
Received from Michael a.k.a. Laurence (Law)

02/11/04
Subject: The Car Bar

Dear “Marky”,

Excellent. Love the details. I'm hooked already. Well done!

Keep those scenes coming. Have no suggestions. Like it just as it is.

God Bless,

Your Brother

02/11/04
Subject: Fill in the blanks

Dear "Marky,"

I favor Princeton but I'm no longer sure if it's co-ed.....oh, I know.....Yale, yes Yale.
It has a well-known theater program and Meryl Streep spent a bit of time there and
also a bit of time at Dartmouth. I prefer Yale. Nothing like William Buckley Jr.
snobbery.

I don't think they offer a RHODES in theater so it'll have to be the Fulbright. Or
perhaps no scholarship at all.

The school was LAMDA. We might try the London Central School of Speech. Laurence
Olivier went there.

The graduating spread of three years is perfect. I was a senior when I performed
Lear. I'd already thought that through. Very important details

02/11/04
Subject: Fill in the blanks

Dear “Marky”,

Loved your reply to Poppy Joe. He'll love it.

The script is blazing right along. Your all-seeing author's point of view opens up the
possibilities. You can see Joanne and Townsend without John really being there. We
can explore Law's life more freely, as well.

Keep moving, Marky, don't drop the momentum. We need a full, rough draft first.
Then we'll fill in more details.

God Bless, Law



02/19/04
Subject: Introductions

Dear Marky,

Laurence is definitely in his own world. If we start in the "lew," I'll ponder a ballet I
can put him through, such as: unable to zip his zipper, he gives up, peers in the
mirror at himself, says to his reflection, "I've seen worse," then, after summoning up
his courage, he walks to the exit, remembers the open zipper, pauses in
bewilderment, then furtively wraps the jacket round his hips in a bit of a crouch, as
someone walks into the bathroom. The old, tweed suit jacket just makes it. He
smiles at the stranger, tries to appear in control. He then enters the reunion party,
as upright as he can and moves with as much nonchalance as he can muster to his
table. Only David is there.

David, who's bewildered by the "walk," asks, "Whadya do, pee yer pants?"

Laurence replies in dismay, "No, I can't close my zipper."

David, perplexed, looks around the room to see if anyone is looking. He leans over to
try and help and Laurence slaps his wrist.

"I’ll do it!" snaps Laurence.

David rolls his eyes, or glazes them over, or pretends to be distracted by something
else. David will need a raft of different avoidance techniques with Laurence. Having
known the space cadet for about two years, he's well trained.

Whatever happens after that will include Laurence's failing efforts to close his zipper
while carrying on a conversation he really isn't interested in.

If you maintain the brief experience Laurence and Marky had, their not having really
performed the KING LEAR together before audiences, then Laurence's hello will be
considerably less warm. It would be the faintest of his memories.

That's an entrance, I think.

God Bless,

Michael

02/19/04
Subject: Sending your way

Wyatt,

I eagerly await the growing creation.

Love,

Your Brother In Christ.

P.S. Ebert and Roeper gave THE PASSION OF THE CHRIST a hit review, two thumbs
up. There are God's angels in the most unexpected places.



02/23/04
Subject: Scenes 31 – 33

Wyatt,

I eagerly await the growing creation.

Love,

Your Brother In Christ.

P.S. Ebert and Roeper gave THE PASSION OF THE CHRIST a hit review, two thumbs
up. There are God's angels in the most unexpected places.

02/24/04
Subject: Glimpses of Eternity

Dear Wyatt,

I can't even download the attachment.

In addition, the King Lear addresses you gave me won't open up......so.....ah, well,
adversity strengthens our commitment. We'll find a way.

God Bless,

Michael

02/24/04
Subject: Ideas

Dear Wyatt,

Cinema is visual and brevity is the soul of wit. With those two things in mind, we
must still remember that there are a few exceptions such as Pulp Fiction. The piece
was filled with arias, mainly by Samuel Jackson. He said them, however, on the
move, in walking shots with Travolta or in the middle of a very threatening situation,
breakfasting in a diner that contained the Bonny and Clyde of the movie. The
dramatic and visual sense was never lost. Let's not discount arias but a strongly
running story must still be beneath them all.

Darren and I are collecting little bits and pieces of tomfoolery over the card table. If
you're not offended, a few fart jokes might waft up.

As for us, the through line in the relationship might depend mainly upon the order of
excerpts we take from KING LEAR.

I love the "ghost of Lear" beginning. It's foreboding. If, by then, we can both
personalize our deliveries, meaning Marky and Law are talking as much about
themselves as they are remembering characters in a play, all well and good.

A bit of hammering at Law as a has-been might be in order. He, as I am, is a ghost
of himself, an exiled, small king of acting in the wilds of B.C.



I would very much like to include Lear's last speech to Cordelia, which includes the
line "...as if we were God's spies."

The "then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill" line of course. Perhaps when Markey and Law are
both drunk, reminiscing. To take a page out of my own life, I might just get beaten
up by a quartet of thugs in the bar who don't take kindly to a drunk spouting
Shakespeare. It may very well land Law in the hospital.

We can take it that far.

When I first looked in a mirror and saw what they'd done to me, I had the strange
felling that, for the first time, I was staring at, not my body, but my soul. It had
been untouched. A glimpse of eternity.

God Bless,

Your Brother in Christ

02/25/04
Subject: The Mustard Seed

Dear Marky,

Out of "mustard seeds," Red weeds can rise.......with, of course, faith. So let's try,
God willing, to move at least large hills, if not mountains.

