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	1.

MISS COSMOS CONTEST

ROYAL ALEXANDRA

THEATRE

2.

packed house
tv cameras
tuxedos
evening gowns
inc.
rises
baggy pants
baggy eyes
suspenders
face lift
red hair
not his

opens an envelope 

“And the decision 

of our panel

of distinguished judges 

is…”

raises paper

before his

eyes

“the next Miss Cosmos 

is

Miss Japan.”

3.

tv cameras

pour into Miss Japan

mouth opens

a
gasp
tear


trickle

down her cheeks.

4.

backstage

dressing room
long stable
mirrors
stalls
girls changing
unbridled

out of their dreams

“if there’s a winner

there’s got to be a loser” 

Miss Israel smile

                    s

                    i

                    n

                    k

                    s

old women 

squires         to beauty 

disarm          the girls 

of their makeup

“he promised me 

I’d win,”

Miss Spain
cream

on her

utters

couple of girls weeping

                        into

each others eyes

another girl sits


sucking

on a Camel

cigarette

well
heel       ed

                            gentlemen

stock
the         room

with
flowers

                            teeth

dripping with smiles

“Tonight, tonight...” 

Miss Italy sings 

“I’m going to eat

myself

to death.”

5.

close up
mirror

Miss Canada frozen state


thaws
tongue
drips

“I am the most beautiful 

woman in the world, 

am I not...”

in the mirror a face


darkly

appears
”yes my dear…”
a voice

says

“you are the fairest 

of them all.” 

Miss Canada turns around 

and finds

no one there.

6.

outside

streets jammed pedestrians

taxis


limousines

a woman pregnant

a man roasting nuts

“We’ll never get a cab 

in this flood, Theresa.” 

Miss Canada to Miss Ireland 

“You’re not kidding Sandra.”

Miss Ireland
responds


and
checks.

7.

tall dark man appears

ad—
dresses

two ladies so politely 

as if his words wore 

purple robes 

“excuse me ladies, 
I couldn’t help but notice

your distress. 

my car is at your service 

if you’ll give me 

your address.”

the girls agree 

and in the limousine 

Theresa’s tongue 

stirs up a storm

while

Sandra stares at the stranger

· something fearful 

     being born.

8.

to the hotel from the car walking

the stranger suggests

a night cap

a last drink in the bar.

9.

two girls
dark stranger 

at a table

sipping

daiquiris
a scotch 

on the floor 

couples tango and waltz.

10.

“My name is Nicholas Arcissus,” 

the stranger explains

“Oh,” Theresa responds 

“the famous photographer. I’ve got all your books, pictures of young girls 

where innocence


has fled.”
Nicholas
smile s

creeps

across her face

hair        grey and slick 

hands     purple

and thin 

eyes  sharing  failing 

to be kind.

11.

Nicholas
Sandra

dancing slowly

Nicholas’s eyes dive

deep 

into              sleep

Sandra’s

tossing and turning

crying mutely  I’m drowning.

12.

elevator rising 

Theresa grins 

“Well you certainly 

made an impression 

on our Mr Arcissus.” 

Sandra turns stares

at her friend 

not being able to remember

a thing.

13.

THE NEXT DAY

through a warm rain

Sandra walks without


a raincoat

an umbrella

a squint
wakes in
an office

how did I get here she cries but her lips don’t move 

so no one replies

receptionist pushes a button
Sandra
into a second
room
a studio.

14.

in one corner 

an old woman dancing mopping the floor 

rags wrapped around her feet


dismissed

sings to Sandra

“Keep your name,

keep your looks.”

15.

Nicholas
Sandra

sitting on a couch 

“I always wanted to be 

the most

ad—
mired

woman in the world,” 

Sandra nods

“Just remember,” 

Nicholas warms up his face with a smile

“don’t ever stare
in
to
a

looking

glass

I’ll be your mirror.”

16.

MONTHS LATER

magazine

EYES

Sandra smiling

photo

HOLLY WOOD’S LATEST DARLING

17.

fashionable      restaurant

crowd              fans

fence                police

Sandra              Nicholas

diamonds          furs

smile                wave

exit from a

limousine

girl in plump 

glasses

“she’s so beautiful.” 

her friend               adds 

“I’d give my life    to

be her for               one

day.”

18.

Sandra
Nicholas

waiters surround

Nicholas sips on Napoleon


brandy

“I’ve never been 

so happy,”

Sandra

smiles

“That makes me happy my dear.’’

a waiter lights       Nicholas

                           ‘ cigar

“Are you dyeing your hair

Nicholas?

