she interviewed her.
“Uh, do you have like a diet soda or something?”
“Of course,” Marissa went to the refrigerator, took out an eight-ounce can of diet root beer, and gave it to the actress.
The actress opened the can and took a sip of the sparkling drink. “Ahh this tastes great. Thank you.”
Marissa continued on. “You know, just from talking to you, I really like you. However, I would like a couple of character references from people not related to you before I let you move in. Also, I need statements from your bank. It’s for my landlord. He’s willing to let me take in a roommate to make ends meet, but he needs that information. He’ll also do a credit check on you; it’s really just a formality. So when do you think you’ll ready to move in?”
The actress took another sip of the root beer and smiled at Marissa. “As soon as possible, all I really have is my clothes. I’ve got like four suitcases full. I can probably get you the information that you requested by the end of the day. I always keep my references in a leather briefcase, along with copies of my resumes. You know, they’re from like former college professors. I even have a few letters of recommendation. Father says you should get as many references as possible when you’re looking for a job.”
“Great,” Marissa responded enthusiastically. “So would you like to move in by the end of the week?”
“Omigosh,” the actress responded enthusiastically. “I was thinking if I could move in like tomorrow. I mean it’s getting expensive living in that stupid motel, you know, paying over forty dollars every day.”
Marissa hesitated, not expecting the actress to move in so suddenly. “Yeah, sure you can move in tomorrow if you wish. Why don’t you get me that information that I requested first and I’ll contact you right away if
everything looks fine? Then you can move in, say, tomorrow morning?”
The actress smiled again. “Oh, I’ll get you those bank statements and references you requested this afternoon. And I’m sure my credit history’s perfect. I mean like I make payments at least two weeks before they’re due.”
“Great,” Marissa replied. “Cheryl Anne Larouche,” she said while reading the actress’s name off the application. “So do you like to be called Cheryl?”
“Cheryl’s my formal name,” the actress said. “My nickname is Fifi. My father gave me the name as a kid because I reminded him of a—French Poodle.”
“OK, Fifi,” Marissa chuckled. “That’s a great name, especially for an actress. Everybody will remember you.” She got up and put her hand out. “So if you can get me the information I requested and there’s no problem with my landlord, we’ll be roommates.”
“There’s one more thing,” Fifi told Marissa before she got up to shake her hand. “I’m not a ‘party girl’ or anything like that. I mean, you won’t see me bringing some guy home at 2 a.m.”
“I’m glad to hear that,” Marissa replied. “I have a boyfriend; his name’s Alberto and he’s a deputy Public Defender for L.A. County, but we’ll also be discreet. You won’t see us doing any hanky panky kind of stuff, especially while you’re around. Do you have a boyfriend?”
“No,” Fifi replied nonchalantly. “I’m not seeing anyone now. I’m too much into my career. I don’t
mean to be a prude, but I feel it’s wrong for a person to... you know, fool around till he or she gets married. Wouldn’t you agree with that?”
Marissa was a little hesitant with her answer. She sat back down on the couch. “You’re right,” she finally said. “Anyways, getting away from that—what do you like to do for fun?”
“Oh, lots of things—when I have the time. I like going to the beach, even though the water out here is deathly cold. I also, being an aspiring actress of course, enjoy going to the movies.” She wrinkled her nose. “You know, my father also agrees with me on this; none of today’s actors really stand out, at least when you compare them to the ‘old time’ actors. That’s why I feel I have what it takes to be a top-notch actress. I think I’m just as talented as any young actor or actress out there today.”
Marissa stared at Fifi with a wry smile. “That’s interesting. Is there anything else you like to do?”
“Oh, I don’t know. I like going to nice restaurants, comedy clubs, and maybe just doing a little shopping on the side; you know, like the One Buck or Less Store. Thank God for that place, considering how expensive it is to live out here. I go to the One Buck or Less Store all the time to buy my stuff. So I told you what I like doing. How about you? What do you like to do?”
Marissa put the application down on the coffee table near the couch. “Pretty much the same stuff, I definitely love shopping, though not necessarily at the One Buck or Less Store. Anyways, when we have the time you and I need to do some stuff together.”
“That’s sounds fine with me,” Fifi replied and finished her drink. “Thanks for the soda.”
“No problem,” Marissa answered as a she took the empty soda can from Fifi and threw it away in a plastic recycling bin in the kitchen. “Why did you choose Van Nuys as a place to live? I mean, why not a place closer to the beach, or near Hollywood?”
“Because, my dear,” Fifi smiled, “it gets quite expensive living near the beach or in any decent area near Hollywood, but I think I’m gonna like living out here in Van Nuys. The people down here seem down to earth; they remind me a lot of the folks back home, unlike some of the people I’ve seen in Hollywood, Beverly Hills, or West L. A,” she gave a sneer, “driving their fancy foreign luxury cars and not giving a damn about anybody but themselves. I mean, you seem to me as someone who’s very down-to-earth.”
“Thank you,” Marissa replied, “And you’re right. Van Nuys is a nice city to live in. The only drawback is that it gets pretty warm here in the summer.”
Fifi chuckled. “Back in Des Moines, when I dreamed about coming to California, I envisioned living in a nice apartment surrounded by palm trees, with a beautiful view of the beach. You know, like they show in the movies or on TV. Little did I realize that I’d be living in a place that could actually get warmer than Des Moines in the summer.” She got up and headed toward the door. “Oh, well, at least I don’t have to worry about any blizzards out here in the winter.”
Marissa laughed. “No, you don’t have to worry about that. I’ve never seen any snow out here.”
“And it’s so diverse out here,” Fifi continued. “I mean, I come from a place where it’s like 95% white. I remember back in high school I could count the number of minority kids with the fingers of my hands. Here in L.A. it’s like the opposite. I mean, you kind of feel like a minority if you’re white.”
Marissa smiled. “That’s what I love about L.A. It’s a mini United Nations, the Multicultural Capital of the World.”
“Oh, absolutely,” Fifi answered. “I enjoy meeting people from so many different backgrounds and cultures.”
“Well, it’s been nice meeting you, and I’ll be very happy to have you as my roommate. So, assuming that everything goes well, I’m looking forward to you moving in tomorrow.”
“Great,” Fifi said. “I’ll see you this afternoon with the papers.” She opened the apartment door and left.
Fifi smiled and reminisced about that first day she’d met Marissa as she drove down Santa Monica into Beverly Hills and made a right hand turn at her final destination, Rodeo Drive.
Fifi parked her pickup truck in one of the many metered parking spaces off Rodeo and chuckled to herself as she saw all the expensive “luxury cars” parked up and down the street. “I’ll easily be able to buy three of four of this kind of cars after I become rich and famous,” she muttered to herself.
She visited all the fancy stores and browsed at the costly merchandise with all the well-heeled “beautiful people,” but bought nothing, nothing.
She went from store to store and just looked at merchandise or put on a sample of expensive makeup or perfume, but she never bought anything. “Right now I just can’t really afford anything; I just want to see what it’s like to be rich. Maybe a year from now I’ll be able to buy a lot of stuff here,” she wistfully told the indignant salesperson.
As she got in her truck and left Rodeo Drive to go back to her apartment in Van Nuys, Fifi smiled to herself and said, “There is no doubt or question in my mind that in a year or two I will conquer this town. I can’t wait for the interview with that big shot agent on Monday. There are dreamers and there are doers; I definitely plan on being a doer.”
C H A P T E R 2
The day that would change Fifi’s life was just a typical spring day in Los Angeles. It was a little smoggy, and there was a miserable tie-up on the 101 freeway due to an accident. She made sure to leave her apartment in Van Nuys around 7:45 A.M. in order to make her 9 A.M appointment at Hollywood super agent Jerry Goldsmith’s office on Sunset Blvd. The drive was only about 10 miles, but traffic jams on L.A freeways— especially when accidents occur—are brutal, and a 10- mile trip can easily eat up an hour or more.
Fifi was determined to get there on time; she had to get there on time. Her career depended on this very important interview. After all, Goldsmith was one of Hollywood’s hottest talent agents and she had worked diligently for months to get an appointment, pestering Goldsmith’s secretary daily with phone calls.
“Come on, damnit!” she muttered as the traffic moved like slow molasses towards the Sunset exit. Fifi looked at her watch; it was already 8:20 A.M. Even if she arrived on time, she would have little chance to compose herself for what would probably be a difficult interview. She knew she had to be prepared now! Goldsmith would probably have her do a cold reading, which is to read and memorize a few lines on the spot.
How she performed would determine whether Goldsmith would represent her or not.
Suddenly the traffic let up, and Fifi arrived at the Sunset exit in no time. A few minutes later she arrived at Jerry’s office at Sunset and Venice. She parked her truck at a metered parking space about a block from Jerry’s office and deposited an hour-and-a-half worth of quarters. She looked at her watch again. It read 8:35 A.M. She’d arrived 25 minutes early. She breathed a sigh of relief and took her compact out to put a little dab of rouge on her youthful, cherubic face. She took a small brush out of her purse and brushed her fiery red shoulder-length hair. She checked her deep blue blouse and slacks for any wrinkles.
