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"The PRIMA DONNA & THE CHRUFFEUR: A Love Story
{with apologies to no-one, this time!)

by CRARBEY MCGROUCHPANTS

3RD DRAFT

“To represent a bad thing in its least offensive light, is doubtless the

course for a writer of fiction to pursue; but is it the most honest, or the

to reveal the snares and pitfalls of life to the young and thoughtless trs

them with branches and flowers? Oh, Reader! If there were less ¢

concealment of facts - this whispering "Peace, peace’ when there is no |

be less of sm and misery 1o the voung of both sexes who are lefi to v
knowledge from experience.”

- Anne Bronté, from the
Preface to the 2nd Ed
of The Tenant of Wild-
fell Hall, dated July 22nd,
1 848



uobooooo

"Wanna fuck me?z™

The Chauffeur glared at the woman known to
Prima Donna. If she was a woman. The Prima Dor
chosen, early in life, not to have an identlty
but to mooch ¢ff of other people, filling in the
betwesn their lives, unnoticed by those too bua:
and yet, nonetheless, there, present, not stand:
own two feet but always amongst others to forge
identity between them, gravitating inexorably i«
positions ©f responsibility. Filickle t& the cots
less bored her ag it took as much contrel of otl
beings' lives to sate her drives for sxperience;
normal, accountable, autonomous human beings, we
periodically sated by intimacy, expression, and
community but in the figure of the Prima Donna,
perverted from their original course, and corrug
point where she could not exist nor sustain her:
the feeding off other human beings' liwves.

&s such, though ostensibly female, she was,
g blob - a fesdtureless form, rounded te the peoil
no real female nor male distinguishing characte:
about as sexy as the Fat character from the "It
sketech on 3SNL.

This, the Chauffeur found gquite sexy in it:
utterly depraved and kereft in his humanity for
old and yet simultanecusly unexplainable as hist
he trafficked at this point in his life in noth
nonsense, either in thought, deed, or expressior
sought the crazy, the worthless, to feed himsel:
simultansously perpetuate wherever he went.

"You héve nice tits," he said, further, 1i:
himself talk.

of which she had none, of course.



BEAVERTON, no less {(suburb of Portland - not whs
across the country moves here for!). Matters we
helped any by the, again, day-after-day wvisits t
Thai restaurant for lunch, which the Field Manac
resorted to out of laziness or the lack of optic
dining availzable (in BEAVERTOM! Hello! Whadda»
"You don't BELIEVE in global warming!"), but st
seemed happy with the same Fad Thai dish every |
day, as though slathering it with hot splces wol
make it taste [(—-what? different? after too mar
count or distinguish from one another, even .
palatable & sustaining .

(Did I mention we were 1n BEAVERTONT Sakes

And, I realize now, the fact that we were :
crew probably didn't help matters any . . .

« . but may have accounted for the conve:
taking the course it did that day. What occasic
Steven's comment was, no doubt, an INXE song cor
local alternative station we all perpetually 1is
(no complaints on that from me! however) and Ste
mentioning, well, the unfortunate and untimely ¢
singer Michael Hutchence, due, Steven heard, [a:
heard bandied about in the mediz) to suicide.
Steven drops a reference to, I don't remember he
he sald specifically.)

BUT: I had read the book that came out to :
the movie Slacker upon its initial release in 1°
called Slacker, natch), which had zll these stol
the Austinites in the film and stories by Richa:
{director & philoszopher extraordinaire) about ti
the film, and how he spent the wyears leading up
summer he & his friends actually shet this part:
film of his (& theirs, but kis, as someone had 1
directorll.

Which be spent hanging out, meeting, talkir
LISTENING to pecople, ameong whom, as concerns thes
story I am trying te tell, was this guy ©l1' Ricl
what he goes by, apparently - not that I know h:
oersanally. or anvtEhime - o w2 YV met in Mi=ssounla.