Your Brother in Christ,

Law

02/26/04
Subject: Alls Well That…

Dear Marky,

Well done. I have both access to Shakespeare and our script on a floppy.

God Bless,

Law

Sent from Wyatt a.k.a. John Mark(Marky)

02/02/2004
Subject: Bud and John Mark

Dear Matthew Luke,

“Bud”, what will be following was written several weeks past before your ideas
regarding BUD & JOHN MARK the polyphrenic. It could possibly be used as ‘back
story’ for our polyphrenic friend, or at least one of his personalities. It could also be
changed to dialogue, taking place in a psychiatric ward during an interview by a
shrink & our polyphrenic. This could be the result of a “so-called” intervention by his,
once again so-called “concerned parents”. This also could possibly be the place
where he meets BUD, maybe in ‘group’, where upon they hatch a plan for their



escape. They discover during their ‘incarceration’ their ‘marching orders’, which sets
them on a crusade, a mission of sorts and it cannot be accomplished separately by
themselves.

The Mission?
Why do they need each other to accomplish this Mission?
Why is Bud in the hospital?
Maybe Bud is not in the hospital?
Where does John Mark meet Bud?

I will be sending you two posts entitled “Themes & Sketches” & “Themes & Sketches
II”. Feeling a little insecure about now...ah well, here goes.

Best,
John Mark

02/02/2004
Subject: Themes & Sketches

My Dearest Matthew Luke,

Life to him feels like ‘a long goodbye’, with every new memory gradually fading with
time, and old memories locked away gathering dust, lost in his empty mind. He can
never turn back the clock of regrets...his regrets. “Prisoner, how do you plead to the
charge of a wasted life?” “Guilty, guilty as charged Mr. Prosecutor.” How could he
have been so misguided?

Children have the utmost power to believe; maybe that’s why, why he believed what
he was told. You do know he’s a child don’t you Matthew Luke? Children believe what
adults tell them, what their parents tell them, and, so did he, sadly, he received no
guidance. So, he just took what they told him at face value and waited, and waited,
and waited, waiting the better part of a lifetime, poor pathetic misguided soul. His
rationale, they said it, so, it will happen. What a fool, what a big big fool!

So you see Matthew Luke, he had to leave, how else could he live with his pain, his
regret, his shame and humiliation, it’s the only thing that really made sense. It’s so
very elementary in its simplicity, I mean a child could understand it, JUST
DISAPPEAR!

Dearest Matthew Luke, you are always with me, in my thoughts, my prayers, and in
my heart. I am a very blessed, not many men have had the love of another man and
loved another man, its rare beyond compare, like trust, it is to be valued and
protected. Good Ol’ Walt knew of that kind of love, written with such depth of love in
his poetry, and expressed in his loving hands as he reached out to the wounded and
dying soldiers of the Civil War.

I must close; I’m tired and exhausted from the day. Good Night.

Friend & Brother,

Marca De Juan

02/02/2004
Subject: Themes & Sketches II

Dear Matthew Luke,



He was never free, not for a single moment from the growing monstrosity within his
fragile and increasingly fragmented psyche, the recurring diabolical tides of
encroachment gaining ground with each passing day, soon becoming years. These
mean little imps were heard to say, “Now what are you going to do today, this week,
and this month?” “Look at your life you pathetic wannabe piece of shit, you can’t
even look after your wife, let alone yourself!” And still more taunting, “Look at all
those wasted years, you’ll never get them back!” No longer able to bear this burden,
and no one with whom to share, retreat seemed the only option. The enemy, skillful
and cunning, had won the battle; all that remained was his shame and cowardice,
defeated and now without hope, it seemed a disappearance was now in order. He
would run away and dream a new dream; it would be his hope to find someone or
something which would restore his life again. He wanted to be happy and laugh
again; just a simple life full of joy and purpose was his immense longing. He wanted
to leave the pain behind, his pain and the pain he had caused others, there just
seemed to be no other recourse.

The reasons for his disappearance cannot adequately be told, how one begins to
explain sadness, disillusionment and loss of hope, hope in particular is a gift only had
by the rare men and women of poetry. He had always believed one day things would
change. Often he was heard asking his dear wife, “Honey, do think things will change
for the better?” Each day over the long years became a waking nightmare, a living
purgatory, a vice-like predicament in which there was no escape other than to
disappear. Part of his persona, his psyche had to become detached, like some
dismembered limb, this part had over the years become diseased, slowly festering
into a puss filled tortured existence resulting in a gangrenous personality which
needed amputation, if not, then the whole man would be destroyed. He could not
would not allow this to happen.

Dr. Luke, as a physician you alone would know of the dangers of which I just
described. Once gangrene has ravaged the limb, drugs are useless and the scalpel
must do its gory work of butchery, a necessary procedure to save a life. The
metaphor of disappearance is not all that bad me thinks, and maybe, just maybe,
there’s an outside chance of redemption, cleverly disguised though it may be.
Disguise is a large part of drama; it’s full of eventual surprises, in fact, if I may be so
bold as to say, our Divine Dramatist excels in disguise, an example being “the
burning bush et al”. He seems to take great delight in disguising His purposes, in
‘silver linings’ so to speak. I wonder, what do you think Doctor Luke, is there a silver
lining in all of this? Do you think things will change for the better?

Your friend, your brother,

John Mark