Finally, satisfied with her appearance and having a few minutes to kill before going to the interview, she headed toward a local coffeehouse directly across the street from the agency to prepare herself for any tough questions Goldsmith might ask. She felt cool, collected, and confident, and didn’t have any doubts that she would soon be represented by one of Hollywood’s hottest talent agents.
Fifi was young—22—a cute, vivacious freckle- nosed redhead with dark brown eyes. She was born and raised in the heart of the Midwest: Des Moines, Iowa. She was petite—5 ft. 3 inches tall—with a nice looking hourglass figure. She was fairly nearsighted, so she wore contacts most of the time, and her glasses only occasionally.
She had just recently graduated summa cum laude from one of the finest liberal arts colleges in the
country, Quincy College, located in the rustic rural community of Quincy, Massachusetts.
Her formal name was Cheryl Ann Larouche, but everybody called her Fifi. Her father, Charles, gave her that name when she was a small child. She had a short curly wave of hair on her forehead that reminded him of a French poodle.
She had a high-pitched voice. She talked quickly with a bit of a Midwestern drawl. Her father was Dr. Charles Larouche, a full professor at the Iowa Institute of Technology, better known as “Iowa Tech,” a highly regarded engineering school.
Carolyn, Fifi’s mother, was an assistant principal at Adam’s Elementary School in West Des Moines. Pigg was Fifi’s 12-year-old sister, a 7th grader at Shamrock Middle School in Altoona. Pigg was another outrageous nickname given by Charles to a second daughter, whose real name was Cathy. This was due to Pigg’s love as a small child for the farm animal. She collected Piggy banks, pig dolls, toy pigs, and so on.
The interesting thing was that Fifi and Pigg loved their unusual nicknames. They relished the fact that the Larouche family, especially Charles, was a bit eccentric.
Charles even named the family dog—a young, very energetic Shepard-Collie mix—Samuel, after the noted Nobel Prize winning economist Dr. Paul Samuelson. When Fifi was growing up, Charles saturated her with information at the dinner table on every subject, ranging from Philosophy to Physical Science. “You’ll get a specific education from your teachers in school,
but you’ll get a broad education from me,” he told her. He currently did the same thing with Pigg.
A great example of this “self education” occurred during a Microeconomics class Fifi took in her sophomore year at Quincy. The young assistant professor, noticing that Fifi looked half awake, asked her to explain The Theory of Elasticity, to the class. Fifi not only explained the theory to the class, but she gave several detailed hypothetical examples of how the theory could be used. The professor, who wanted to catch Fifi off-guard for not being attentive, was dumbfounded. “You look like you were taught this before.”
“Of course I was,” Fifi answered with a wry smile. “Wasn’t everybody? I mean, I knew this stuff like the back of my hand when I was fifteen.” The entire class laughed out loud.
Charles, being an economist, felt it was important that everyone in his family was knowledgeable about money. “When you land a career on your own, study your company’s retirement plan,” he once told Fifi. “If they don’t have a good pension plan, make darn sure that they have a strong profit-sharing program where they’ll match any contributions you put in. And last but not least, make sure you invest in something like municipal tax-free bonds. I know you’re reading all this stuff about the boom in tech stocks, but you listen to me; it’ll come crashing down in a year or two. The market’s like a yoyo—always up and down. You don’t want to mess around with your principle.
Charles, a thin gaunt-looking man of average height in his middle fifties with salt and pepper colored hair, could be humorous with his thrifty ways. For instance, he rarely made long distance phone calls when he contacted Fifi in Los Angeles from his home in Des Moines; he preferred using email. “It’s absolutely ridiculous to pay these outrageous long distance rates when I can literally contact her for free,” he told Carolyn. Iowa Tech provided free Internet access to its employees.
Another time, when he and Carolyn were eating lunch in a Des Moines fast food restaurant on a cold December Saturday after doing some Christmas shopping, Charles noticed Carolyn buying a medium sized Orange soda with her lunch. “They have free refills here,” he said, mildly annoyed, to Carolyn. “Why didn’t you buy a small one?”
Carolyn gave Charles a tired look, smiled, and shook her head. “Charles, will you quit being so cheap. There’s just a twenty-cent difference between the small and large size cups. Besides, I don’t want to get up again. I’m doggone tired from all the shopping we did this morning, so I’d rather have one drink from a larger cup.”
There was also a demanding side to Charles. “You know you could have done a little better,” he told Fifi several times: first, when she just missed getting a perfect high school record and making ian due to the fact that she earned a couple when she received a score of 1380 on her college boards, which was 220 points below a perfect score, but still an outstanding accomplishment, as it was achieved by only a small percentage of people who took the test.
Charles was opinionated about almost everything, and he loved discussing current affairs. “It’s just appalling how weak the kids are in math and science in this country when compared with the rest of the world,” he growled to his family at the dinner table. “I don’t see how we can be leaders of the free world much longer unless we drastically improve our educational system.” He expected the rest of his family to be up-to- date on current affairs and to be prepared to have an intellectual conversation with him.
The rock of stability in the family was Carolyn—a tall, attractive, still youthful-looking brunette in her early fifties. She worked hard at her dual roles of being the family matriarch and an elementary school administrator. She kept quiet and tried not to take sides during family conflicts. She did comfort Fifi and Pigg when they felt frustrated in always trying to please Charles. She’d known Charles for nearly thirty years, going back to when she met him when they were both graduate students at the University of Iowa. She knew he could be stubborn, but that deep down inside he was a good and honest man.
Fifi was an ardent churchgoer who rarely missed attending Mass on Sunday. “The Lord expects me to fulfill my obligation as a Christian,” she would say. “People who don’t attend church regularly aren’t real Christians.”
Fifis’ personality was also distinct. She liked to use terms such as “Omigosh!” and “Give me a break!” in her conversations. She also had a most peculiar trait of humming, or even singing La Marseillaise—the French national anthem—when she got bored or stressed out.
“I’m part French, and I really enjoy the lyrics,” she would respond.
Charles noticed this habit of Fifi’s singing La Marseillaise and asked her why she didn’t sing the “Star Spangled Banner” instead. “Wouldn’t that be more patriotic?” he questioned Fifi. “I mean I’m proud of my French ancestry, but we are Americans now!”
“Oh please, Father!” Fifi responded nonchalantly, “The Star Spangled Banner doesn’t have the smoothness and rhythm of La Marseillaise. “It just gives me a rush of excitement when I sing it.” Little did Fifi realize that her strange habit of singing La Marseillaise would change her life one day.Fifi looked at her watch.
“Ten minutes till nine,” she muttered to herself. She looked at the agency and saw a man and a woman unlocking the doors. “That must be Goldsmith, and maybe his secretary.” She rushed out of the coffeehouse towards the agency, knowing that next few minutes could possibly be the most important in her life.
As Fifi rushed toward her interview, she thought about her father. Charles had no idea about Fifi’s acting career. He thought that Fifi was working in California for a prestigious consulting firm, McReynolds and Company. Fifi told her father she was working as a Management Consultant for McReynolds. She did interview with McReynolds her senior year at Quincy and because of her impressive interview combined with her strong credentials she was actually given an offer with a very good salary from the prestigious consulting firm. She turned the job down, though, saying her heart really was not in being a management consultant. She wanted Charles to think, however, that she had accepted the position and had been working as a consultant, since he would never accept her pursuing an acting career.
She knew that Charles would balk at her pursuing a “one chance in a million” type of career. He was a little discouraged when she chose Fine Arts as a college major, as opposed to Economics. “I hope you’re not considering something like acting as a career,” he sternly told Fifi. “You have a better chance of winning the lottery than making it big in Hollywood. You will be waiting on tables the rest of your life!”
Charles showed little respect for people who pursued what he called “lottery type” careers, such as entertainers, professional athletes, or even the young “techies” who made millions as founders of high tech “dot com” startups.
“They always talk about that one percent who made it to the top,” he would angrily say, “How about the other ninety-nine percent who didn’t make it?”
He felt that pursuing a “long shot career” was a waste of time and that the best formula for success was still the old fashioned means of working for a reputable company or firm and move up the ladder. He had worked hard to reach his current position of prominence as full professor at a major research university, and he sneered at anyone going for the easy buck.
Thus Charles was relieved when Fifi told him she was considering going to Law School or Business School after she graduated. She had chosen Fine Arts as a major, but because the coursework was not too strenuous she earned a very high GPA. This made it easier for her to get into a highly competitive Graduate School. Charles was happy to hear that Fifi was ambitious about her future. “Even if you lose your job because of downsizing,” he told her,” you can always get another good paying job in a short amount of time when you have a graduate degree from a top school.”