Stil1l! ) ["But sl*? Write your cwn story. Den't stealfrom me.-ed] University
the college of for my you're-supurban, you-have-
to-enter-society d-year degree deal (or whateveil
AND, at this fine institution of higher learning
drugs & partying weren't scarce there, but still
«d] T happened across an, as I mentioned, much b«
[fou're doing this just to vax me, aren't you? You're SO CLEVER. -ed] Cartoon drawil
in big block letters, "Autcerotic Asphyxiation |
{Simpson, of course, from the then-still-new anc
say still-in-its prime beloved by college studer
children & comic book guys TELEVISION show, ent:
course, "The Simpsons") which had out would-be :
drawn with his pants down, one hand clutching hi
in an obwvious gezature of, shall we zay, =2elf-ap
with, confusing for me as a lY-vyear-old would-lke

intellectual {didn't work out, as it happens) pd
“would-be"s as well, but it's become apparent to me at this paint that, not only with you not take my sug
facein it, instead, So! screw you. Do what you wani. Il stick to checking punctuation, spelling and gr:

ME ifthe thing doesn't get published, smart guy. - =d.], & MNOOOSE arounde hiss
fuck yourself, YWho else would put up with this crap? No wonder you | [DELETED IN SEC
CJS]-ed

No, but really! Dear Reader! A NOOSE arol
at the same time as, you know, the apparent wanl!
session!

And his family, Marge, et 3l., drawn around
ocbhvious consternation and alarm, stc.

Confusing. I had no idea what this meant!
course, I probably pretended to half-laugh - you
I get it, being a sophisticated 19-year-old-man
world and all . . . 1 But later . . =«

« «» = thanks to Richard Linklater, and his
spread essential knowledge throughout the conter
popular Pmerican culture by then made barren dus
dictates of the market economy, and his Missoul:
who had files documenting that something to the
[whistle it@] of some several hundreds or thous:
forget how many . . . but A LOT!, considering) I
died by fucking up the whole enterprise (or ratl
it TCO FAR . . . ), I finally learned what "ARutc
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uobooooo

"Do yvou want to suck my dick?" the Chauffel
breathlessly.

Then, with no pretense, he whipped it out.
ugly a coek aszs the Prima Donna had ever geen [T
had seen many). Warped, unkind and cruel, it =1
from hiz body at a half-erect angle as though if
emotional relationship to its owner but, rather,

Able at last to whip it out, the Chauffeur
psychic drives shift, in his depravity, to "feec

The Prima Donna was impressed. (And she wi
easily impressed, given that she devalued all hi
Did this guy actually 1ike hery

"I'm a Barbecued Salmon Sandwich,"™ the Cha
emphasizing with his eyes, trying to prompt the
to indicate that she "got it,™ theough it was, of
utter nonsense.

The Prima Donna had te think for a minute
wasn't easy for her . . . ). Well; she tried t«
but, it being an unfamiliar activity for her, st
up, after a nanosecond's worth of would-be effo)
show - a= was her modus operandi with human beir
unlike the Chauffeur, had a conscisnce = she hac

But he wouldn't be fooled. There was nothi
fool! There was no point in putting on a preter
deliberation, kbecause he was as incapsable of the
consideration as she was.

At last! Somsone "like" her! No need to ¢
themselwves, or justify thelr actions, because b«
minds were utter =shit, and, in their mutual "wie
entire universe was chaos!

Fuck it! The binds of society were too ool
and the Prima Donna had (she had to admit to he:
weary of constantly trying to keep up with all
"human-being"™ "peaople" [or whatever you called f
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{knock on doors, sell brushes out of a suitcase
the '40'=, don't 'cha know?) as her property, ar
because she happened to have a staggering, imprc
mind and at this point, early in her life, she |
to terms with it - precisely because there was :
come to terms with (unlike, say, vour standard 1|
consultant (the official, market—-wvalidated term
"middleman™) who finds those "leaky girls" intei
sites interesting {those that SFAM with the tit]

message: "Leaky Girls! Girls taking a Leak!"™)].
Enough time had passed with her property (:
"EFriend."™ Shit, those humans were hard to keep

constant front must e maintained at all costs!
: yy that szhe felt few, if any, of the cire]
"people™ (wait ., . . 1s that the right term? Se
keep track . . . ves, yes, that's it . . . (I tl
will notice if it's not, anyway . . - J1 had am
suspect she was keeping the next whomever-could-
Bynchon-fellow-
actually=-look=-1like-an-idiot-in-comparisen under
[Sorry, I did say this was the "40's, right? Ui
actually, I got my facts wrong .
Uhy Ho:
Fuck it
L Liwed.
It's the MODERN ERA - &d.] . « . B0 that i
now, she thought (or what passed for thought in
bt still.
She could fuck!
And suck!
Witheut having a sexuality (that is to say,
compassion, and the need to express it), even!
All "sound and fury, signifying . . . "
(What was that guote? Fuck! Need to look
would be us&ful te know, to lesk smart to peopl:
+ continue her reign as resident Diva . . .}
. « Wait, now where was 17
Fucking?
ekino?



stated as re-cusd.
Fuck it! He didn't mean a GODDAMNED WORD |
either!
The Prima Donna brightened. "Zure thing!®
"SUCK IT GaDnl™

fActually , + » 1t was terrible, Both the
his depraved, emcotionally-diseased semen, and he
performance, as well, but, I guess you get what
for, on either end . . . }

Oooooon

It was the man they called Walking Currenc:

She was alone, in the laundry room, had Ju:
her blouse in the wash. Why not? It was late :
week-day besides, and the summer alr and good fe
came with it got to her.

