Excerpt from Sylvia Lemonblatt: A Legend Recalled
Matthew Weiss
On a Thursday evening, Sylvia Lemonblatt decided that she was too good for Providence, Rhode Island and wrote in her diary entry for the same evening that she planned to move out West. This was not an unpremeditated decision and stirrings of the same thought can be seen in entries spanning the course of the previous two years, e.g., The Lemonblatt Collection, entries 56, 72; 73. It so came to pass then
, that Sylvia Lemonblatt found herself sitting next to some palm trees, waiting for the call from the casting director of Zplif’s Ziggurat Zazdventure! While she waited, she saw herself making a run for it. She leapt into the air, like a giant fleshy zeppelin, and threw herself over some shrubbery, “barrel-rolling through the gales of dust and grit the machines were mixing up.”
 She hit the ground hard, one knee down, and looked from side to side, a stringy strand of red hair, like Silly String™ hanging over her right eye. She brushed it off with her hand as the guitarist began to shred a wicked solo in the background. The thumping of the artificial bass coincided with the beating of Sylvia Lemonblatt’s heart. She then began making out with the bearded film director, one hand removing his baseball cap and the other hand fondling his megaphone---her cell phone rang. She found her gelatinous gullet drenched with sweat. Her breathing was labored.


At this moment, as the cell phone rang, the thought arose in her that the casting session had gone well, though Sylvia’s memory at this point was a little blurry. She recalled the door, the entrance, the table, the people, the scrap of script she’d read.  Then, there it was, centered, glowing with a strange light, outlined with a kind of gilt wire: the director’s face, in the clouds. He’d held up a glossy photograph and kept looking down at it and then back up to her. The casting director, on the other hand, had raised a skeptical eyebrow at Sylvia, as she wiggled into her plastic chair.  And her heart fell when she saw that the bearded director looked with deference at the casting director, who by now was chewing on his pen menacingly while stroking his ugly, black moustache. Too soon the session ended and Sylvia was shown the door with an admonishment to drive safely. Sylvia Lemonblatt raged. She put Achilles to shame.


That night we understand she wrote a lengthy diatribe in her entry for the first of July, which can be found in The Unabridged Lemonblatt Diaries II, entry 15
. A short excerpt for the hurried reader is provided here:
…fudge-muffin eeting bastard son ofa squirell, I oughta rip of his grinnin mustash off his grrinn face!!!!!!!!! But enough, dearest diary, I’ve made up my mind as surely as I can: I’ve fallen deeply in love with world-class film director Herr Rosenstein. If only I might have but one chance to speak with him, surely I might have him fall as deeply in love with I as I with he. O! What passion stirs mine simple breast! Ah! What devices must I employ to win o’er hine heart? Oo!... [sic]
And thus Sylvia Lemonblatt began her quest to win Herr Rosenstein’s heart, a quest which would batter her body and stab her soul, repeatedly. 


Sitting on the bench by the palm trees, Sylvia finally answered her cell phone:
<Sylvia>: Hello?

<Unknown>: Hello, Sylvia Lemonblatt?

<Sylvia>: Yes?

<Unknown>: Hi, this is Herr Rosenstein, from the casting session the other day.
*Sylvia clutches her chest.*
<Sylvia>: Oh, hi! Mr. Rosenstein, I have to tell you, that was one of the most amazing casting sessions I’ve ever been to. You orchestrate your movies like none other!!!

<Herr>: Mmm. I, y’know, I was calling because I wondered if you wanted to get together for lunch, today. We could talk about the movie---

<Sylvia>: The movie! Have I gotten the part!?

<Herr>: Uh… we’re not entirely sure, but… this, I mean, we could discuss it over lunch and—

<Sylvia>: Alright, we’ll meet at the Hollywood McDonalds at 12:30, you know where that is?

<Herr>: Yeah… Uh, o--okay. I’ll see you there.

<Sylvia>: I’ll see you there, Mr. Rosenstein. You won’t regret it!

*click*
Sylvia Lemonblatt arrived for lunch forty-five minutes early, wearing some kind of perfume.