There was a bit of malaise in Charles’ feelings about the present. On one crisp April Sunday he expressed this cynicism to his family, while taking a leisurely tour of the scenic Iowa countryside on Interstate 35 outside of Des Moines in his large silver
Grand Junction Century Sedan. The Larouche family, which included Fifi—home for Easter break from Quincy—Charles’ widowed mother Claudia—a thin energetic white haired woman in her early eighties who looked much younger, Charles, Carolyn, and Pigg—the frisky young brown-haired tomboy who naturally wore pigtails. They were all dressed in their Sunday finest after attending mass at St. Christopher’s Catholic Church in Des Moines.
“We’re now in the 21st century, the 2000’s,” Charles nonchalantly told his family as they drove quietly past the farms of the Iowa countryside. “When I was a kid I thought everybody would have their own little flying car and we’d all be taking round trips to the moon by the year 2000.” Everybody in the car chuckled.
“This decade doesn’t even have an identity,” Charles continued as they drove quietly past the farms. The air was filled with an early spring frost in the Iowa countryside. “Look at the people who are the movers and shakers today; they all seem to come out of a cookie jar. No personality!” Charles grumbled angrily, to no one in particular. “There’s no one to look up to today like in the old days—men like Harry S. Truman or General Patton.”
Charles then gave Fifi a whimsical look. “And your generation, young lady, under 40, is even more full of angst than mine. They don’t seem to care about anything except making money and relaxing in a hot tub!”
“Oh, Father, give me a brreak!” Fifi responded, half asleep in the back seat. “People my age are interested in the environment and doing volunteer work. Not everyone is into making a zillion dollars at something Dot Com”
“Then name me someone under the age of 40 who stands out in the arts and sciences besides movie stars or pop musicians,” Charles replied sardonically. There was a moment of silence. “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Charles yelled rhetorically. “Can’t think of anyone, face it, Fifi, we are becoming a society without color—nameless, faceless, the so-called ‘Information Age’ where people are tied to technology. Hell, they might as well be computers!”
“Charles!” Carolyn blurted out. “Watch your language!”
“I’m sorry,” Charles replied. “It’s just that I’m so disillusioned about the current state of affairs our society is in. Yesterday I read a story about some kid who cashed his stock options after quitting his job as CEO of an Internet Startup in the Silicon Valley—some company called Footwear.com or something like that. I think they sell shoes. Anyway, the kid made something like 200 millions dollars.” Charles clenched his teeth. “What got me was his age and education. He was 28— half my age, and a college dropout! Meanwhile, here I am with a doctorate in economics from a prominent school like Iowa, working my butt off just to get by.”
The cornfields stretched to the horizon; the sky was a brilliant azure, with hardly a cloud to be seen, as the
Larouche family drove south towards Winterset to visit the some of the famous covered bridges of Madison County.
“What gets me so pissed off,” Charles continued, “is even if these son-of-a-guns get fired, they get well- compensated. I just read about a CEO who was ousted at Benning Labs, you know that big telecommunications firm? This guy received a severance package worth 15 million dollars, including stock options. A regular Joe like me gets booted out the door without a red cent if we get canned for being incompetent.”
He glanced at Fifi from the rearview mirror “By the way, when’s your interview for McReynolds and Company?”
“In late May Father—about a week before graduation.”
“Good. Try your best to get a job with them. They’re a big-time firm, and they have offices in all the major cities. Later on, when you get established, you can get an MBA at night at one of the top business schools. They’ll reimburse your tuition. Yeah, don’t be stupid like me; get something hard like a Doctorate Degree in Economics and still be poor. Go get a basket-weaving degree like an MBA and be rich, or at least marry someone who’s rich.”
“Charles!” Carolyn interrupted. “Let Fifi run her own life. She’s just got an interview with the firm. She may not even get an offer.” She looked at Fifi and smiled. “Fifi, don’t let your father decide your future; you do what’s best for you.”
“She’ll get the job, right Fifi?” Charles chuckled. “She’ll knock ‘em dead in the interview.”
“Of course, Father,” Fifi replied. “I have every intention of getting that job.” She was lying; the only thing she cared about was being an actress. She did the interview just to appease Charles. “And you’re right,” she continued. “It takes good common sense, not just brains, to be successful in this society, so why not study something that’s not too difficult in college or graduate school. If it just took brains, all the engineers and scientists and economists,” she smiled at Charles, “would be living the great American Dream, making all those big salaries with stock options and living in million dollar homes, while the lawyers, accountants and MBA’s would be making an average wage and living in modest homes or apartments.”
“That a girl!” Charles replied. He continued to voice his frustration about being a have not as opposed to a have. “You know, they just named the new Arts and Science Dean at Tech. He’s only 42 years old. Heck, he’s probably just been teaching a little over a decade. That’s what gets me so frustrated. I’ve been teaching nearly thirty years, been tenured the last twenty, and have had my papers published in major economic journals. Now some young upstart fourteen years my junior becomes my boss. I mean I’ve been working over thirty years and never had an unsatisfactory performance evaluation. Most of the time I was rated outstanding to excellent.”
“Oh please, Charles,” Carolyn blurted out. “You’re a tenured professor, you’re an outstanding member in your community, you’ve got total job security, and besides that you get over three months vacation every year. What more could you ask for? That young dean probably has to deal with twice the amount of stress that you do. And I read that only a few of those dotcoms survive, while the vast majority fails. So that dotcommer you are talking about is one of the lucky few.”
“Maybe you’re right, honey,” Charles sighed. “I should be thankful for what I’ve got. A good family, a good career, job security. I mean I do read about people losing their jobs everyday and living in homeless shelters. But... sometimes you feel like it’s the haves against the have-nots in this society. I haven’t even gotten a traffic ticket the last ten years, and I have an excellent credit rating. Why should we reward people in this society who are less deserving?”
“You know, Charles,” Carolyn blurted out, “your biggest problem is your ego. Society is always going to be like that. There’s always going to be a lucky someone who gets to be top dog. I say forget about those lucky few and be satisfied with our station in life.”
“Hear! Hear!” Claudia chipped in. “Now Charles, you pay attention to your wife. What she says makes a lot of sense. The Lord gave us all prominent roles to pursue in our lives. No one is more important than anyone else, regardless of how much money they make. You know, Carolyn, he’s always had an ego the size of a balloon.”
“OK, Mom,” Charles chuckled. “I won’t let my ego get to me. Besides, something else just crossed my mind.”
Carolyn smiled. “What’s that, dear?”
“This decade, it doesn’t even have an identity. I mean what do you call it? The Naught decade? The new millennium sounds corny. Heck, we didn’t call the 1970’s, 80’s, or 90’s the ‘old millennium’.”
“What are you trying to get at, dear?” Carolyn responded. “Who cares what people call this decade? And by the way, dear, I forgot to mention a lot of those young men who were dot com millionaires a year ago are much poorer now because of the drop in the stock market.”
Charles didn’t reply. He was deep in thought.
Claudia noticed that, “When Charles is thinking about something, you might as well be talking to a brick wall,” she said laughingly.
“I know, Mother,” Carolyn responded. “I’ve lived with the man for thirty years and sometimes he has the attention span of a flea.”
“I know what they should call this decade: the Double O’s!” Charles said excitedly, not paying attention to Carolyn’s comments. “How about this caption to describe our current state of malaise anything goes in the Double O’s? Yes, I like that! Anything goes in the Double O’s. That phrase gives this decade a feeling of personality,” he said with a wry smile.
“What do you think guys?”
“I like it, Dad,” Pigg replied. “It sounds catchy.”
“Sounds great, Father,” Fifi said, looking out the window nonchalantly.
“Whatever you say, dear,” Carolyn replied.
“And you, Mother?” Charles asked Claudia. “What do you think of the phrase?”
“I’ll go with the rest of gang. Maybe you ought to sell it to Madison Avenue,” Claudia said half jokingly.
“Not a bad idea,” Charles replied half-kidding. “Make a ton of money and quit my day job,” he chuckled.
“I wonder what they’ll call the next decade.” Charles pontificated, “The teens, the tens, or the adolescent years?”
“Oh please, dear!” Carolyn sighed. “As though we should be worried about what the decades should be called.”
“I’ve got a good phrase for the next decade,” Charles said excitedly. “We’ll all be eating pork and beans in the Teens.” The whole car exploded in laughter.
“Oh, you’re so optimistic, dear,” Carolyn answered. “It’s the way of nature when you teach a dismal science,” Charles retorted.
“Well, I’m much more optimistic,” Carolyn said. “How about we’ll all be living like kings and queens in the Teens?
“Yes, that’s more optimistic and much more realistic, dear,” Claudia responded. “Charles is just an old fuddy duddy.”
“All right, all right,” Charles said. “Maybe we’ll all live like kings and queens in the next decade, even
though I highly doubt it. But I definitely feel the term anything goes in the Double O’s is appropriate for the current decade. Anyway, enough of that; let’s go stop for some lunch. There’s a nice Chuckys’ over in Winterset, and then we can go take a look at some of those bridges. If we have some time left, maybe we can stop by and visit John Wayne’s birthplace. You know he was my hero when I was a kid growing up.”