She was feeling a2 bit more like making impl
flourishes Jike this, of late = free of her fam:
finally, it seemed, she'd done her time and now
on with her life - & life that was rightiully he

reminded herself. Finally, again, with a man sl
d= =l e = N N e awbsm mamap T o) fmm T 1w | PR, R T, R R S



further, since as far as you can remember of che
recall . . . }), it seems an almost unthinkable ]
actually have to deal with problems that matter

So what if they had no money. 8o what if {
currently often felt like they had no-one withir
immediate circle of friends they could talk to,
other. Things were changing - it was in the ai:
newspapers, even, provided you could see it and
foolish to think it wasn't happening,; couldn’t i
happening, wasn't even possible . . .

But it was. It was, and finally people whe
want to waste thelr whole lives away playing oul
routine that ultimately didn't get them, or anyr
really, pretty much anywhere, could, in fact, i
do s0.

It was hard for her to believe, even, howes

she wanted it. FProbakly because she had for so
imagined 1t possible = happening at all, let alc
could happen - even to her, she didn't know whal

happening, other than that it was happening.

Could it really ke true? 8So long she had 1
hope, not know how, out of fear that expressing
wighed for - aloud, or even to herself - befors
time, without the proper audience, would be rigl}
away an essential part of herself. One she migl
back.

It was a terrifving thought.

Thankfully, she had persevered, and strangs
she seemed to have found herself in a time and g
other human beings really seemed interested in
communicating with each other . . .

Things sald out loud. A willingness to ace
other, work through problems, not just with glit
and good intentions but a real (or working, anyl
supposed) W@derstanding that problems and diffe;
between people were inevitakble, and could, in £:
actually be learpned from . .

She sighed. Was it really all over? It ss
+hizs mew Tregll) nerspective was catohing 1ike 3



Lost in thought, she stood there in her br:
summer air, warm and nurturing, seemed like a n:
aphrodisiac - for sex, love, happiness, it didn'
matter - and for once, she was able to take ple:
refusing to not allow herself to enjoy hersslf.

Why not? There was no ohne around, and who
this hour? Mot anyone who'd cause her problems,
given where she was, and the almosti-seeming-ridi]
amount of consideration she kept getting; here,
this time and place, from people not only essent
life but as ephemeral as people she asked for ti
the street, even . . .

She looked up and there he was.

Loopoooo

INT. — THE LAIE ©F THE CHAUFFEUR - NIGHT

By now the celebration of depravity betweel
CHAUFFEUR and the PRIMA DONNA has advanced to tl
that all boundaries of human perception have bri
The very walls themselves seem to reek with des;
CHAUFFEUR & the PRIMA DONMA draining all that i
with life into an unholy vortex, feeding their -
spirit.

Also, the CHAUFFEUR hae by this point brouw
minicn, slave & Constant Companicn KYLE, a chari
chiseled young fellow whose attractive outward :
belies his true role as enslaver of women.

For her part, the PRIMA DONHNA has her "rea.
her =ide, the TEACHER-FOOLER, who has no cholce
experienceléhe basest & most extreme of would-be
stimuli to feel anything at all, albeif always 1
through the suffering of others. Responsibilit

kind is less a burden than a kind of terror for
MEENAAIITD . T YT T a6 o o owma s b Busd g e RO, O | e N



His penis has been stuck off by the CHAUFEFI
relish, I might add), and by this peoint, the bl
from between his legs is steady enough - to the
before gushing — that he has not long to live.

TEACHER-FOOLER
I can actually feel something! This
amazing

The CHAUFFEUR smiles a smile that is entirely
mirth.

CHAUFFEUR
fnot meaning a word of it)
What's that like, I wonder?

The CHAUFFEUR lesrs at the PRIMA DONMA.
The PRIMA DCONMA feigns a smile, in resporn:

apparent stimuli. (If she's "nice," maybe he'l.
Miike" her.)

