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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurNow a provocative and impressive (Variety) film from director Gia Coppola (Francis 
Ford Coppolas granddaughter)starring Emma Roberts, James Franco, Nat Wolff, and Val Kilmerthe fiction 
debut from James Franco that Vogue called compelling and gutsy.James Francos story collection traces the 
lives of a group of teenagers as they experiment with vices of all kinds, struggle with their families and one 

another, and succumb to self-destructive, often heartless nihilism. In Lockheed a young womans 
summerspent working a dull internshipis suddenly upended by a spectacular incident of violence at a house 
party. In American History a high school freshman attempts to impress a girl with a realistic portrayal of a 
slave owner during a classroom skitonly to have his feigned bigotry avenged. In I Could Kill Someone, a 

lonely teenager buys a gun with the aim of killing his high school tormentor, but begins to wonder about his 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B003V1WUKS


bullys own inner life. These spare and riveting (O, The Oprah Magazine) stories are a compelling portrait of 
lives on the rough fringes of youth. Palo Alto is, a collection of beautifully written stories (Kirkus s, starred 

review) that capture with perfect pitch the impossible exhilaration, the inevitable downbeatness, and the pure 
confusion of being an adolescent (Elle). Features a bonus essay by James Franco on Gia Coppola's film 

adaptation.ExtraitWhen I got to high school I didnt have friends. My best friend moved away, and I wasnt 
popular. I didnt go to parties. I got drunk only once, at a wedding. I puked behind a gazebo. I was with my 

cousin Jamie, who is gay. He goes to high school in Menlo Park, which is a five-minute drive. He is my only 
friend. He smokes menthol cigarettes. After school I would go home. Me and Mom and Tim would watch 

Roseanne at the dinner table because Dad wasnt there to say no. Then Dad would come home and we would 
study. A lot of times my math tests were on Thursdays, so my dad and I would study extra long on 

Wednesdays, and I would miss Beverly Hills 90210. I never taped it. I did so well in math class that I got 
this internship for the summer at Lockheed Martin. They make missiles and satellites. I was the only girl out 

of ten students who got selected. My dad was very excited. He said, Marissa, one day you and I will work 
together. That summer, between my freshman and sophomore years, I worked for a Swedish guy named Jan, 
pronounced Yan. My job was to watch old film reels of the moon. There were hundreds. I worked in a cold, 
windowless basement. The reels would run from one spool to another on this old machine that looked like a 
tank. I was supposed to record blemishes and splices in the film. Sometimes the moon was full; sometimes it 
would get a little more full as I watched. Sometimes the film was scratched so badly it skipped, or it broke. I 

was in the basement forty hours a week. I watched so many moons. It got so boring, I stopped looking for 
splices. Instead, I drew pictures on computer paper that I pulled from the recycling bin. Jan was never 
around, so I drew a lot. I drew rainbows, and people, and cities, and guns, and people getting shot and 

bleeding, and people having sex. When I got tired I just drew doodles. I tried to draw portraits of people I 
knew. My family always looked ridiculous, but funny because the pictures resembled them, but not enough. 
Then I drew all these things from my childhood, like Hello Kitty and Rainbow Brite and My Little Pony. I 
drew my brothers G.I. Joes. I made the My Little Ponys kill the G.I. Joes. I drew hundreds of pictures and 

they were all bad. I wasnt good at drawing. It was also a little sad to draw so much because I could see 
everything that was inside me. I had drawn everything I could think of. All that was inside me was a bunch 

of toys, and TV shows, and my family. My life was boring. I only had one kiss, and it was with my gay 
cousin, Jamie. One day, Jan came down to the basement. He saw all my little drawings. He didnt say much. 

He picked them up and looked at them. He looked at every picture that was there. When he finished with 
each, he put it onto a neat pile. He was tall and restrained, with clean, fading blond hair, combed back, with a 

slight wave in the front. He had a plain gold wedding band. As he looked at the pictures, I tried to imagine 
what he did for fun, but I couldnt. He put the last picture down on the neat stack and looked at me. How is 
Mr. Moon? he asked. In his accent his words came out short and clean. There was a hint of warmth, but it 

was contained. I found a few scratches today, I said. Good, he said, and left. I didnt draw any more that day. 
I looked at the moon. The next day I was back in the basement. It was almost lunchtime, and Jan came in. 
Come here, he said, and turned and walked out. I followed him down the hall and outside. We crossed the 
parking lot, me following him. The surface of the blacktop was melting where they had put tar to fill in the 