You look so young.”

Nicholas routs a cloud 

of smoke

 “Youth feeds on beauty.”

his darkness speaks.

19.

JOHNNY CARSON and THE TONIGHT SHOW

Sandra in a chair       a throne Johnny behind a desk

one hand
shaving
his brow
on Sandra’s left
two

other guests 

tongues tangled 

in their                      ties

“Its been quite a year for you,” Johnny smiles

“Yes it has, Johnny.

It’s been very exciting

and
rather tiring.”

“She’s so beautiful,”

one of the guests moans

“And I hear you’re making


a film,”

Johnny says 

swallowing 

a pencil              thermo-

the lead melts     meter

​

“Yes.

We’ve just finished

shooting
the final

scene.

Everyone was so kind. 

People are 

you know...        very kind.”

‘How could they help themselves,”

one of the other guests leers “Kindness is no virtue when it’s not volunteered.”

“And I hear 

you are betrothed.” 

Johnny says

“Yes,”

Sandra responds 

“to the man who makes everything happen 

for me.”

20.

A FEW WEEKS LATER

small white church 

blue fence           police

fans gathered to 

wish Sandra well

“To get this assignment,” 

One cop says 

chewing each word like gum “I had to pay Wilson 

fifty bucks and 

a bottle of Johnny Walker.”

“I can’t see,” 

cries a child 

on her father’s shoulders 

the father rises 

on his tip toes

“What’s going on here?” 

a passing motorist 

enquires

SANDRA

is the only response he

receives

21.

inside the church 

Nicholas

his shadow
the best man
wait
at the alter
Sandra
the bride
‘s maid
Theresa

standing at the front door

“Do I look alright?

I wish I could ask Nicholas.”

“You’ve never looked so beautiful.”

Theresa smiles

“I’ve got to see for myself. 

I’ll go check

in the little girl’s room.”

“Well, hurry honey.

Time is running out,”

Theresa says straightening out

Sandra’s veil.

22.

Sandra sits in front of 

the mirror

“I love you

Nicholas

I want to be beautiful 

only for

you.”

lines
appear

“Nicholas”

hair
turns grey

“What”

Sandra begins to stoop

breasts        sag

face     avalanche

veil    slips

off her head

dragging her hair behind

“Have”

teeth                     loosen

                             tumble over

and out

flesh                      swirls

into her

mouth                    drains

skin                        parches

“You”

23.

skeleton         sits

in a wedding dress

no flesh

no teeth

no eyes

just two puddles of darkness

round with horror.

THE END
	BARBARA HARRIS:. . . yes the film gave me the kind of exposure I needed to get my foot into Hollywood. But people talk about Mr Bremmer as if he were some kind of Svengali, some Dr Frankenstein and that I was only so much putty in his hands. God. Have you any idea how hard I worked. I slaved during production. Twelve hour days. . . To my mind there’s too much worship of film directors, treat​ing their films as shrines and the direc​tors as gods. To me they’re just glori​fied traffic cops and their films glorified peep shows. . . No, I am not bitter, just frank.. . I know, I have heard about those silly comments. I’m a trai​tor to my country because as soon as I received some acclaim I fled to Holly​wood. Rubbish. Canadians are just fond of attending funerals. They’re always mourning the loss of some​thing. If they want artists to stay in the country, they should pay some at​tention to them... All the way through the film Mr Bremmer talked. Talked and theorized about every​thing under the sun. A kind of desper​ation. I figured he’d been drinking...

SIR JOHN BIRD: Yes, that’s true. I can remember one evening after a very taxing day Sammy and I went out for a drink. A nightcap to unwind. He talked and talked as if he expected to be silenced at any moment. Like a lover declaring his love before it wanes… I think it had something to do with the conflict between romanticism and classicism. I’ve always seen it as ~ quarrel between the heart and the mind. But Sammy pushed it beyond this, talking about technology and mysticism and the advent of a new classicism. In fact, he said, it had al​ready started with the micro-chip. I re​call Sammy claiming that if we could transform, for example, a movie into a poem, we would begin to see the structure of the new classicism, its skeleton if you wish. Sammy had great hopes for this new classicism. A ren​aissance. A new beginning. For myself I’ve always seen optimism as the ab​sence of sanity. I prefer pessimism. Pessimism and order...

ROBERT DRAYTON: I was an ex​tra. I knew I wasn’t going to be the next James Dean. After a while I didn’t want to be. There’s more to life than these plastic dreams. I didn’t want to suffer a kind of artistic snow blindness. I want to see life without the fog, the constant need to analyze, interpret, understand, recreate. I want reality, life to be pointless, with​out ambition... I saw that Mr Brem​mer had turned the lens in upon him​self, had glorified the imagination, worshipped it. It’s all such madness reinventing the world in one’s own image...