TEACHER-FOOLER
T . » « Ehthk «» « - (Qrgles)

The TEACHER-FOOLER collapses, sighs, then

bit . . . fRen shakes. Then dies.
The TEACHER-FOOLER has given his 1life for ti
of the PRIMA DONNA. Not that she appreciates i

cares, nor, now that the moment has past, seems

I PR F T RN LIS TR L I S L o | LN, FLASVGRE R S PRSI e, T, SRR, IO F e, Lo



does feel at least something.
(Which is5 to say, he 1= impressed.)

KYLE
Far fuckin' out, man.

KYLE smiles, winningly, to accompany his si

The CHAUFFEUR, hearing scmething, directs ]
leer at KYLE. Apparently something was said, ar
meant as a catch-all response, since, he was do;
anyway .

{Here you go, KYLE. BSame as it ever was.)

KYLE beams further at this "en-courage-men!

KYLE
fglancing at the PEIMA DONNA just long snough |
without acknowledging, who he is talking akb
pointing with his index finger, to remove all
She's a "10," wouldn't you say?

The CHEBUFFEUR reels insicde {(if, that is to
is anyone truly home inside him). KYLE is refe
his & the CHAUFFEUR's agreed-upon beer-goggling
system: how far along it must take them, as men,
give a flying fuck about a woman of any kind.

Needless to say, at this point, they start
each of their exposed, 'till-then-flacecid, and :
sized, penil8es.

The PRIMA DCNNA lcoks up, at this.

Is this meant for her, in Eribute?

At last, her dream come true!
Cmpany MHPha Riajactt!



The CHAUFFEUR, busy stroking his own, and -
alternately and indiscriminately - his minicn K
be Ppenises™ is: 1.) not only distracted but 2.,
[Duh! Have you not besn paying attention all along? Thers will be a qulz, you know! - Ci5] and .
respond to something that, while "clear” inside
DONNA's head, qualifies in the outside world as
utter nonsense [Testlavie' - ClS).

All things taken together: another thing £«
CHAUFFEUR to gorge himself on.

A feast!
CHAUFFEUR
(locking at the PRIMA DOMMA, but talking to h
course)
Fuck . . . yeah!

The PRIMA DONNA considers this. Was this :
An invitation? A rejectiecn? No clear way to Ee
to go with her stock response, closer Lo punctis
her than expression in the usual human sense, &¢
thoughtlessly & nonsensically is it compulsivel:

PRIMA DONNA
Fair enough.
14

The CHAUFFEUR goggles. Whether at the PRI!
"ocomment"; his self-stroking; his stroking of K
remartElo—Femifa o snE Aear—amrekhstEtma ] Tor—amrmmme ] 1)



he has reached ancther level of internal exile
from the outside world.

{In other words, a sure thing 1f the PRIMA
ever seen one!l)

{And he's CUTE, besides!)

PRIMA DONNA
funintelligikle]

The PRIMA DCONMNA strips nakecd. [Edsnote you may wani
this pant of-camera, as It could land us an NC-17 with the MPAA If we keep & on-screen. Just a though

puoboooo

Text of a dispatch from the field agent identif:
only -as "Agt. Dale Cooper;" to his superior at
dated Feh. 23, 1873,

Yohannesburag, P.A.

Feb. 23, 1673

Bureau of the F.E.I. (Female Body Investigators,
course that we men in sults & Jockeys have abso.
nothing better to de with our time)

. 15
Dear 31rs:

All Hall Eris!
Praise be to God, the Lord Jesu, and this ¢



state of dishevelment and apparent distress (ha!
be YOU, missy!), with no other recourse but to 1
the apartment she shares with the man she loves.

Future dispatches will fellew, reporting or
progress lor not) of our subject in pulling her:
together, and assisting in the so-called Revolut
Hearts (yeah . . . WHATEVER!)

As recommended by you, dear Sir, the oh-so-
Cne, T have appropriated as my field agt. monike
reference from the culture of the snemy, the Psac
Care.

The People Who Care (henceforth referred t«
in this document) will henceforth [Thisguy'sn even shitiier wri
be zubject to an assault program of "falsgse prime
cultural figures, placements, events, exXpressior
which will give them hope which we will then, o:
yank away.

{As Befits the true rulers designated by Al
the Dellar; Inc.; fuck alll)

[Would you get to the point aready, please® Sheeshl -ed |

To wWit:

— allowing the o0il industry to find p:
"revolutionary" film-making (HA!), which we will
exist, but overwhelm with ads for feminine hygie
{or the like) to blind people to thelir read nesd
their desgsires for our own profit [you're right,
must say. Intimaecy is wasted an these fools, wi
prefer the smell of fresh trees, if anything, tc
of your near-Fucharistic poop! (praise be to Jot
dingleberry favors, sir!)]

