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re you having more kids?” she asks.

“No,” I say, “I think ’'m done.”

Michelle Pfeiffer nods. “I think 'm done too. 'm
80 to 90 percent sure that P’m done.” She’s half an
hour late for breakfast, as all women with small chil-

dren always are. I would have been late too were I
not scheduled to interview Michelle Pfeiffer. She apologizes unnecessarily,
saying that she and her husband, TV writer-producer David Kelley (cre-
ator of Chicago Hope and Picket Fences), and their two kids are playing
host to Pfeiffer’s sister and family, which includes a seven-week-old infant.
“David looked at me this morning and whispered, ‘Man, I don’t want
another of those right now.”” As she explains it, “Because all you can
think about is how tired my sister is when you look at her face.”

It can be jarring to encounter movie stars in the flesh; there’s always
some weirdness about their physical person that translates to the screen
as star power, even if it’s just an oversize head or an unseemly abundance

like the character she plays in the upcoming Up Close and Personal,
which is based on the tragic life of TV newscaster Jessica Savitch. “It’s
not the Jessica Savitch story!” Pfeiffer says in total exasperation. “I
don’t die. It’s a romance. You can do me a big favor, too, and say
that.” Happy to do so: let the record show, Up Close and Personal is
not the Jessica Savitch story, and Michelle Pfeiffer is not neurotic.

Still, m thinking she must necessarily go into any interview feeling
prescrewed, having had her personal life pruriently probed by the likes
of People magazine, which in 1992 gleefully interviewed the 17-year-
old with whom her then-boyfriend, Fisher Stevens, may or may not
have been conducting a kissing tryst. The indelicacy of such coverage
is certainly enough to put you off your satellite feed for good. Indeed,
Pfeiffer’s been described as Garboesque in her pursuit of privacy,
though she prefers to describe herself as a “prude.”

When she married Kelley in 1993, the two sprang a surprise wed-
ding on friends who thought they were attending the christening of the
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Now that she’s arrived, has Michelle Pfeiffer gotten bored with stardom?

By Hillary Johnson

of energy. Michelle Pfeiffer doesn’t jar. She comes across as an exquisitely
proportioned human being, inside and out. It creeps me out, usually,
when movie stars go off on the bliss of parenthood. So I like the fact that
Pfeiffer starts out sounding so frazzled. “But they’re very seductive,” she
sighs, “the little babies.”

For our breakfast at the Four Seasons, Pfeiffer is dressed down, as
expected, in jeans, a brown corduroy jacket, and black T-shirt. Many
people had a hard time buying the notion of her as an inner-city high-
school teacher in last summer’s Dangerous Minds. To me, she looks like
she actually could be a high-school teacher, and not just because she’s
wearing corduroy. She carries herself with easy conviction; you wouldn’t
want to mess with her, but you’d definitely trust her in a pinch.

Frankly, I'm expecting Pfeiffer to be more neurotic than she is, more

couple’s newly adopted daughter, Claudia Rose. Such a stunt seems
more romantic than fearful, and there were, reportedly, no other
celebrities in attendance. The couple now have two children, Claudia
Rose, three, and John, one and a half.

Which may be why Pfeiffer is obsessing about the pros and cons of
Los Angeles and thoughts of greener playgrounds and better school dis-
tricts—something everyone gets around to as soon as they’ve parked
their car, but which is particularly urgent for this movie star right now.
“I was just on the East Coast,” she starts in, “and we think a lot about
moving back there. The thing about L.A. is, you can carve out your own
world, which is nice. For better and for worse, Los Angeles is a place
where anything goes. I really do like that. Sometimes you feel that it
lacks a moral fabric, in the sense of community, and yet what I really like

“She carries herself with easy conviction;
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about it is that it’s very nonjudgmental. The East Coast has a lot more
integrity, but it also has snobbery.”

Though she hasn’t a trace of elitism, Pfeiffer could easily pass for some-
one from back east: she’s the soul of composure; there are no “ums,”
“likes,” or “you knows” to edit out of her speech, and not a trace of
Hollywood hyperbole. Why, I can easily see her raking leaves in front of
a nice house in Connecticut, mittened children cavorting around her.

But back to the relative merits of Los Angeles: she pauses, unfolds her
napkin in her lap, and continues in a very Age of Innocence tone. “I
think, initially, this place is a very enigmatic kind of no-man’s-land. It’s
like a blank canvas; you have to come in and paint your own, and that’s
hard for a lot of people. But once you do, it’s hard to give it up.” Ah,
spoken like a true Angeleno, which is a quality that has little to do with
surfboards or Coppertone or fame. She gives a little fleeting half-smile
before dropping the punchline: “But I don’t want to raise my kids here.”

“But you grew up here,” I say.

“I didn’t grow up in L.A. I grew up in Orange County,” she corrects.
“It’s very different, Orange County. It’s almost the Midwest—and I
wouldn’t want to raise my kids there either!” She laughs smartly.