“Anything goes in the Double O’s,” Fifi muttered to herself in the back seat of her family car, while the rest of her family continued on with small talk. “That’s the motto I’m using from now on to help me get ahead in this cold cruel world: Anything goes in the Double O’s.”
It was this motto that crossed Fifi’s mind at she approached Goldsmith’s office. “Nobody’s going to stop me from reaching my goal,” she whispered to herself as she opened the door. “Not Father, not Mother, not anybody. I may be taking a one-in-amillion chance of making it as a star, but it’s a chance I’m willing to risk.” She muttered about one more thing that Charles had mentioned—about being a have as opposes to a have not. I definitely plan to be a have, she thought to herself as she closed the door. After all, anything goes in the Double O’s!
C H A P T E R 3
Fifi walked into Goldsmith’s office at 8:55 A.M., 5 minutes ahead of schedule, and was greeted with a warm smile by the receptionist, Debbie Matthews, a statuesque blond in her middle thirties.
“May I help you?” she asked.
“My name is Cheryl Larouche,” Fifi answered. “I’m supposed to have an appointment with Mr. Goldsmith at 9:00. So here I am, right on the dot.” She gave Debbie a weak smile.
“Oh, yes, Ms. Larouche.” Debbie responded. “Mr. Goldsmith will see you in a few minutes. Please sit down and get comfortable.” She contacted Jerry on the intercom to tell him that Fifi had arrived for her interview.
She quickly closed her eyes for a few minutes while she waited. She wasn’t nervous about the upcoming interview. Heck, this can’t be any tougher than passing my elective class in Differential Equations, she thought to herself.
She noticed a few people coming in. Three young, well-dressed men walked into different rooms. Two of them were associate agents of Jerry’s; a third was an in- house lawyer who helped with negotiations and contracts.
“Mr. Goldsmith will see you now. It’s the first door on the right.” Debbie smiled at Fifi after about a ten- minute wait.
Finally the moment of truth arrived for Fifi. She did a last-second styling of her hair and opened the door, feeling proud of herself. “Please sit down, Ms. Larouche.” Jerry smiled as he greeted her. He was a short, dapper man in his late fifties. He had a nice tan and still had curly black hair, probably due to using a little hair dye.
“Hello, Mr. Goldsmith.” Fifi smiled back as she sat curtly in a large armchair in front of Goldsmith’s desk, which was cluttered with scripts and trade publications. There was also a picture of Jerry on a fishing trip with his teenage daughter. “I can’t tell you what a pleasure it is to finally meet you.”
“The pleasure’s all mine,” Jerry responded. He sat down in a large red comfortable-looking armchair behind his desk. “So you’re looking for representation. Well, I basically have all the clients I need, but I would be foolish to say I’m not looking for good young talent.” He gave Fifi an intense glare. “Tell me, Ms. Larouche, are you really serious about being an actress? Do you know how slim your chances are of making it in this business?”
Fifi returned the glare. “Mr. Goldsmith, I’ve wanted to be an actress since I was eight years old. On Sunday afternoons Father and I always curled up in front of the TV set and watched old movies.” She cuffed her left hand to her mouth and spoke softly, “I mean, between you and me, they don’t make movies or
TV shows like they used to. All you see today are movies full of sex and violence and dumb comedies and ‘reality shows’ on TV.”
She continued her voice now full of spit and confidence. “I know how tough it is to make it in this business; you don’t have to tell me. I turned down a potential high-paying position as a management consultant for an opportunity to make it in show business, so I’m not letting you nor my father nor anybody else try and stop me, and if you don’t want to represent me I’ll find an agent who will. Heaven knows, I’ve already contacted at least a dozen before I talked to you. They have all rejected me, but I’ll keep on trying till I find someone who won’t. And if things get tough out here, then I’ll just go to New York and try to make it out there—you know, Broadway. But I won’t give up, ever!”
Jerry was at first taken back by Fifi’s forwardness, but then he smiled at her.
“I like your style, young lady maybe you do have what it takes to make it in this ‘Darwinian’ world of survival-of-the-fittest.” He paused. “All right, I’m going to have you do a cold reading and then I’ll tell you if I’m interested in you, but first I want you to tell me a little about yourself. Now I got your nice looking glossy and your resume. I see you graduated with a degree in Fine Arts from Quincy last year.”
He motioned towards Fifi’s resume sitting on his desk. “But a piece of paper doesn’t tell me what you can do. I’ve had many prospects that have graduated from some of the finest colleges and drama schools in
the country. Only a handful of them have made it. I also represent high school dropouts who are some of the biggest name actors in Hollywood. Like anything else, it takes hard work, perseverance, and being in the right place at the right time.”
“So what you’re saying Mr. Goldsmith is that like anything else in this world it takes more guts than brains to get to the top in Show Business. Well I’ve got plenty of guts, I wouldn’t even consider an acting career if I didn’t have any.”
Jerry leaned back in his chair gazed at a defiant Fifi, and smiled. “Yes that’s kind of what I’m saying, so tell me a little bit more about yourself.”
Fifi looked up at the ceiling for a second then gave Jerry a thoughtful look. “Well, my name’s Cheryl Larouche, but everyone calls me Fifi because I had curly red hair when I was a baby, so Father thought I looked like a French poodle, therefore my given nickname. I happen to also be of French ancestry, so the name just comes naturally.”
She paused a few seconds and looked at the fingernails on her right hand. “Anyway, Father’s a bit eccentric. He nicknamed my kid sister—she’s twelve —Pigg because she used to love the animal as a small child. We like our nicknames, and so do most of our friends and acquaintances.
Jerry sat back, smiling at Fifi’s amusing anecdote. She continued on. “I grew up in Des Moines, Iowa. It’s not really a farm town, like people think. A lot of large insurance companies have their headquarters in Des Moines, and recently a lot of high tech companies have opened shop there. The cost of living’s real cheap out there, compared to here. My God, I’m splitting a two bedroom in Van Nuys with my roommate for $1200 a month. I mean, in Des Moines you can get a two-bedroom apartment for one- half as much. It’s just so ridiculous. It’s also so crowded out here, long lines everywhere! There must be a million people per square mile.”
She noticed that Jerry was getting bored, and she smiled. “Ok, let’s talk about me again. Like I said before, ever since I was a kid I’ve loved movies. I especially loved the old movies and the old time actors. I mean Bogart and Brando. There’s nobody like them today. Then you have such classy women like Ingrid Bergman, Katherine Hepburn, and the other Hepburn— Audrey. My favorite movie was Casablanca. I started pursuing my childhood dream of being a famous actress in high school. I played Ophellia in my school’s production of Midsummer’s Night Dream. Then in college I studied drama under some renowned teachers such as Noah Krasner.”
“I know of him,” Goldsmith interrupted. “I believe he taught here a few years back at the L.A. playhouse. Please go on.”
“Omigosh, I loved his class!” Fifi continued. “I mean, he made us all talk to each other for a few minutes before we rehearsed about anything that came to our minds. He wanted us to develop good speaking skills so we could feel and express how our characters felt. Anyway, besides majoring in fine arts at Quincy, I was in the school productions of Streetcar Named Desire and My Fair Lady. Of course I played the lead roles of Blanche Dubois and Eliza Doolitle. They felt I was a natural.”
“Yes, I wouldn’t doubt that,” Jerry responded, shaking his head. “Please go on.”
“Anyway,” Fifi continued, “I got my degree and headed out west. Of course Father thinks I took a high paying consulting job with a prestigious firm. I mean, I told him a little white lie.” She giggled. “So now I’m here and I’ve been busting my butt the last four months contacting agents, and to be honest you are the first one who has responded. I mean, what are they doing that keeps them so busy? Like do they all have a whole stable of stars and can’t talk to anyone else?”
“I told you its pretty competitive out there.” Goldsmith responded wistfully. “All right, so you’re the All-American Girl from the Midwest who’s got stars in her eyes and plans to make it big in Hollywood. Remember what I said, there are a million out there just like you, but I do like your fire. Now, let’s see what you can do.”
He went over to a stack of books on a shelf next to his desk. He took one out. King Lear, he muttered to Fifi. “Do Act 1, Scene I. We’ll go from stanzas 80 thru 114. You play Cordelia, I’ll play Lear. Now, what I want to see is emotion.”
“No sweat,” Fifi replied confidently. “I took several classes in Shakespearean drama in college. I know King Lear like the back of my hand.”
“Good,” Goldsmith answered. “After we’re done with the reading I’ll have some idea in my mind aboutyour abilities and whether I should represent you or not.” He gave her his book and took another copy of King Lear from the shelf. “OK, let’s get started. Go to page 4 and start from Stanza 80.
“Then poor Cordelia,” Fifi responded. “And yet not so, since I am sure my love’s more ponderous than my tongue.”
Jerry answered as Lear. “To thee and thine hereditary ever...A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.” This dialogue continued on for the next five minutes. Jerry studied Fifi as she read her lines, looking to see if she was immersing herself in the role of Cordelia. For the first few minutes he was delighted with Fifi’s performance as she showed strong affinity for the character, but then the emotion in her voice began to trail off.