- T.V. shows set in the woods! {(which
all goes according te plan, (& why shouldn't it
FORETOLD by GOD, anyway, & WE'RE JUST FOLLOWING
{what's with these stupld fuckers, anyway? I hc
can't figuds out why they just don't give up at
dr. 8IR . + . ]} we will CUT DOWN {(oxygen being
available - according te good ol' L. Ren - on M
apparently) ]

= PLINK: ROCE mu=sioc: =oncgs on the: radic



kidding! | don't care wha you are buddy, CUT OUT THE ALL CAPS or YOU'LL LOSE YOUR AUDIENC
language now, amige?)-ad.] & SHIT!

Thank you, =sir, so much for "giving" me thi
"assignment." Since I hawve renounced my God-gis
make my own decisions and, under your guidance,
TO MAKE MY OWN DECISIONS INSTEAD |['Zzzz..."-ed. (from transc
cycle, recordedontapel] I feel 20 much BETTER.

Your Faithful Servant,
Agt. Dale Cooper
[not my real name]

[not that I could remember my real name . . . al
« + +« Byen 1f I tried! (which I won't}]

Dispatch sent to the offc. of Sr. Security Culti
Advisor Digger Leader Masturbator Ruler, Sgt. R
Murder, who, upon receipt, wiped his ass with I
that:; 1.) he knew what it sald anyway, given th:
history was set in stone & invariable, so0 who o

3.) he intgegacted with the world strictly throuw
SNYWEY - = =

OO000Oooo



retrospect with things like the suicide of somer
that we necessarily would have known what to do
time; even if we recognized the signs, but stil]
fuckl Where'd he go? - 2081, and I had never heard anythi
about M.H., but trying a stunt like this {or, wl
SELF-EXPRESSICHN} seemed, well, kind of rock 'n'’
further, since I've learned by now that a lot o]
things in the media that some "reporters" don't
te check to see 1f they're true or accurate but
anyway [(got to fill those column-inches, I gues:
ADVERTISERS will PULL OUT!)}), I figured I shoulc
and try to set the record what I thought was at
plausibly T"straight.”™ There, in Beaverton, as |

"Oh, well, I heard it was ARutoerotic Asphy:
say.

No explanation to the two in the back of tl
me necsessary, despite the fact that they're eact
plus younger than me. (These young folks today,
get it from the Internet?) Mandela, 1 found out
more-tharn-something-of-an-idle-fan of Takeshi Mj
g0 in retrospect it's hardly a surprise he knew
talking about (if anything, I was probably makirs
relatively mild reference, given that frame of 1
but Steven, I don't know how he knew, just from
the practice itself. Mavbe 1t was because he wi

Hawaii, and wyou know what they say in Hawali: ™I
[OK, that's prabably character assassination, or something. if you don® know if that's reafly true. -ed ] [F
gaing! - CJ5] [Just fine, fucker, now where's my §57 | need to do some laundry! - ed. ] [Oh, uh, wel . .|
as | finish the staryl 'm . .. &t work, now, ean't stay on the phone long, company’s paying for i, yeah, #

[What on earth are you talking aboat? You haven been able la hold down a job in ever [E DITEDC
IN THIRD DRAFT - CJS]-ed;

Be that as it may, they both knew right aws
was talking about, however they learned, whethel
Richard Linklater or Bart Simpson or a lecture ]
gex=ed classes in Ahth grade, I don't know. Botl
and Steven I@es on to say:

"Moo, I heard they found a note."

Which leaves me nowhere. T hadn't heard tl
still don't find it plausible, but if he's hearc
heard that:; and I don't know how to dispute it,



"veah . .. I'm a really happy guy, I just . .
some crazy shit. .. "

Hysterical, laughing, in the back of the c:
hadn't been expecting this, obviously, and hadn
the office wery long, so no-one really knew me 1
and I had a reputation, if anything, of being s«

gquiet. (I guess I can be more of a listener th:
at times .+ « =

But I ecouldn™t help 1It; couldn'™t stop, coul
the lid on it gquickly enough. HNot to owver-dram:

it was one of thoge things that just hits you s«
of nowhere, and it's so weird, how do you get it
your mind right away? So I just let it out for
while we looped the generic nelghborhoods in Be:
'£ill we found the ones where we heard it was al
people didn™t watceh "FORX Newa™ ALL day . « .

for Chelsea Quinn Yarbro,
who,
19 through her work,
taught me about the cost of intimacy
and
the extent of human suffering
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