
A CURIOUS TRICK: February 2025 
 
Last night I was reading Wilfrid Sheed’s book about songwriters, The House That George Built, which opened with 
a line that was memorable for its honesty: What follows is a labor of love, not a work of scholarship, which means 
that I have been researching it for most of my life without knowing it….  
 
Lynn and I have just returned from Berlin—the Berlin film festival—where, on Tuesday, February 18, at 7 PM, we 
saw the world premiere of Richard Linklater’s Blue Moon. It’s a film I wrote, and while sitting in that 1,600-seat 
theater, watching the film play (with German subtitles!) I kept thinking, to paraphrase Sheed, that I’d been working 
on this story for most of my life. It’s ostensibly about one bittersweet night in the life of lyricist Lorenz Hart—and, 
watching the film in the dark, it struck me that the film was probably as much about me as it was about him. Still, it 
was nothing short of astounding to hear the audience applaud as the film ended—and to join in their standing ovation 
for Ethan Hawke, Margaret Qualley, Andrew Scott, and director Richard Linklater—who marched to the stage to 
acknowledge the applause. At that point, Linklater took the microphone and said, “Robert Kaplow, the writer, should 
be up here, too.”  
 
I felt shy about getting up. I was sitting next to Linklater’s agent, Beth Swofford, who told me I had to. I rose from 
my seat; the crowd clapped; I walked down the aisle and found the steps to the stage. Lynn, in row 17, managed to 
get a photograph of this surreal moment. 
 
We’d arrived in Berlin only the day before, landing in this strange new city at about eight in the morning, speeding 
off in a taxi towards an address listed as Weinmeisterstrasse 1. We might as well have been heading towards the moon. 
The city was covered in snow—flat-blocks, construction sites, political posters for Annika Klose, and spray-painted 
graffiti defacing the bottom of every building we passed. It looked like New York in the 1980s—rappers’ tags in 
purple and red paint; FUCK HAMAS and FREE PALESTINE everywhere. Luckily, vestiges of the old Berlin still 
existed, including impressive churches that looked like historical photographs set among a string of Holiday Inns. 
 
Our charmless hotel, Casa Camper Berlin, had no record we were arriving—and I finally had to dig out a copy of my 
confirmation email before they would acknowledge their mistake. I explained to the woman at the desk (who looked 
as if she were 19 years old and constructed entirely from plastic): “Look, we’ve been on a plane for the last 10 hours. 
Now give me the room I’ve paid for or I’m going on the internet and giving this place the worst review in the history 
of American commerce.” The manager intervened, and gave us room 67—cold, smelling of carpet cleaner, walls 
painted red—but an amazing view of the city from the sixth floor. 
 
Sony Pictures Classics, which was producing Blue Moon, organized a dinner that night at an Italian restaurant (Sale e 
Tabacchi) near Checkpoint Charlie (which still exists: a telephone-booth-sized enclosure behind the long, striped 
mechanical gate. You couldn’t help but think of The Spy Who Came in from the Cold.) The dinner, with Linklater, 
Hawke, the producers, and the festival organizers, was loud and spirited. At one point I was sitting, eating my 
tagliatelle Bolognese, and behind me stood the president of Sony Pictures Classics, with his hand on my shoulder, 
calling me “the maven,” and telling me that Blue Moon was one of the best screenplays he’d ever read; I looked at 
Lynn with astonishment. He also added that he’d checked every single historical reference and was amazed that I’d 
gotten them all right. Concerning the film’s future he said, “We’re going to have some major surprises.” He smiled. I 
didn’t ask what the surprises were. 
 
Lynn’s daughter Rebecca lives in Berlin—and the next night, Tuesday, I was able to get her and her husband Igor into 
the world premiere. We skirted the red carpet outside the Berlin Palast. They sat a few rows behind us (row 27) in the 



theater. On the screen we watched a live broadcast of the red carpet outside: the flash photos, the selfies with Ethan 
Hawke in his loud plaid show-business suit—looking like a hipster version of professor Harold Hill. 
 
Immediately after the movie we were steered out the back door to a waiting line of taxis whose purpose was to shuttle 
us to the Fotografiska Bar Veronika for the after-party. As soon as were got into the taxi, the phones came out, and 
the producer Mike Blizzard was reading the reviews. They were remarkably positive—including a long, unqualified 
rave from The Hollywood Reporter: detailed, thoughtful, and clearly written many hours before. 
 
The small crowded bar was on the fifth floor of the Fotografiska. A framed sign outside the bar read Blue Moon Sony 
Pictures with an arrow pointing to the door. I made a mental note to try to steal the sign when we left. 
 
Champagne. Congratulations. Music. White wine. A passing parade of food on silver trays. Rebecca introduced herself 
to Ethan Hawke who stood up and hugged her. She wanted Andrew Scott’s autograph for her daughter Taylor (who 
loved Scott as professor Moriarty in Sherlock), and he was gracious enough to sign a preview ticket. Lynn talked to 
the producer’s wife about writing, and asked Linklater’s wife about their farm in Austin, Texas. 
 
As we left the party, I tried (silently, desperately) to pilfer the Blue Moon sign, but it was tightly bolted into the frame. 
Some guy from Sony saw me. “I wrote the movie,” I explained. “I was hoping to get the sign as a souvenir?” He 
nodded and found me another one I could keep. 
 
The next afternoon (our only day without some obligation), Igor and Rebecca took us sightseeing in the old sections 
of Berlin. It was 16 degrees outside so we did most of our observing from the car. But at one point we stood in a park, 
and Rebecca took a photo of Lynn and I posing with my Blue Moon sign.  
 
That 4x6 photo now sits on my kitchen table—framed next to another Lynn took at the premiere. I look at those 
pictures now—safely back in Metuchen—eating my Chobani coconut yogurt, my steel-cut oatmeal, my half banana, 
and I think how strange, rare, and wonderful that a story I’d deeply imagined so many years ago actually took physical 
form and entered the world. I thought of the lines John Updike once wrote in his story “Leaves” about capturing the 
bluebird outside his window in the net of his words: Now he is gone. And yet, there, a few lines above, he still is, 
“astraddle,” his rump “dingy,” his head “alertly frozen.” A curious trick, possibly useless, but mine. 
 
With Blue Moon, I think I finally understood what he meant. 