SIR JOHN BIRD: I believe that most of us only come to full fruition if we participate in the acts of a great man...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I know that Robert and Barbara resent me. They’re very young and I think I’m a kind of scapegoat for their own per​sonal shortcomings and fears.

SAMUEL BREMMER: I created the film as a vehicle for Barbara. I knew it would make her a star. Critics have said that the film is jaded, a disillusion​ment with beauty, with ambition, with Barbara herself. I have even been accused of hating women. Maybe — or perhaps there is a desire in all of us to torture or destroy what we most cher​ish in life. I don’t know. It seems that the older I get, the less I understand myself, and the less there is to under​stand... Sometimes I feel as if life is a process of emptying oneself out...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I wish I could have loved every woman as well as I have loved film.

ROBERT DRAYTON: ... For exam​ple, one day Mr Bremmer said to me that this universe might be the dream of a god, a mere celestial fantasy, a movie the god was making for the entertainment of his friends... Is there to be no end to this curiosity? Why not leave life as it is? Searching for an answer is an escape from reality. Why do we need these dreams, these ambitions? They just taunt us and in the end, fail us.

ROBERT DRAYTON: Mr Bremmer saw all of us in the company as ex​tensions of his personality. I was his rebelliousness. Barbara his ambition. Maurice his violence. Lesja his tender​ness. Sir John his coldness. Anthony his mediocrity. Told me that when he died we’d all just blow away like dan​delion seeds...

SAMUEL BREMMER: Movies are the voice of the sewing machine, the laugh of the furnace, the eyes of the air conditioner — in short, the expression of the machine. Technology has a dis​persed consciousness... technology advanced leads to magic… wrong to see technology as some giant rampaging monster. What it really is, is our accumulated inventiveness. It is the chest we store our dreams in. I think we resent it because we perceive it as
the cold sinister weapon of the group.
We feel alienated from it... Technology is the evolution of the earth itself,
a process in which the planet attempts
to relate to us. Through movies. Tele​vision. Even the lead pencil...What has all of this to do with Mirror… Mirror..? The film is about supernatural power, the force of spirit. In the tradition of the west, matter and the spirit have been perceived as rivals, or one or the other has been viewed as folly depending on whether you’re
materialist or an idealist. To me,
spirit is the natural evolution of matter. As if matter, in the form
of technology, were a cocoon for spirit. .

SAMUEL BREMMER: I believe in surrealism, the collage of accidents, the miracle of the ordinary creating strangeness—beauty...

BARBARA HARRIS: Yes I believe that. Women are manipulated by men. All of their lives ..they’re molded into some male fantasy. Success as a wo​man means becoming what men expect of you. Failure means finding yourself, who you really are. That’s when they label you bitch, lesbian, cow. To make it as a woman in a man’s world you have to have all your wits about you. You have to be cunning. Don’t trust anyone, especially yourself...

BARBARA HARRIS: I think the attraction of the film is that people love to see a beautiful woman dis​robed...

MAURICE DUBOIS: ... went to a wedding with Sam and his wife. An Italian wedding. Lots of food and wine. Some couple named Genova. Second marriage for both bride and groom. They’d both been previously married to each other. Never saw Sam so happy. Talked and talked about the bride and groom whom he’d known for over thirty years. He was at their first wedding. Took place in a park. After the church service Sam’s wife had to return home. One of their kids had a cold. Sam and I went on to the recep​tion in a hockey arena up in north To​ronto. We got pretty drunk. Danced with every pretty girl there, even got an old lady in her eighties to take a little spin. I don’t know how anyone can say that Sam doesn’t love life. We drank into the early morning. Sam told me how his father died. Suddenly. A stroke. In his sleep. He’d never told his father he loved him. It seemed to weigh on Sam’s conscience. He suf​fered for it. And then he said to me (by this time neither one of us was able to stand) he told me that all of his work was an attempt to right this omis​sion — which it took him several at​tempts to say, the word omission com​ing out each time as something like, I miss him. When we decided to call it a day we called for a cab. Neither one of us was i~i any condition to drive. I don’t remember much after that. Ex​cept that the next morning we both woke up on the living room floor. It wasn’t my apartment and it wasn’t Sam’s house. I looked at Sam and Sam stared back at me and we both snuck out of there before we were detected…

Sandra




PAGE  
2