She was strictly starting to read her lines, a taboo in acting. Jerry knew that actresses who read or just memorized their lines were a dime a dozen.
By the time Fifi had finished the reading, Jerry had made up his mind. He couldn’t represent her until she perfected her acting skills. It was a shame, he thought, because she did have a wholesome appearance and a perky personality that could get her attention in this cutthroat business. The people who called the shots, though—the producers, directors, and casting directors —wanted more than just someone with the “right look.” They wanted an actor or actress who breathed life into the character. Jerry, even though he had a good
reputation in Hollywood, was concerned that Fifi would suffer too much rejection.
“All right, good job,” he said to Fifi after she completed the last stanza. He tried to be subtle in rejecting her. “Look, I think you’ve got great potential, but I can’t represent you right now. I’ve got too many clients and just don’t think I have the time to bring in anybody else at the present. Why don’t you take a few acting classes in the evening? I can give you a list of some excellent teachers who charge reasonable prices. Then, after you get some experience, call me back in a couple of months or so. I may have an opening or two by then. You know there’s a lot of turnover in this business, and some clients do leave.”
“Wait a minute,” Fifi interrupted caustically. “You look like you’re telling me in a nice way that you don’t think I can act.”
“I didn’t say that,” Jerry answered. “I told you that I’m very busy with my clients right now and for you to contact me in a couple of months. Meanwhile, you need to improve your skills by taking some acting classes.”
“Oh, give me a break!” Fifi angrily replied. “I can read between the lines. If you’re not interested in representing me, why did you call me in the first place?”
Jerry started getting testy. “I just wanted to meet you to take stock of your talent so that when an opening comes up I’d contact you in the future.” He lied. “Again, Fifi—I mean Ms. Larouche—I think you’ve got excellent potential, but you need to get a little bit
more experience, so please take a few of those acting classes and then we’ll talk.”
“That’s a bunch of bull!” Fifi shrieked. “You really think my acting ability stinks but you don’t want to say it. You’re no different than my father. Well that’s fine! I’ll just find an agent who appreciates my talents.”
“Now look here, young lady.” Goldsmith got up from his chair in anger. “I’ve had just about enough of your insolence. I gave you a good piece of my time, and my time is very valuable.” He still didn’t want to hurt her feelings by telling her that she couldn’t act. “If you don’t appreciate my advice, then I wish you the best of luck in your future.”
“Thank you, Mr. Goldsmith...” Fifi got out of her chair and headed for the door “... for wasting my time. I promise you in six months I will be a star and then I will walk into this room and shove my fat lucrative contract under your nose,” she said as she smirked.
“That’s fine, Ms. Larouche.” Goldsmith sat back down in his chair, the calm returning to his voice. “Again, I wish you the best of luck. I’m sorry I won’t be able to represent you. Please close the door behind you on your...” He wasn’t able to finish his sentence. Fifi started singing to him in French.
Allons enfants de la Patrie Le jour de glorie est arrive Contrenous, de la tyranie L ’etendard saglant est leve
She was singing, very emotionally with tears in her eyes, La Marseillaise, the French National Anthem. Jerry stood there, silently staring at Fifi while she sang. Debbie opened the door to tell Jerry one of his clients would be late for an appointment but said nothing, joining Goldsmith in stunned silence as Fifi continued to sing.
L ’etendard sanglant est leve
Estendezvous dans les campagnes
Mugir ces farouches soldats
Ils vienent jusqte dans nos bras
egorger vos fils, vos campagnes
Auxar mescitoyens!
In her singing she showed the strong vibrant emotion that Jerry was looking for. He was quite impressed.
Formez vos batillons,
Marchons, Marchons,
Qu ’un sang impur
Abreu venos sillons!
She finished the song on a high note, full of vigor and life. “Goodbye, Mr. Goldsmith,” Fifi yelled, heading toward the door. “Viva la France.”
“Wait,” Jerry yelled to Fifi as she was leaving. “Come back. I’d like to—represent you.”
Fifi looked back in astonishment, her eyes glistening. “You would? But you don’t think I can act.”
“You made an impression on me with that song. What was that? La Marseillaise?”
“Yes,” Fifi answered. “I like singing it when I get stressed out; it gives me kind of a ‘high.’ That’s why I liked Casablanca so much. You know, the scene where everybody in Rick’s Bar starts singing it to drown out the German National anthem that the Nazis started to sing. I especially liked the barmaid; her voice was so emotional. Anyway, when I get upset or stressed out, I just feel like singing this song—usually to myself. But this time I just blurted it out.”
“You know, I’m going to be frank with you,” Jerry said, smiling. “You’re a bit eccentric, but that may actually give you an edge.”
“I know I am,” Fifi interrupted with a smile. “That’s what makes me special. It’s my eccentricity that’s going to help me conquer Hollywood.”
“After your reading,” Jerry continued. “I thought you needed some seasoning as an actress, but after you sang the French National Anthem so emotionally the way you did, you may just be ready to go on some auditions. What do you think, Debbie?”
“I think she’ll be a star in six months,” Debbie, who was quietly amused all this time, answered.
Fifi shrugged, “Oh, I know Debbie’s just kidding, but I strongly feel her prophecy will come true. I plan to be a star in six months. I will be the next Queen of Sheba.”
“I’ll tell you one thing you’ve got a lot of confidence in yourself, young lady.”
Jerry looked at the ground with a smile, shaking his head. He looked at his watch. “I’ve got an appointment with a client in half an hour, so let’s talk business tonight. There’s a place in West Hollywood called Sam’s. It’s a nice casual restaurant with a great bar. I do a lot of business there with both my clients and with the people who call the shots. A lot of big names in Hollywood like to frequent the place.”
He took a pen and a memo out of his desk. “Maybe when we talk tonight we’ll see some of them.” He took a card out of his wallet and copied information on the memo. “Anyway, here’s the address, 200 North Fairfax Boulevard.” He tore out a piece of paper and gave it to Fifi.
“Thank you,” Fifi replied with a smile. “You know my roommate Marissa and her boyfriend took me to a few nightspots the first few weeks I arrived from Des Moines just to get a feel of what life in L.A. was like. It’s possible we may have visited this place. I do remember going to some place on Fairfax once.”
“Whatever,” replied Jerry. “It doesn’t matter if you did or not. What matters is that I’ll see you tonight at eight o’clock sharp, any problems with making that schedule?”
“Well, I do have a commitment. I mean I have to make a living till I get steady work acting, so I’ve been working the night shift as a waitress at a local coffee shop in Sherman Oaks. However, I think I can swing it and talk to this other girl about switching shifts. She’s
very cooperative, and so is my boss. He won’t have any problems.”
“Alright then,” Jerry said. “I’ll be expecting you at eight o’clock tonight. Here’s my card. It has both my cell phone and beeper numbers. If for any reason something comes up and you can’t make it, please don’t hesitate to call as soon as possible.”
“Thank you,” Fifi replied and took the card. “Now if there’s not anything else, I’ll see you tonight.”
“No, that’s fine,” Jerry answered. “I’ll see you tonight at eight o’clock.”
Fifi was walking out of the office, but suddenly remembered something. “By the way, Mr. Goldsmith, would it be OK if I dressed casually for our engagement tonight? I hate dressing up.”
“Dress whatever way you feel,” Jerry answered.
“Thank you. I’ll see you tonight. Goodbye, Debbie.” She happily began humming La Marseillase to herself as she left.
“Goodbye, Ms. Larouche,” Debbie answered back.
Jerry looked at Debbie thoughtfully as soon as Fifi closed the door. “What do you really think, Deb?”
“Honestly?” Debbie answered as she sat in the chair that Fifi had vacated, “She has about as good a chance of being a movie star as I do of winning the lottery. First of all, she’s so conceited. She already thinks she’s the next Judy Garland without even going to her first audition. She’s going to have a tough time handling all those inevitable rejections. Secondly, I heard her do the cold reading outside the door. I wasn’t really eavesdropping. It’s just that both of you talked loudly.
I heard her stutter once and pause a few times. You’re right; she definitely needs more seasoning and needs to take some drama classes.”
“Not only did she have trouble reading her lines, she didn’t make good eye contact,” Jerry interrupted. “I’m gonna make sure that she gets a list of some excellent acting teachers when I talk to her tonight. Sorry for interrupting you, Deb. Please go on.”
“Well, just putting it all together, even if she did read her lines perfectly it would still be tough. You know there are a thousand kids like her who are far more talented pounding the streets of L.A. every day looking for work. Who does she think she is? Just because she talks cute and corny and likes to sing the French National Anthem for fun, does that give her an edge on the competition? Those producers and directors are gonna laugh at her.”
Jerry sighed. “You’re right, Deb. I’m a damn good agent and I’ve put some of my clients in some major films, but even with my representation, she better not expect the streets to be paved with gold. She’d better do her homework well. I can only give her advice.”
