Reminiscing on Oscar Night

“So then Dave turns to the poor guy and says, “What the hell do you mean the network’s down?   The release date for this picture has been pushed back four times already and it will not be delayed again if it takes an act of God to fix the network.  I suggest you get out your crucifix and your prayer rug and whatever it takes and make it work!”  It was hilarious.  I mean, none of it was funny at the time.  We were all just as ticked off as Dave, but he shocked us all a bit because Dave – have I told you about Dave? – besides being absolutely brilliant, Dave is normally the most calm and collected man you’ll ever meet.  So when he burst out like that at the tech guy, I mean all of our jaws just dropped.  But looking back, it’s absolutely hilarious.”  

Heather laughs, adjusting the skirt of her gown.  “I worked with Dave on The Next Armaggedon, back when we were both starting out.  Not closely, of course, since he was in animation and I was in costuming, but I remember meeting him on set once or twice when he and Bill Henderson were figuring out the volcano sequence.”
“I never knew that!  So you know what I mean about Dave.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“I’ve been admiring your dress all evening,” Raven says.  She herself is wearing black with a minimum of glitz.  “Did you design it?”

“Mmmhmm.  I put this together after we got the nomination for Pirate’s Daughter – sort of as a simplified version of the maroon confection that Birgitta wears for that scene at the alien palace where she first meets the prince-gone-bounty hunter.  That was the first Birgitta costume we put together and then we had to alter all those little seams for Beth Lockaby when Jami Esquevera walked off the set in the second week of shooting.  Huge scandal.”

“Seemed like you guys weathered a lot of negative press for that.”
“Well, I think Jami caught most of it.  Anyway, the picture did really well.”

“I never thought she was right for that role anyway.”

“You’re not alone.  Beth Lockaby is adorable.  So sweet.”

“Sorry to see she didn’t take best supporting actress.”

“I know.”  Heather wrinkles her nose.  “Tara Dupree is pretty insufferable tonight.”

“I’m so glad it dried up enough tonight for them to open up the patio.”  
“I know.  It’s a madhouse in there.”  
Raven pours more wine for both women.  “I always hate being at parties with lots of actors – especially lots of actors who have just won prestigious awards.  I’d say most of them are pretty decent to folks like us most of the time – after they realize we exist – but I don’t think I’ve felt this overshadowed for a long time, have you?”
“They aren’t all like that.”

“Of course.”  She cracks a grin.  “The ones who didn’t win are at their most humble tonight.”

 “Oh, Raven.  You’ve already had the spotlight on you once tonight.”

“True.”  One corner of her mouth twists, remembering the moment.  “How close were you to the end of your speech?”

Heather’s cheeks flush even rosier.  “It isn’t like it was just me.  I had to speak for the whole costume crew.”

“That’s why we asked Dave to be our spokesman.  We figured he’d be sufficiently succint that no one could complain.”
“That’s a pretty phrase after the amount of wine you’ve put away.”  Raven shrugs off the compliment.  “So then what happened?”  Heather says.  “You said you picked Dave, but I didn’t hear him say anything up there.”

“Oh, poor Dave.  He stammered a bit, turned a pretty shade of pink, and told us in no uncertain terms that we could not pay him to speak in front of all those people.  So we agreed that if Dave would help write it, Nate and I could do the speaking.  Sarah’s not too keen on public speaking either and if we gave Harry a microphone, we would still be sitting there, music cue or no music cue.”
“Dave did well.  I thought yours was just the right length.”
“Well – you’re going to laugh at me for this, go ahead – I had practiced so that I could reel off my part of the spiel in one breath.  It wasn’t that long, and I wanted to spit it out really fast.  So then I actually get up there with the applause and the lights and our music playing and just the shock of it all, and I felt like a fish out of water, gasping and just completely drunk and disoriented.”
Heather laughs.  “I understand!  You looked lovely, though.  You have enough grace to be one of the actresses.  You can still say succincty soufflé after – how many glasses have you had now, anyway?

“Not telling!  I learned how to drink from the French.  Dad was doing research in Avignon when I was fifteen or sixteen, and so we spent the summer there.”

“Fifteen?  What did he think?”

“It’s legal there, you know.  Plus, I hung out with kids of his colleagues – a pretty nerdy bunch, really.”

