7/12/06

Dear Mr. Butler,


I told myself I wouldn't write you again but there were some things that I wanted to say to you and I didn't really get a chance.  I had a few comments about your Q&A, if you don't mind.  First of all, I love how you corrected the fan that asked you about the four hour make-up process.  When you said it was five hours and the first two times was nine hours I was laughing and thinking, "Poor Gerry."  I was laughing because you had to make sure that everyone knew what you went through for their entertainment.  You couldn't change what you went through, but you could make sure we knew.  I was even more amazed that you really did not look that bad, you looked like you had been badly burned as a child.  Kinda put the whole Devil's child thing in a different light.


What exactly did you mean when you said you like to "take the roles.  Between Phantom, Dracula, Beowulf..."?  I think that is what you said.  The one joke you told and I didn't get it.  I think you are adorable, if I can be so bold, so I was laughing at a lot of what you said.  But, ironically, the one joke you made, I didn't get.


At first, when you mentioned that Phantom loved Christine because he could identify with her pain, that he wanted to father her and swaddle her, but it turned into an obsession, I took offense.  I realize that that was because I was confusing obsession with possession.  Similarly, I took exception to Raoul's line to Madame Giry, "Clearly, genius has turned to madness."  Phantom was not possessive or mad he was simply a man in love.  Because of his unique nature, he could only love once and completely.  No one but Christine would do, no one else could get inside his impenetrable, self-imposed walls.  They protected her as well as him.


Chronologically, Phantom and Christine were 17 years apart, a relationship built on impossibilities.  In reality, Phantom's maturity level was closer to Christine's, so, in actuality they were probably only 3 to 4 years apart.  Phantom saw Christine's beauty and felt inferior because of what he saw in the mirror.  But, like Christine's line at the end of the movie, "This face holds no horror for me now.  It’s in your soul that the true distortion lies."  Phantom's face was only a physical manifestation of what was inside.  If Phantom only trusted himself and took time to talk to Christine, no deception, no pageantry, then Raoul wouldn't have stood a chance.  If Phantom was truly able to see himself, he would not have thought he was so grotesque.  In fact, I thought it was incredible fortunate that Schumacher and Webber were able to cast you.  Besides your unique understanding of Phantom you are an incredible beautiful man.  Most men do not fit that description, but you do.  I could say you were sexy and hot like most of your fans, and I would not be lying, but they underestimate you.  You have an angelic quality about you inside and out.  Your inner beauty shines forth and only slightly outweighs your outer appearance.  Even after hours of makeup and prosthetics/appliances, Phantom still looked incredible.  If he had a true idea of how unique and amazing he was, he could have led a normal life.  But, he did not love himself because he did not know himself.  Only through the lives of others could he see himself.  Other people can be mirrors, letting you see parts of yourself in a whole new light.  They say if something annoys you about someone else, it usually means that that is something you don't like about yourself.  (Don't ask me who "they" are, I don't know.  The collective unconscious or something like that.  I know “they" sure do get quoted a lot.)


On the other hand, the very things that annoy us about ourselves are the very things others love about us.  I think it was Eleanor Roosevelt that said, "No one can insult you unless you let them."  She is a very smart woman.  Everything has a duality, an irony, a twist.  Everything can be looked at more than one way.  A problem of mine is that I see too many possibilities.  There is a very special person in my life.  He keeps me grounded, rooted to the physical.  He is my anchor, my lifeline in so many ways.  To say he is the love of my life is an understatement; he is my life, dreams, hopes and desires.  Men like him aren't supposed to exist, perfect.  I know, no one is perfect, but he is perfect to me.  Perfect in his imperfections.  Every little flaw and failing is actually an attribute, a gift.  I am so very blessed for what we already had, and in a way, I feel selfish for wanting more, but, after all, I am only human.                                          
I noticed, in a typed transcript of one of your talk show appearances, that you have good friends.  The host asked you how you pronounced your name, I have to admit, I wonder that myself.  You responded that Gerard is what you go by professionally, but your friends and family call you Gerry.  (That's why I address you as Mr. Butler.  I don't qualify as a friend or family member.  Not unless you gave me that privilege.)  I gave you my self-imposed nickname because I believe from the roles you play, to the information I have found out about you, that we could be good friends if we ever met face to face.  Maybe that's hopeful thinking, but I really do believe that.  Then, when you saw your friends, they were all like, "Hello, Gerard."  And you said, "I didn't say that."  Good friends know who you are, but like you anyway.  Yes, that's another "they" quote.  I'm going to have to make it my mission to quell the conspiring.  "They" simply have too much power. ; P

