Edward Scissorhands
Deirdre, my editor, says Johnny Depp is disgusting. I think he is fantastic. He loves his family and is in all these fairytale movies I am sure partly for his kids. He said in an interview that before his wife and kids didn’t find what to live for. No wonder after what I’ve been myself in America. But I would be so happy to tell him somehow life is worth living to make viewers like me enchanted once more with life and movies and actors. But who am I? Still. Who am I? I am Scissorhands. Whatever I touch goes to pieces, tears to shreds. Nobody loves me boo-hoo-hoo and I long to love but I was not made complete boo-hoo-hoo. I am lost here in this artificial New York life and I don’t fit in and whatever I say comes out garbled or nasty or obscure or desperate. Something in my makeup is unfinished, ill equipped like Scissorhands trying to eat, cutting himself, scarring his face, scary with dissecting fingers. Scary.  
And how he made with his scissor hands topiary and elaborate hairdos and shish kebab and fantastic translucent ice sculptures, I do that in my writing, I do, I do. I too sit in my castle in ruins, that is in my room invaded by papers I can’t keep up with, and hide about and write as he ends up in his castle making alone his sculptures, intense at his sculpting, posesed as I do it, but no one to see them. No one to read my thoughts.
That’s all I have to say. It’s snowing outside in freezing wind and I bum about the apartment with a heavy flu but dreamy about how true is Edward Scissorhands for my heart. For a real review go to the flick philosopher.
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