“Not so surprising if you all grew up with historian parents.”

“Well, yeah.  Anyway, he liked the company I was keeping.  He just didn’t know how much alcohol we went through.”  
Heather laughs.  “Was this the trip you mentioned in your speech tonight?”
“No, that was a few years later and a much shorter trip – just a week or two in Italy.”

“Your dad seems like a pretty special kinda guy.”

“He is.  He lives in his own medievalist world, but he never shuts the rest of us out because of it.  Quite to the contrary, Mom and I have always been high royalty.”  Raven pauses.  “Am I getting maudlin?”
“You’re about to jump over the cliff, but that’s okay by me.  I love those kinds of stories.”

“Dad was always there for me, growing up, even when that meant taking me with him on research trips and archaeological digs all over Europe.  And even though I was mad about missing my senior prom so he could spend two weeks at an Italian site near Ravenna – which, incidentally, is where my name comes from.  Dad met my mother in Ravenna when he was a grad student doing research in some of the archives there.  She was studying sculpture and architecture and planning to fall in love with a hunky Italian, and it was all going to be very romantic, but then there was Dad and the rest, as they say, is history.  So when I came along a few years later, Dad insisted on calling me Ravenna, but Mom has never called me anything but Raven and, obviously, that’s what stuck.  

“But anyway, there I was, Raven in Ravenna when I was supposed to be at the prom.  It isn’t as though I had a chance in hell of having a date unless I’d asked this friend of mine, a guy I’d known since we were eight, but even so, the fact that I was missing something that would only happen once in my life, that really bothered me a lot.  But do you know what my dad said to me?  He saw me moping around the hotel and he said – this is going to sound cheesy, but occaisionally my dad is like that.  He said, “Raven, I know this was supposed to be a special day for you, but there’s no reason it can’t still be a special day.  You just have to make it special for yourself.”  

“So that day I went out and learned my way around the central part of Ravenna.  I was window-shopping mostly, but I used some of the money I had earned working weekends at the local movie theater back home, and I bought this amazing blue dress, that…it was just gorgeous, I loved it.  It had a greenish tint to the bottom of the skirt and a slightly dropped waist and these little flowy bits on the shoulders.  I still love it – I would have worn it tonight if it still fit!  And I took it home and Dad had just gotten back from the dig and I talked him into cleaning up and taking me to dinner at a restaurant I’d had my eye on all day – and he complained that he didn’t have anything fancy enough to match me in that blue dress and I told him I didn’t give a damn, which was true, it didn’t matter what he was wearing as long as I got to wear that dress!  

“We went to dinner and we promenaded down the streets – the tourists would stare and the locals would pretend not to stare, and he let me show him around everywhere I had been that day, all the grand vistas and the fun little corners I had discovered, even though he knew the city like the back of his hand (or at least he had twenty years before, but when a city’s been around for over two thousand years, twenty doesn’t change it all that much).  But he let me show him around as though everything had changed, which is fairly characteristic of our relationship.  He always let me discover my own paths, even when that meant going into digital animation in college, when he thought it would never go anywhere.  Actually, it was Dad who reminded me of that when I called him up to tell him about the nomination, and I have never heard anyone so happy to eat his own words.  He’s pretty special.”
“Oh, wow, I don’t think I can breathe.  Gotta get that looked at.  Thank you all so much.  This is truly amazing.”
“I’d like to thank our director, Jim Davies, for including me on this project.  I remember – my dad was a medieval scholar and we used to watch all the King Arthur movies ever made, even though there’s no historical basis for hardly any of it, he’s always loved the story and so have I – but the one I really remember was the tv movie Merlin that came out about ten years ago, it had Sam Neill in it, and I have been particularly fascinated with the Merlin character ever since, so making a Merlin movie has really just been the most fun a girl could have!  

“Thank you to my animation team, Dave, Sarah, Harry, and Nate, you each brought so much to this film and I have loved working with each of you.  Dave, every morning I’m still afraid that dragon is going to leer out of the mirror at me – thanks for the best April Fool’s joke ever, but watch out, because next year, it’s your turn!  And of course a big thank you to The Studio for letting us make this film and to the world for loving it as much as we loved making it!”