“Then why are you going to represent her?” Debbie sternly asked Jerry. “Why didn’t you have to guts to stick with your decision that she needs more seasoning as an actress before you take her on instead of letting her sway you with those crocodile tears and that French song? Or are you trying to hit on her?”
“Cut it out, Debbie!” Jerry snapped back. “My interest in her is strictly professional. There’s just something about her that I like. She’s so feisty. She
just won’t give up, and if she works on her skills she may have a chance.”
“I’m sorry, Jerry, about jumping on you,” Debbie got out of her seat and headed toward her desk. “It’s just that I think she’s taking you for a ride. She comes across to me as if she’s very manipulative. She’s not just some young hopeful with stars in her eyes.”
“Apology accepted.” Jerry smiled at Debbie. “I’ll remember what you said and get more of a feeling about her when I talk to her tonight. Anyway, let’s get back to work; we’ve got other clients to think about. Who’s my ten A.M. appointment?
“Linda Crawford. She wants to talk to you about the offer she got from Starlight pictures for a leading role in a Sci Fi action film dealing with nuclear war survivors in the twenty-third century...”
Fifi walked down Sunset Blvd., feeling giddy. She had conquered. She was going to be represented by a top Hollywood agent. She knew there was a long ways to go, but at least it was a first step. Instead of driving home to her apartment in Van Nuys, she put quarters in the meter where her truck was parked. She decided to go to a local coffee shop on Sunset and treat herself to a nice breakfast to “celebrate” her victory. Her budget was tight, but she wanted to afford this little luxury- thinking in the back of her mind of all the potential wealth that would lie ahead.
“Mansions and fancy clothes and expensive sports cars,” she muttered to herself as she headed toward the coffee shop. “I’ll be on top soon yep it won’t be long before they call me Fifi Larouche, the Queen of Sheba.
I’ll be the hottest thing to hit Hollywood this century and maybe the last one too.” She smiled to herself. “After all, anything goes in the Double O’s.”
C H A P T E R 4
Fifi made sure she was early for her rendezvous with Jerry. She was able to get another waitress to switch her evening shift at Jimmy’s. She agreed to do a complimentary shift on her next day off. It was around 6:45 P.M. and she was sitting in the bedroom of her Van Nuys apartment putting on the last touches of her makeup when Marissa walked in. “Fifi!” Marissa yelled. “Are you home?”
“I’m here in the bedroom. I’m getting ready for my big meeting tonight!”
“I thought you had an interview with a big shot agent this morning!” Marissa said. “What did they do? Delay the meeting till this evening?”
“Nope,” Fifi replied from the bedroom. “That interview is done. This meeting is kind of a follow-up.”
“So you really don’t know if you’re gonna be represented or not?”
“Oh, I don’t have to worry about that.” Fifi said as she walked out. She’d gotten a nice permanent earlier in the day. She was wearing a stunning green dress. The sweet smell of perfume permeated the air. She looked like she was ready to hit the town at full speed. “He already told me this morning that he’s going to
represent me. Tonight we’re just tying up the knots on our contract.”
“You’re getting represented?” Marissa shrieked. “You’re on your way!”
“Let’s not get too excited, Marissa,” Fifi replied quietly as she sat on the living room sofa. “Getting represented doesn’t mean I’m signing a big fat movie contract. There’s a lot of competition out there. I’ll be satisfied only when I get a starring role.”
“I know,” Marissa replied, “but at least it’s a step in the right direction. You’re way ahead of all those actors and actresses who are just pounding the pavement, walking into studios cold, begging for an audition.”
“We’ll see,” Fifi replied quietly. “Anyway, how do you think I look?”
“You look stunning,” Marissa said, looking at Fifi in admiration. “You don’t plan on sleeping with him or anything, do you?”
“Oh God Marissa, How can you have your mind in the gutter like that? You know I’m not that kind of a girl!”
“I’m just kidding.” Marissa laughed.
“I know you are.” Fifi smiled and looked at her watch. “Omigosh it’s quarter till seven.” She rambled on, “That place is out there in West Hollywood, and you know it takes at least an hour to get anywhere in L.A., especially with this stupid traffic. I can’t afford to be late!”
She went to her closet and got her coat. “I want to try to get there a few minutes early so I can make a
good impression on Jerry. He should know that I’ll always be on time when he sends me out on auditions.”
She put on her white pumps. “I’m actually dressed like I’m going out on a date. I told Jerry I would dress casual, but I changed my mind. I feel it’s important to dress nice, just to impress him more. So anyway, Marissa, are you staying home tonight?”
“Yes, I’m tired from work, and besides it’s a work day tomorrow too. Why don’t you, Alberto, and I go out this Friday and celebrate you getting represented? We’ll pick up the tab.”
“Thank you, Marissa.” Fifi looked humbled. “That’s very nice of you, but I can pay my own tab. Anyway, when I’m gone please take any messages for me, unless they’re those stupid telemarketers who start calling around five o’clock every afternoon; just hang up on them.”
“Of course,” Marissa replied. “I’ll take your messages like I always do.”
“Thank you. I hate to leave anything on the answering machine, because it may accidentally get erased. I guess I’m paranoid, especially if Father phones. Again, you remember our little made-up story about me working for a consulting firm?”
“Yes, I remember, Fifi,” Marissa answered, sounding a little exasperated.
“And what is it called?”
“McReynolds and Company, but I still don’t understand. Why don’t you just tell him that you’re trying to make it as a movie actress?”
Fifi looked whimsical. “He’d never understand. He considers someone having a career in entertainment or sports or anything with the potential of great wealth or fame a lottery career because so few people really achieve great success. But I’ll prove him wrong. I plan not only on making it to the top. I plan to be the best. Anyway enough of this small talk, it’s nearly seven o’clock. Again, wish me luck. Ta Ta.”
“Good luck, Fifi,” Marissa said as Fifi headed into the cool spring evening to her pickup truck, parked in her private carport. A good looking young man who was waxing his car a few spaces down looked at Fifi admiringly and gave her a whistle.
“Stick it up your rear end, you wolf!” Fifi snapped.
The young man looked startled. “Excuse me, can’t a guy look at a pretty girl today and give her a nice compliment?”
Fifi sneered at the young man as she got into her truck. “A gentleman does not act like a lech.”
The young man went back to waxing his car. “Whatever!” he said quietly. “Women are too damned independent these days.”
She got into the truck. It took her a few times to get it cranked up. “Come on, damnit!” she yelled. The young man stopped his waxing to look at Fifi’s truck. “Looks like you may have a bad starter. Shut it off a few seconds, then push down on the accelerator and start it up.”
Fifi gave him a stare, and then did what he said. The truck started up.
“Guess I should thank you,” Fifi told the young man.
The young man went back to waxing his car. “It’s nothing,” he said. “You better get someone to take a look at that truck, though. Next time it may not start at all. You’ve probably got a bad starter or distributor.”
“I’ve got a bad everything!” Fifi answered. I’ve had problems with the radiator, water pump, air conditioner, and now this. It’s getting too damn old, but I can’t afford a new one—or even a used truck or car.”
“How many miles you got on it?” the young man asked.
“Nearly 200,000” Fifi answered.
“You’re definitely at the point where it’s going to start giving you some problems.”
“Well, you find me a nice acting job and then I’ll buy a new truck or car. Right now I’m just gonna have to make it with this clunker. I’ve got to go. Oh, by the way, I’m still not apologizing for snapping at you after you whistled at me.” She drove off. The young man smiled and shook his head.
She got onto the 101 Freeway. It was past rush hour, so the traffic wasn’t too bad. As she veered into the left lane, she looked at her watch. It said quarter after seven. “It’s gonna be touch and go,” she muttered to herself. “If I am a little late, I hope that doesn’t make a poor impression on Jerry.”
After a few minutes she got onto the 405 Freeway and headed towards Santa Monica. The traffic started to get heavy. “Lord, I’ve never seen more people in my
life,” she muttered. There are more people on these L.A. freeways than live in all of Des Moines.” She tuned her radio to get traffic conditions and picked up mundane talk shows, sports talk, and oldies stations before she stopped on 1040, KSN, the news station. She heard a traffic news update which stated there was an “injury accident” on the 405. Several lanes were blocked, causing a traffic jam.
“Lordy Lordy!” Fifi muttered to herself. “By the time I get to Sam’s I’ll be a half hour late and Jerry will be gone by then.” She remembered a possible shortcut Jerry told to get to Sam’s instead of relying on the freeways. She would have to take the surface streets.
She got off Sunset from the 405 Freeway and headed east, driving past U.C.L.A. and Bel Air. The traffic was lighter than she had encountered on the freeway. She looked at her watch. It said 7:28. “I just might make it on time,” she said to herself. “Come on, you old tin can, step on it!” She put her foot on the accelerator. She was going 50mph, about 10 miles faster than the speed limit. She kept a lookout for the cops, taking a chance on getting a ticket, but she desperately wanted to get there on time.
