Pearson Place
by
Eyes Right
Washington, D.C. – I had never been to a private screening of a movie.  It was being held at the U.S. Navy Memorial Theater here on Pennsylvania Avenue just a few blocks east of the White House.  My invitation was courtesy of my cousin, Kathryn, whose role was to obtain interviews and assemble pre-release publicity for the film.  She was also a close friend of the lead actor, Joe Estavez.
I was one of the first to arrive.  Although I did not yet have a ticket, my decision to wear a tuxedo provided entree, and a certain amount of instant credibility. It looked like I belonged.  At the door, I had simply said, "I am here for the film."
The only other people present (besides theater security personnel) were busy assembling the publicity backdrop, a 15-foot wide, 10-foot high, matrix of identical posters mostly in red and black with the movie's title, The Haunting of Pearson Place, superimposed on what certainly appeared to be a haunted house.  It was a trial and error process, but after about 20 minutes, they had an acceptable backdrop for celebrity interviews.
My cousin arrived a few minutes later with her husband, Bill, who handles the filming and production.  He immediately set up shop with camera and mikes for Kathryn to interview everyone associated with the film.  One of the supporting actresses, Nadia Williams, was the first to arrival.  She was wearing a red, strapless dress with extremely high heels and was escorted by a handsome fellow in, what he described to be, a "tri-hawk" hairstyle. His name was Chester, and I immediately liked him.  Nadia was a tall redhead who was very personable, friendly, and movie-star attractive.  This was her first movie role, and she was anxious to see the film, as no one except the director and a few subordinates had seen the movie.  We chatted for about 10 minutes until others began to stream in.
Kathryn was soon busy with the interview process.  Most of the actresses were also in strapless gowns with high heels equal to, or higher, than those of Nadia.  I assumed that this was the "uniform of the day" for movie screenings/premieres.  The men associated with the movie wore differing outfits - a few were in tuxedos, but most, including the writer/director/producer, Michael Moreno, wore more casual, but expensive outfits, such as designer jeans with an open-neck shirt and a sport jacket.  I found that my tux allowed me to easily round up folks for Kathryn to interview, including the lead actress, Tracy Teague; all assumed that I was somehow associated with the movie.  [This provides some clue as to how to "crash a Washington event!]
Soon the lobby area was full of guests.  Drinks from the free bar were now in everyone's hands and the background noise had risen to a loud, steady level.  It had become difficult to navigate through the crowd.  Shortly, a young, burly man in a tuxedo with a Mohawk haircut started herding everyone to the theater for the showing of the film.  Kathryn had slipped me a ticket, which was required for entry.  I sat directly in the middle of the front row.
Michael, the director, was greeted with applause and gave a few remarks before the curtain opened.  The movie was advertised as “an ‘old school’ haunted house film with psychological roots and emotional complexities.”  Because most in the audience were somehow associated with making the film, there was frequent laughter during scenes which apparently involved inside jokes.  I certainly did not see cause for humor during these scenes. Almost all of the action took place in an old, dilapidated Victorian house, which, through the magic of digital effects, was set in a misty, spooky, unidentified location (although Michael had given credit to the owners of a home in rural Maryland in his introductory remarks). The storyline was indeed suspenseful.  There were ghosts, presumably from the staff and patients of the former WW I home for soldiers with mental problems, and mild, understated violence heaped, not unexpectedly, upon the rather disagreeable husband and wife who had purchased the house to renovate as a bed and breakfast. Their two equally flawed friends who came to visit also suffered a nasty result. Still, The Haunting of Pearson Place was certainly not a gory "slasher" flick of the type popular with today's teens.  There was some fleeting nudity, but it was somewhat integral with the plot.  Everyone clapped vigorously at the conclusion.  
I have no idea how this film will be a commercial success, nor how it can even gain the necessary distribution in theaters to give it a chance to recover the investment.  It is too long, and its intended audience remains a mystery to me.  Nonetheless, I thoroughly enjoyed my brush with these Hollywood wannabes and associated hanger-ones - particularly since it was free!
I thought that you might like to know.
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