As for the lunch itself, we have little information. What clues we do have come from a phone message left on the casting director’s answering machine by Herr Rosenstein himself: 
<Herr>: Hi, this is Herr calling at 4:12 PM, on Sunday. I had lunch with the Lemonblatt woman today, the one you called a fat whore. I can’t believe how wrong you were. Maybe she’s not the kind of blond-haired, blue-eyed, bra-bursting Aryan sluts you’re used to… [UNINTELLIGIBLE]… I don’t get how you can’t see it! She’s given me a great gift, Gary, and I want you to return the favor. Fine, don’t give her the part in the Ziggurat Zazventure! but I swear to god, you better have a part for her on Monday in something, or you’re out! *click*

<ADDITION: In order to shed more light on this crucial moment, my team and I have managed recently to obtain an eyewitness report from the scene. Keep in mind that this report was obtained after an interval of nearly half a decade:
Yeah, so I wuz sittin’ der in duh McDonalds, right, an’ dis bitch come walkin’ dru da door, right, she look like a whale, or som’in, an’ set down dere… Anyway, yea, so den whitie walk in, wearin’ a suit and set down next to her. I couldn’t hear what dey’s sayin’, but I saws ‘er leanin’ her head back and stuff, starin’ right at him, he’s gettin' kinda… he sorta crouches down back in his seat, right, an’ starin’ up at her like she’s ten foot taller dan him. She wags her hair around, an’ I saw her creepin’ up below wit her foot… Nah! She wasn’t dumpy a’ all, she knew what she’s doin’. She knew i’ all…
As we all know, once having seen Sylvia Lemonblatt in a crowd, it is impossible to forget her. >


She showed up for her first day as an actress dressed in a sheer white gown as was her wont on special occasions. And as I was there I can give this account in the first person. She was met at the door by a hag in a skimpy dress with a clipboard. I remember the look on Sylvia’s pudgy face as she craned around the doorframe, looking for some sign of Mr. Rosenstein. Everyone looked up, the cameraman, the light technician, even the costume director. Michael and Joey paused in mid-kiss. I remember big Joey even started to pull his shirt back on. Michael grabbed the microphone stand and started to stroke it up and down instinctively as I recall he always did back then when he was nervous. It was at this point that she was informed that this was a gay photo shoot for Instinct Magazine
 and she was, I quote, “there to keep the actors gay”. Her face grew as plum red as her frizzy, wire-like hair. 


She pushed the frail clipboard waif aside and went right up to me, I don’t know how she saw me in the confusion. I held a giant black dildo in my hands and when I saw her coming for me, I dropped it on the floor. It bounced back up with a squeak. Michael always liked his dildos to squeak. 


“Eldridge, what the hell are you doing here?” Sylvia asked quietly.

My legs grew weak. I was so distraught that I answered with a analytic proposition.


“I’m an assistant here, I help out. Please don’t hurt me.” 

I had never been so afraid of Sylvia in my life, even back when we had been lovers. She loomed above me, drawing herself up to her full height, as if she could rearrange the blubber than hung around her hips for a few extra feet. In the background, I heard big Joey piss his pants. 

“So this is how you spend your summers,”
 she said. I felt like I was awash at sea, floating in a sea of anxiety. My vision went dark and I crumpled to the floor, the glowing figure of a naked, laughing Immanuel Kant in my mind.
 I understand that after my departure Sylvia herself directed the next photo shoot to great critical acclaim, and then moved on. She could never stay in one place. She was always after new fodder, stories to tell, the “disillusionment” stories, the stories we’ve all heard, the stories we’ve taken inspiration from, and the stories that guide us to this day. We are all children of Sylvia Lemonblatt.
The best way to end this short excerpt, I think, is to quote from my
 foreword to the 2nd edition of The Annotated Lemonblatt:
At the time of this writing, Sylvia Lemonblatt stories are being told all around the country, in Miami, Philadelphia, Chicago, Los Angles, and more. This was a woman who traveled the world. And as she went on her angelic way, she touched the lives of everyone she met. After her untimely death at age fifty-four, in that tragic, tragic railroad accident, her former compatriots and even casual associates began to meet, just to talk at first. But soon they began to write down on paper their memories of the woman. While many of their reflections have been collected in previous volumes, I feel that a new edition is necessary, to provide the commentary on events which, up to this point, has been sorely lacking which is a detriment to further study of Sylvia’s life. This 2nd edition is dedicated to the new reader who wish to learn more about the legend that is Sylvia Lemonblatt as well as to all of us who knew her, while her bright star still shined. 

Enjoy!
�	 Scene reconstructed from various diary entries. See bibliography.


�	 See The Lemonblatt Collection, entry 84. 


�	 This entry is missing from The Lemonblatt Collection itself, due to a printer’s mishap involving a decanter of vodka and a vial of battery acid. For further information, consult The Annotated Lemonblatt, pages 18-20, 56.


�	 A homosexual-oriented magazine bearing the slogan: “Hot guys, big laughs, good times guaranteed!”


�	 What she actually said was somewhat different, but in my seizure-like haze I cannot recall her exact words. All I do know is that they pierced by heart, as do all her words.


�	 Eldridge Davis, Professor of Philosophy at Brown, and former lover of Sylvia Lemonblatt.