She kept on going down Sunset, with no sign of Fairfax in sight. And there were the stoplights, always the lights. There seemed to be a million of them. Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity, she reached Fairfax Blvd. She looked at her watch. It said 7:50. The address of the place was 200 N. Fairfax. The intersection of Sunset and Fairfax was around 1400 N. Fairfax. She came to the conclusion that it would be
very difficult, driving 12 long blocks, finding a parking space and getting to Sam’s in the space of ten minutes. She estimated she would get there around 8:15, and she hoped Jerry would be patient.
When she got to Sam’s it was 8:05, so she was fairly close with her estimate, figuring it would take about five minutes to find a parking space and walk to the place.
To Fifi’s dismay, all the metered parking spots were filled. She did notice that Sam’s had valet parking, but that could get expensive. The only other options were to park illegally and take a chance with a hefty fine or to go to a paid parking lot, one of which she saw a block away. With a parking lot she would having the disadvantage of not only having to pay a parking fee, but it would waste more time walking some distance to her destination.
She decided to use the valet service, hoping that it would be either complimentary or would charge a reasonable fee. She pulled into the parking lot and was greeted by a smiling young man who looked like he might be of Middle Eastern descent.
“Good evening, ma’am. May I take your keys?”
“Before I give you my keys,” Fifi answered apprehensively, “how much do you charge for the parking?”
“We charge five dollars for parking. In addition, there’s a five dollar cover charge to get into the nightclub.”
Fifi was furious. “You mean I’m paying ten dollars just to get into the place. That’s outrageous! Why, in
Des Moines I could almost get two evening movie tickets at a first-rate theater for ten dollars!”
The young valet smiled. “This is Los Angeles, ma’am, not Des Moines.”
Fifi looked exasperated. “I’ve just got eight dollars. I’m not a rich Hollywood big shot—not yet at least. Where’s the nearest ATM?”
The young man was ready to give directions to the nearest bank when he was interrupted by a voice from the entrance of the nightclub.
“Wait! I’ll pay for her!” It was Jerry. He was well dressed, wearing a nice white sports jacket and tie. He had a small leather valise in his right hand. He had been waiting for 15 minutes at the entrance of the nightclub and was getting impatient, so he decided to step outside to have a smoke. He looked at Fifi, cigarette in his mouth. “You’re a little late, young lady.”
“Jerry, I mean Mr. Goldsmith!” Fifi exclaimed in excitement. “I was stuck in traffic. My God, it can take an hour to go ten miles in L.A.!”
“That’s why you need to get a cell phone,” Jerry answered. “We’ll talk more about that when we get inside. By the way, you look fabulous.”
Fifi got out of her truck as Jerry paid the valet. She looked admiringly at the numerous luxury cars that sprinkled the lot. Jerry was right; a lot of big shots do come here, she thought to herself.
“Are you ready to go inside?” Jerry asked as he paid the valet and headed toward the entrance at Sam’s.
“Of course, by the way, thank you for taking care of the valet,” Fifi answered, but didn’t mention anything about paying him back.
They opened the door to the entrance and were greeted by a strapping young man. “Good evening folks; the cover charge is five dollars.”
Jerry took ten dollars from his wallet. He noticed Fifi taking money out of her wallet. “That’s OK. Put it away. I’ll take care of everything tonight, including drinks and—if you want to eat—dinner. Look, you need to save all the money you can. Since I agreed to represent you, I’ll help you out a little. You can pay me back when you become a star.”
“Thank you,” Fifi responded. “Don’t worry about it. You’ll get your money back, interest included, because I plan to be a superstar in a very short period of time.”
“I actually love your ego,” Jerry said as they found a seat inside the nightclub. “That’s probably the real reason I decided to represent you. You don’t take ‘No’ for an answer.”
The place had a casual decor. There were pictures of celebrities on the wall that included movie stars, comedians, sports personalities, and even politicians. The place was obviously a Hollywood magnet, as there were autographed pictures of many movie stars, both past and present. Fifi looked at the pictures in awe. Jerry noticed this.
“You know, a number of people started out in this place just like you. A few of them expressed their gratitude in the messages they wrote on those photos of
themselves. The only difference between them and a lot of would-be actors and actresses who didn’t make it is just an extra ounce of dedication, perspiration, and luck.
A waiter interrupted him. “Good evening, folks. Are you ready to order now?”
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Jerry said. “I didn’t even look at the menu. Just give me a scotch and soda on the rocks.” He looked at Fifi. “How about you, Cheryl, are you interested in dinner?”
“I already ate at home. I’ll just order a drink. Let me have a rum and cola.”
“Very good,” the waiter said, then he took the menus and left.
The nightclub wasn’t too crowded, as it was a weeknight. Some of the people were well-dressed while others dressed casually. There were a number of single yuppie types congregating around the bar, discussing what hot club they wanted to go later in the evening or how their favorite stock traded earlier in the day.
Jerry continued his conversation. Fifi sat back and relaxed, crossed her legs, and looked at Jerry like she was studying him. “Getting back to what I was saying,” Jerry started, “before we talk about business and your contract, I want to get to know you more. I know you told me a little about yourself this morning, but why do you find being an actress more glamorous than, say, being an investment banker, or a lawyer?”
“Being an investment banker or lawyer would not satisfy me,” Fifi snapped back. “Like I told you this
morning, acting’s in my blood, I live, breathe, and eat it. I just couldn’t sit behind a desk the rest of my life, knowing that I hadn’t at least taken a chance trying to make it in pictures.”
She pointed her right forefinger at her chest and snarled, “When I get older, I don’t want to feel any regret that I didn’t at least take a stab at being an actress. All I know is that life is short and precious for me not to take risks, and we only get one shot to live on God’s Green Earth, after that kaput!”
The waiter came back with their drinks. “Thank you,” Fifi said to the waiter as she took a sip of her rum and cola. She giggled at Jerry. “I’m the stereotyped All American girl from Big Ten and Big Twelve country with stars in her eyes trying to be the Queen of Hollywood.” She took another sip of her rum and cola.
Jerry smiled at her; she was already getting a little tipsy from the alcohol. He hardly touched his own drink.
“Anyway,” Fifi continued, I’m Jeanne Crane from State Fair. Remember that movie?”
“Of course.”
Fifi smiled and took another sip of her rum and cola.
“That movie is what Des Moines is all about. The Raccoon River, the Des Moines River! Yep, I went canoeing on both those rivers.”
She blushed. Jerry looked at her amusingly.
“You think I’m some backward Iowa farm girl, don’t you?” she asked.
Jerry was taken aback. “Why would I think that?”
Fifi glared at him, clenching her teeth mockingly. The club started playing oldies music from a jukebox. “You’ve Got Your Troubles, I’ve Got Mine,” by the Fortunes bellowed out. Fifi continued, “Well, Mr. Goldsmith, I’ll have you know that I’m a very sophisticated girl. I graduated from an Ivy League quality college. My father’s a full professor of Economics at a major research university.”
She had an air of superiority around her as she talked. Jerry quietly listened to her with amusement. She kept on sipping her rum and cola and seemed to get more lightheaded with every sip.
“Anyway,” she continued, “like I told you this morning, Jerry...May I call you that now that I’m your client and I’ll make you even more rich and famous than you already are?’
“Please,” Jerry laughed, taking a sip of his scotch. “I’m not rich and famous, and you can call me Jerry if I can call you Fifi.”
“Of course,” Fifi replied. “I’d have it no other way. I am the great Fifi Larouche. I am the Queen of Sheba.” She picked up her glass as in a toast and finished it with one big gulp.
“Waiter!” she screamed, motioning to the waiter who had served her and Jerry. “Get me another rum and cola!”
The waiter, who was serving another couple, seemed embarrassed by the way Fifi acted. “Yes ma’am in a few minutes.”
Fifi looked at Jerry. “Anyway, Jerry,” she said, talking in a bit of a stupor, “getting back to our
conversation, I told you this morning that my father has no idea I’m trying to be an actress. He thinks I work for some big-name consulting firm.”
“Why don’t you tell him the truth?” Jerry asked. “Why do you have to hide your true ambition?”
“Because he’ll never go for it,” Fifi answered as the waiter came back with her drink. “Thank you,” she told the waiter. “By the way, are these free refills?”
“I’m sorry,” the waiter answered. “Each drink costs three dollars.”
“Don’t worry about it,” Jerry interrupted as the waiter walked off. “I told you I’d pay for it.”
“Thank you very much, Jerry,” Fifi replied merrily, showing the effects of the alcohol. “Well, anyway, getting back to father—he’s totally against me going into anything that he considers ‘difficult,’ like, you know, being an actress or a professional athlete. He calls those careers ‘lottery careers’ because it’s so difficult to reach the top.”
She took a big sip of her rum and cola and smiled. “But I’m going to prove him wrong. You see, unlike him, I’m willing to take risks. Father’s ‘Old Millennium’ in his ways of thinking; he’s still stuck in the twentieth century—and the middle part of the century at that. He always tells me that the 1950’s were the best times in the world for us Americans.”