cracks. There were no trees in the parking lot and the sun was pushing hard. I followed the back of Jans light 
yellow shirt and tan slacks over to his truck. It was an old, faded mustard-colored pickup that said toyota in 
white on the back. When I got to the truck, he was messing around with something in the stake bed. He put 
the back part that said toyota down. On top of this, he laid out a big, black portfolio. He opened it and there 

were drawings inside. Look, he said. He stepped back, and I looked. He said, These are mine. They were 
good. They were mostly portraits. There were a bunch of portraits of a pretty womans face, all the same 
woman. He was a lot better than I was. Thats Greta, my wife, he said. She was not my wife then, when I 

made them. She became my wife. Shes very beautiful, I said. She was. Prettier than me. I did these when I 
was at school, he said. I wanted to be artist. But it was no good. It is no good to be artist. I practiced every 
day, eight hours a day. Then I could draw like Michelangelo. Then what? There is already Michelangelo. I 

realized there was nothing more to do. In science, there is always more to learn. Always more. I didnt look at 
him; I looked at his pictures. I felt very lonely. I pictured him and his wife, alone at a long table, eating some 
bland Swedish food, not talking. The only sounds were from the utensils hitting the plates, and the squish of 
their gentle chewing. So, he said. You see. He reached over me and shut the portfolio to punctuate the You 

see, but I didnt know what to see. Then I looked at him. He stood there and looked at me. We were so 
awkward. Okay, he said finally. See you. See you, I said. 2010 WHOSE DOG R U Productions, Inc.Revue 



de presseJames Francos California teenagers are too old for camp, but not too young for guns (a boy riding 
his bike to pick up a gun says, I rode fast and the air on my face was like riding through cold ghosts). The 

casual cruelty of children escalates as kids strike out against everything that is more powerful than they are. 
Its the harsh humor that surprises in these storiesthat and the observations that show James Franco to be an 
original and simpatico voice finely tuned to the territory. These quotable, unsettling stories stay with you; 

they seem to change the ions in a room.--Amy Hempel"James Franco's stories are raw, unsettling and 
delectable. Each articulates a very American yearning within a dystopic suburban landscape of shifting 
sexuality, class and race. They are both really scary and fun to read.--Darcey Steinke, author of Easter 
Everywhere"Franco's talent is unmistakable, his ambition profound. He has taken the twin subjects of 

suburban Palo Alto and American adolescence and made them as scary and true as they must be. This is a 
book to be inhaled more than once, with delight and admiration, with unease and pure enjoyment. As a 
writer, he's here to stay."Gary Shteyngart, author of Absurdistan and Super Sad True Love StoryJames 

Francos chilling stories seem too true for comfort. The characters in Palo Alto navigate off a moral compass 
so smashed they bruise everything they touch. Francos intense artistry swarms all over this gripping book. 
Think Bret Easton Ellis, Dennis Cooper, Kathy Acker. Or better yet, just think James Franco.Ben Marcus, 

author of Notable American WomenJames Franco is a writer of skill and sensitivity whose depiction of 
cruelty and neglect, of amusement and loneliness, of longing and being lost--of the pains and chaos of 

adolescence--is original and impressive. He manages to depict the numbingly stupid and dangerous behavior 
of teenagers and make it amazingly amusing then suddenly deeply sad.--Susan Minot, author of 

RaptureThese rough messages torn from the notebook of angry youth just make us want to ask James Franco 
to say it aint so. These angular stories read like dispatches from the edge of civilization: all the young people 

hurting and denying it, denying connection, denying their hope for anything but tonight, the next thing. 
James Franco does not blink as he offers us these stories -- and it is hard for us to look away.Ron Carlson, 
author of The SignalThe stories are raw and funny-sad, and they capture with perfect pitch the impossible 
exhilaration, the inevitable downbeat-ness, and the pure confusion of being an adolescent.Elle Spare and 

riveting Francos ear for juvenile vernacular is like an Ouija board summoning the lost voices of Generation 
Z.O, the Oprah MagazineFrancos stories are impressive: crisp, spare, depressing. A collection of beautifully 
written stories.Kirkus, starred review"[Franco] makes the difficult appear simple, which only a good writer 
can do.Booklist"Compelling and gutsy.Meghan OGrady, VogueRigorously unsentimental and fabulously 

dark.Michael Cunningham 


