
A GOOD FRIDAY 

 

The 17th of the month always has an irrationally lucky feel to it—as does, perhaps, the the 29th which is today—the 

streets clogged with police cars and spinning blue lights for the yearly Blue Mass at the cathedral. Two policemen 

with extremely shiny shoes and crisply-pressed uniforms passed me as I walked Nellie this morning.  “Good morning, 

sir,” said one. “Good morning, boss,” said the other. 

 

The film I wrote, Blue Moon, opened in New York and Los Angeles on October 17—and though I had already read 

three complimentary reviews online from The New York Times, The New York Post, and The Wall Street Journal, I 

walked downtown to Metuchen News to try and buy physical copies of the newspapers. 

 

The day was sunny and cold; it was early enough that nearly everyone I passed was carrying a coffee cup or a bagel. 

The PSE&G workers were stringing electrical cables to the new construction site which stood where the fortune teller 

had kept shop for decades. The multiple electric meters on the building’s side were open, unlocked, ready for 

activation. The used bookstore was already open—a hardback copy of The Pythons in the window ($15).  

 

As I entered the Metuchen News store, an electronic voice announced, “Front.” An athletic-looking man of about my 

age was buying some papers ahead of me. As he saw me he said, “It’s you!” I recognized Constantine, the owner of 

The Metuchen Inn. Since Lynn and I practically live across the street from the inn, we eat there about once a week. 

(It’s also one of the few restaurants open on a Monday). I had never seen Constantine outside of the dining room of 

the restaurant. He had known about Blue Moon for many months, and he was enthusiastic about it. He was a man who 

loved to talk—and he and Lynn were voluble conversationalists about the islands of Greece—many of which Lynn 

had visited. He liked to kiss her on both cheeks. 

 

“The movie finally came out!” I announced. I lay down my New York Times on the overly-crowded counter and 

opened to the Arts section. “Look.” The headline to Alissa Wilkinson’s review read: Standing Alone, Without a Love 

of His Own. “It’s a rave.” 

 

“No!” 

 

“She really liked it. And there’s an even better one—if I can find it, in The Wall Street Journal.” 

 

Constantine turned to the woman behind the counter, “I don’t know if you realize this, but this is a very famous writer.” 

 

The counterwoman wasn’t particularly impressed by this news and instead reprimanded us for obliterating the entire 

front counter with sections of the newspaper which were falling on the floor. 

 

“It’s in The Wall Street Journal somewhere,” I said, rifling through 

 

Constantine had the second half of the paper; I had the first half. Neither of us could find it. I located the index—arts 

on page A10. And there, after the business section, but before the editorial page was the review entitled A Barbed 

Broadway Lament. The final line of the review read: It’s the finest Broadway movie since “All That Jazz.” 

 

“I have to buy one!” announced Constantine as he read over my shoulder. 

 

We each left Metuchen News with stacks of newspapers—amid the merry sunshine and the constructions lights 

flashing. I called Lynn on my cell-phone. “You’re never going to guess who I just met in Metuchen News.” 

 

Remember this moment, I thought. My chest was banging with happiness like some demented drum solo. 

 

Later that afternoon we went to the house of our deceased dear friend Jean Bray and her husband on Woodbridge 

Avenue. The house is empty now. A possible buyer in California had asked me to take some photos of the existing 

furnishings. Lynn was taking the photos. But feeling too much like a grave robber, I retreated to the front porch to sit 

on the black metal recliner. 

 



Jean’s ghost sat right next to me. Jean’s ghost put out a bowl of water for Nellie. Jean’s ghost left sunflower seeds for 

the chipmunk. Jean’s ghost lovingly pointed out the blooming moon-flower. Her voice. Her sundress. The memories 

were overwhelming.  

 

She had read a draft of the Blue Moon script twelve years earlier—a seriously overly-long version—and she had loved 

it. Then she read a second version. She was my biggest fan—and I longed to show her the reviews. 

 

“She’s here,” said Lynn—when I explained what I was feeling. “She’s here and she knows.” 

 
 