I used to go by Susanne (Sue-zan), but there are a lot of bad memories related to that one so I choose to go by my first.  Then, funnily enough, I started to have the same problem as you, people started saying it wrong, or spelling it wrong.  I have been called Kathleen, Kath-e-rine, but my all time least favorite is Kathy.  The "e" in the middle is silent so it is pronounced Kathrine.  I have to admit that when I first saw your name, I thought it was Gerald.  I told myself that that did not sound right, you are not a Gerald.  I like your middle name, James.  It is regal and classic, a lot like you.  I have to wonder if you didn't once use that name.


The one question and answer that impressed me the most was the last one.  I think it went something like this:


Mr. Butler,



I want to thank you for taking time out of your busy schedule to answer these questions.  It shows how 
wonderful a person you are.



Do you have any advice for aspiring actors and actresses?


I know why you included this question.  It was a genuine compliment and question.  Someone actually cared what you thought.  I do, of course.  My first letter is evidence of that as well as this one, though I have to wonder if I might be overdoing it with this letter.  I would really like the opportunity to tell you face to face what I think of your work and the incredible person you are.  But I am better at letter writing, so why not do it this way?


Your response to this question impressed me greatly.  When everyone was telling you Happy Birthday, you didn't say anything.  I thought, at first, that you were being a little rude.


A lot of your so-called fans seem to see you as a puppet or a dancing bear, only on this earth for their amusement.  They don't take the time to actually find out who you are.  The person you are is more remarkable than what anyone sees.  They only see parts, not the whole.  So, if you had said thank you to the birthday greetings, they would not have really appreciated it.  Like once, you kissed a fan.  I don't know if it was the bent over double one, but the fan put it on a website I went to in my research, DeviantArt.com, or something like that.  When I saw their reactions; "Wow, I hate you," and, "Orgasm," I was thinking three things:



1 You must be lonely.



2 They treat you like a puppet or a dancing bear.



3 If you kissed me, I would take that to my grave.  Of course, one kiss wouldn't be enough, but that's me.


When I was first doing research on you, I thought you were too good to be true so I was trying to debunk you, but everything I found out just made you more and more incredible.  I'm not sure if anyone ever told you, but there is simply no way that if someone really got to know you they couldn't help but care about you.  Here I am, so many miles away and I do.  For such a private person your life is out there for anyone willing to do a little work.  Of course, unfortunately or fortunately, depending on how you look at it, there aren't many people like me in the world.  People who don't judge by appearances, who choose to give people the benefit of the doubt.  I have been disappointed more often than not, but you are a rare exception.  I am truly glad you exist, Gerry Butler, no matter what.  You truly are a prince among men, a rare jewel.  Like in Aladdin, a diamond in the rough.  You may have had humble beginnings, but you took what you had and what you received from others and soared.  I am very proud of the actor and man that you are.  I don't know if that means anything, that I am proud of you and would consider it an honor and a privilege to be able to call you a friend, but I wanted you to know, never the less.


Your advice was remarkable in that it was universal.  Don't be bitchy or actory; just give yourself to the role.  That can be applied to anything:  a job, relationship, parenthood, etc.  You are an incredibly intelligent man, and very wise.  I can tell this came about through life and hard work.  No one has ever given you anything; you had to bust your behind to get everything that you have.  I admire and respect hard work.


Most of my life, I have had money, but not love, at least not that I could experience.  A lot has changed in the last few months.  My father is 63 and sober for the first time in, oh, 40 years.  About 6 months ago he fell, we don't know why, but he hurt his arm badly and they needed to do surgery.  Because he had been drinking so long, they had to detox him and the surgery was successful.  He hasn't drunk anything since.  I am planning on going up there to see them, maybe try to heal wounds, and try to reconnect.


I am really proud of him and you for this decision.  I know that you didn't drink as long as he and it was quite possible that it was for the same reason.  But, when it came down to it, you both made the same choice.  You both drank because of depression; his became worse after he lost his wife whom he loved dearly.  You must have suffered a loss as well, but I am hoping it is not permanent like his.  Alcohol is a depressant, so it actually made everything worse.  His pain may have been greater, in a way, but he didn't ask for it and the amount of pain endured is not something to be proud of.  The choice you make is.  This proved to me that I could trust and befriend you even more.  Only when we go through obstacles and problems, overcome them and look back on them can we truly appreciate them.  I know you would never drink again and probably not my father, either.  Anytime you are tempted, you can look back and remember the pain and memories, and move forward not back.