Jerry smiled at Fifi, amused with her short stories.
“You know,” Fifi continued, “sometimes I can relate to older people better than with people my age. That’s why I really like talking to my grandmother. I mean, she lived through the Great Depression and the Second World War. Nobody my age can relate to what she went through.” She took another sip of her drink; Jerry started to notice her face turning red. “But I am definitely a twenty-first century girl, a New Millennium girl. I want to try new things. I’m not afraid of anything or anybody.” The upbeat sounds of “Joy to the World” by Three Dog Night came out of the jukebox.
Jerry gave Fifi as quizzical look. “Do you consider yourself an extrovert, which I believe is an important characteristic of a successful actor? Do you like to socialize with a lot of people?” he asked her.
“Believe it or not, I consider myself an introvert,” Fifi replied solemnly. “I only socialize with a few close friends, and I have to feel real comfortable with people before I consider them friends, as opposed to acquaintances.” She stared at the yuppies conversing around her, with a sleepy look. “But I disagree with you that being extroverted is important to being a good actor. I mean, I may be a little shy, but when I’m on the stage I just focus on my role. I don’t get nervous, because I pretend the audience isn’t there.”
Jerry gulped down his scotch. “That is a good way to act if you’re a little on the introverted side, even though you don’t appear to me to being very introverted. So what you’re telling me, Fifi, is that you want to pursue an unstable career like acting because you consider yourself the free-spirited type. That’s why you like to do things like travel to Madagascar, or sing the French National Anthem, or take a shot at making it big in Hollywood.”
“Exactly” Fifi replied. Her face was fairly red from the alcohol. “So now you see I’m not a dumb cowgirl from Des Moines. I consider myself very sophisticated. I mean, I used to read Scientific Atlantis in high school. I also took classes like Quantum Mechanics and Differential Equations for my math and science electives at Quincy. Finally, I can speak three languages—English, French, and German—fluently. I
also know a little bit of Japanese. Father feels it’s important to know several languages today in order to be successful in business.”
The oldies hit “Tequila” by The Champs came out of the jukebox. Some of the patrons headed to the dance floor in the middle of the club and started dancing.
Fifi yawned, stretched in her seat, and smiled at Jerry. “So that’s how it is with me, Jerry. I have all the confidence in the world that I will be the greatest actress in the world someday. After all, anything goes in the Double O’s.”
Jerry chuckled, “I like that phrase, and you obviously plan to be the first big name star of the Double O’s—this initial, potentially very exciting decade of the New Millennium.”
“Oh, absolutely,” Fifi replied nonchalantly, “and my star will shine for many more decades beyond this one.”
C H A P T E R 5
Jerry stared at Fifi and shook his head, knowing that she had had too much to drink. “Whatever you say, why don’t we get down to business?’
Fifi smiled at him. “Of course; let’s talk about how you plan to make me a star.”
“Good,” Jerry replied. “By the way, before we get started, I’d like to mention to you I have another client who’s from Iowa. Her name’s Kerry Krowley. She’s already been in a number of films as a character actress and just finished shooting a few months ago on an independent film in which she had her first leading role. I feel she has lot of potential, just like I think you do, or I’d never consider you as a client.”
“That’s nice to hear, Jerry,” Fifi replied nonchalantly. “So you’ve got another Iowa girl in your stable, eh? There’s like a lot of talented people who come from there. Like John Wayne comes from Iowa.”
“That’s true,” Jerry replied, smiling. “And he’s one of the greatest actors who ever lived. OK, let’s get down to business. This morning I was so impressed by your little French song that I forgot to ask if you have a card from the Actors Union. I mean, do you have any experience, say, as an extra behind the camera?”
“Yep,” Fifi replied, pulling out her union card. “I guess you didn’t read my resume too well. I mentioned that I’ve done a lot of extra work since I’ve been here in LA. That’s how I got my card. I guess they were desperate for people, even though I was non-union. But it was fun. I played one role where I was a gentile Southern Belle—you know like Scarlett O’Hara in Gone with the Wind. I also got to play a karate student because of my knowledge of Tae Kwon Do.”
She gave a quick shriek and moved her hands and arms in a self-defense motion. People stared at her. Jerry put his head down in embarrassment and smiled.
Fifi giggled. “They had phy ed classes in martial arts at Quincy. I also was in a club, worked my way up to a brown belt. Anyway, the extra work was fun, even though I didn’t have a speaking part and the pay was low. Some of the movies may not ever be seen, but it doesn’t matter; the main thing is I got my card.”
“Good,” Jerry replied. “I’m glad you got your card, because it would have been a lot more difficult to represent if you didn’t have it. I usually don’t talk to people without a card. Sorry I missed that information on your resume.”
He looked at her intensely. “You know, you can’t ignore working as an extra. A lot of famous actors got started that way.”
“Wait a minute,” Fifi interrupted Jerry. “Did you say extra?”
“Yes,” Jerry answered.
“I’m sorry, Jerry,” Fifi retorted, “but I’m only interested in starring roles, not being an extra or a character actress.”
“Look, Fifi,” Jerry said dryly, “at this stage of your career you need to be satisfied with any role you can get. You have very little experience in front of a camera. You can’t expect to be a star until you’ve done some bit parts. You need to look at every opportunity you can: extras, commercials, soaps, television or whatever. You need to contact every casting director in town and get to know them on a first-name basis. I will try to get you as many auditions as possible, but you need to try to get some yourself, too.”
His voice became stern. “Don’t expect to be a star, at least not right away. Like I’ve told you before, the competition in this business is unbelievable. Besides that, as I stated this morning, you need to take an acting class or two so you can improve on your script reading.”
Fifi listened to Jerry’s “sermon” while the Jukebox played “Love Shack” by the B52’s. She responded to it with contempt. “So, Jerry, it goes back to our conversation this morning; you still have doubts about my abilities as an actress just because I didn’t read that King Lear piece perfectly?”
“I didn’t say that. I feel you have tremendous potential, but you’re raw around the edges and still need some seasoning. You also need to keep your ego in check. I’m being realistic. It’s a very tough haul making it in this business. You better expect disappointment and rejection. Everyone in show
business, including me, has experienced rejection; you just have to learn to live with it.”
Fifi mouthed the ice in her empty shot glass. “OK, Jerry, I won’t cause a scene like I did this morning. I’ll be some nobody for a while. I’ll work as an extra, or in a commercial, or in some dumb soap opera, but I promise you I plan to be successful in a very short period of time. You’ll see.”
She looked at him, curious like. “By the way, you have to understand I have another job to make ends meet.”
“Yes,” Jerry responded. “We all need to eat and have shelter. You said you work as waitress on the evening shift, so it shouldn’t conflict with most of your auditions because those occur during the day.”
“I work from Tuesday through Saturday from four P.M. till midnight, so my mornings are free to do auditions.”
“Good,” Jerry said. “I know an excellent drama teacher who has performed numerous roles in movies, television, and the theatre. She’s been lauded by some outstanding names in Hollywood for her classes. Some well-known actors have taken her classes. You’ve heard of Sylvia Rutledge?”
“Oh God yes” Fifi replied. “Didn’t she make play a real tough District Attorney in L.A. Cops?”
“That’s it,” Jerry answered.
Fifi sniffed the air sleepily; the alcohol was starting to take affect. “Yeah, I’ve always liked her. She can be a real bitch at times, just like me.”
“Anyway,” Jerry continued. “This teacher’s name is Charlotte Evans. Her class is located in Studio City. She has an excellent class on method acting which focuses on improving your skills in memory, cold reading, and relaxation. She charges a very reasonable fee for classes that last about four months. She teaches one day a week in the morning or early afternoon, so that shouldn’t conflict with your work schedule. Anyway, you should contact her as soon as possible.”
He wrote down her name and number on a card and gave it to Fifi.
“All right,” Fifi stubbornly replied as she took the card. “I’ll take her classes, but I don’t see why I have to. Just because I wasn’t perfect doing that cold reading this morning doesn’t mean that I can’t act. I’ve already taken drama classes back in college.”
“Fifi,” Jerry responded testily. “You need to perfect your skills to the max in order to have any chance at being successful at an audition. I’m giving you a big opportunity because you’ve got fire and won’t say ‘No,’ but like I told you this morning, you need some polishing. Now, as your agent my job is not only to represent you, but also to give you advice. If you keep on fighting me on everything I tell you, I don’t know if this relationship can continue. So are you with me or not?”
Fifi just nodded her head quietly. “Yes.”
“Good,” Jerry answered with a smile. “Contact her as soon as you can.” He took several pieces of paper out of his valise.
“All right, let’s go over your contract. It’s basically a contract with the Actors Union and me. I will try to get you roles in both television and movies. My commission is ten percent of what you earn; that’s the standard rate in this business. You’ll notice that I’ve not asked for one cent from you for my services so far. I won’t till you start earning some money. Don’t go to anybody that does—they’re just sharks.”
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