Of course, neither of you did it completely on your own, you both needed a spark.  You had dug yourselves so deep into the pits of despair that you couldn't see your way out.  Daddy fell and the physician at the hospital made him do it, took the choice from him because he couldn't do it himself.  You had Tonya.  Sometimes people give us something, but it’s not really from them.  When you got that ring, it meant far more than just what she meant by it.  It’s a symbol, giving you hope and courage.  It allows you to step back and reevaluate things.  I hope you never get rid of it or her.  I believe she is a lot like you, which means, of course, that I am going to like her.  I would really like to meet her, I think we could become friends, I just don't know if she would agree.  But that's just my opinion.


I really wish I didn't have to go it alone, but I really don't have an option.  I'm not letting my kids go up there until I know they will be safe.  My ex is out of the picture, so I have to go it alone.  I was hoping there would be another, but right now that doesn't seem probable.  I've known him a long time and I thought he had come back to me at one point, but, if he did, he left.  I don't remember much because of a head injury when I was 13.  My memory has been messed up since.  Some things have come back to me and I know what we had was incredible.  I miss him a great deal, but the ball is in his court.  They say that if you love something, let it go.  If it returns to you, than it’s yours.  If not, than it was never yours to begin with.  He let me go once and I came back.  Then I let him go and now I am hoping and praying that he comes back to me.  He might think that I don't need him because I have always done for myself, but he would be wrong.  I know that he is a necessary part of my existence.  Everyday is a little easier to go through because he exists.  He is my reason to keep going, loving him is like breathing.  Everyday I wake, hoping this is the day that he will come back.  At night, when I go to bed alone, and disappointed, I say a prayer for him and hope that tomorrow will be the day.  There has never been anyone else and there will never be anyone else or could be.  He completes me, make me whole.  Without him, there is always something missing.  Only with him could I ever truly reach my full and complete potential.


Even though, when I couldn't remember, went out with others, I never felt anything.  My ex-husband, I don't like calling him that because, he never really was my husband, not in my heart or mind, only on paper.  Even though he was so much like my beloved that I thought I was in love with him, I only married him because we had a child.  I gave him chance after chance, even when he screwed up royally because I was confusing him unconsciously for my real husband.  The only man who ever had any right to that title.  But, ironically, I am glad I married my ex because it is a testament to how much I loved my true husband.  Even though I didn't remember him, unconsciously I did.  My marrying him proves to my beloved and myself that I would have loved and married him if I found him differently than it happened.  How we met was magical, truly an act of God, but it would have happened anyway, he just gave us a little help.


Even if he no longer wants me, now that I know, there could never be anyone else.  I will always be alone; I have always known that so I can deal with it, but it is harder now because I know what I need actually exists.  No other could ever do.  I know that one day we will meet at the pearly gates and never be separated again.  This is worth living for.  Good things come to those who wait and he is the best.


We were together 10 years and separated 14.  So, if he allows us to get back together, it would be 24 years, one shy of 25.  That's pretty impressive to say for a couple of 30 year olds.  This is a true love story, a love that covers a lifetime and on until eternity.  But the choice is his, and choice is truly the only power a human has.


We need each other.  We need someone to tell us how wonderful we are and exactly what it is that makes us unique.  We need someone to believe in us when we don't believe in ourselves.  We need someone to help us not go to far, allow others to take advantage.  Someone to love us, share our pain and sorrows, our happiness and joy.  Someone to be there in good times and bad, to be a comfort and a source of strength.  We all need a mirror, someone who reminds us everyday just who we are because they are there for us.  Someone whose happiness means more than our own.  Someone to talk to, to listen, give and take, and everything in between.  Everyone needs this and when you find it, you need to know and remember just how truly blessed we are, and hold onto it with everything we have, never let it go.  The seas may get rough and the sky cloudy, but never stop fighting.


The strength and completeness of my love scares me, but what scares me more is to imagine my life without him.  I would lay down my life for him.  I won't say gladly because that would mean our time together would be shortened, but if they kill him, part of me would die, so they might as well finish the job.


I heard a quote once, "Anytime not spent on love is a waste."  I couldn't agree more.

                                                                                                   All my hopes and dreams,

                                                                                                               Kat - meooow