The strange truth is that Pfeiffer grew up in Orange County, daugh-
ter of Donna and Dick, a heating contractor. She whiled away her
teens as a surfer girl and grocery-store clerk, and got her first acting
break—a bit part on an episode of Fantasy Island—after winning a
beauty pageant. Sounds like a most excellent bimbo biography, but
Pfeiffer is the least bimbonic blonde you could ever hope to meet. And
make no mistake, she planned it that way.

fter Fantasy Island, a dubious sitcom called Delta
House, and one of the more colossally awful movie
sequels, Grease 2, she fought hard to get herself cast
opposite Al Pacino in Scarface, in 1983. She had to
wait until 1988, though, before she could clock in a

really terrific year—starring in Married to the Mob,
Tequila Sunrise, and Dangerous Liaisons, which brought Pfeiffer her
first Oscar nomination. Since then she’s risen, with hardly a hitch, to a
point where Hollywood perceives her as one of the only actresses who
can open a movie without a leading man. Pfeiffer has the box-office
success of last summer’s Dangerous Minds to thank for that.

Now that she’s more than arrived, Pfeiffer appears almost—God for-
bid—bored with stardom. She turned down Evita to stay home with her
husband and kids. And instead of going for big, commercial roles, she’s
developing projects on her own, including a bio-pic of Georgia O’Keefe
and Alfred Stieglitz, and A Thousand Acres, based on Jane Smiley’s
novel. As for those occasional big, commercial roles, there’s her part as
a non-Jessica Savitch-like newscaster in Up Close and Personal opposite
Robert Redford. In her typically understated fashion, Pfeiffer gives me
only one real anecdote about the shoot, and that has to do with the first
time her children came to visit the set. “I was wearing five different wigs

material and tortured characters.”

for this movie,” she recalls, “and my son burst into tears the first time he
saw me. You know that kids recognize people by their hairline.”

ven though Up Close is about to be released, Pfeiffer
seems more interested in talking about other pro-
jects, ones further down the pipeline. “You're always
looking for a good part, preferably in a movie that
won’t embarrass you,” she says dryly, without a roll

of the eyes. “I think that O’Keefe reminds me of my
grandmother, who was kind of a pioneer in her day. She got in her
pickup truck fifty years ago and drove out to California from North
Dakota with her sewing machine in the back. She was very much like
O’Keefe going to Santa Fe.”

Her take is so genuine and personal that I’'m ready to risk my one
prepared Potentially Annoying Question. “This may drive you nuts,”
I begin, “but a lot of people say that Catwoman in Batman Returns
was your best role.”

“I worked my ass off,” she says, not missing a beat. “Here I
thought, I'll just go do this comic-book movie. How hard can it be?
But between the training and the whipping and the costuming and the
character...” Her voice trails off in exhaustion. “Finally, everything
was fitting and nothing was choking me and I could walk in the shoes,
then it was over. I felt like I was just getting started, so I'd like to pick
up where I left off.” Batman director Tim Burton and Pfeiffer are
indeed kicking around the notion of a Catwoman movie.

“Tim and I had this kind of simpatico,” she continues. “Tim is a
product of the Valley, he’s a Valley boy. We’re both from this sort of
middle-class, whitebread background, lived in the tract homes in the
sweet little middle-class neighborhoods, so we had this immediate con-
nection with each other, feeling like we definitely didn’t belong.”

“What’s interesting,” I say, “is that people like him, and probably
Terry Gilliam, too, because of their overt cartooniness, manage to slip
in all this complex, real stuff.”

“Yes!” she says with animation. “And he does it in a very nonjudg-
mental way. Catwoman was a very interesting character, very fun and
very difficult. Tim and I approached her as a schizophrenic, somebody
who was desperately trying to keep things under wraps, who was
always trying to be Debbie Reynolds. She’s oppressed, suppressed, and
depressed. She implodes, basically.”

“That’s why I take people seriously when they say that Catwoman
was your best role,” I say.

She gives me a bemused look that says, basically, she’ll never admir it
in a million years, of course. “Well, I was nominated that year for Love
Field,” she says instead, “and I was really disappointed that it wasn’t for
Batman, even though I knew it was ridiculous. I mean, nobody gets
nominated for Batman. It just doesn’t happen!” She laughs heartily, and
I realize that this is how she sees Hollywood.

When I ask why she’s so drawn to such (Continued on page 119)
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(Continued from page 77) schizophrenic
material as A Thousand Acres, which is King
Lear set on a midwestern farm as told from
the point of view of the three sisters, Pfeiffer
first says something about being one of three
sisters herself. Then she says how universal the
story is. Finally, owning up, she blurts out,
“It’s a very American story. You know, there’s
really nothing more perverted than the
American family. It’s like the best-kept secret,
but it’s very twisted. We still have this Father
Knows Best notion that that’s the norm, when
in fact it’s not, and it never has been.”

Given Pfeiffer’s dry, dyspeptic view of the
all-American nuclear unit, her having a happy
family must really be a subversive act. I like
that her view of suburban domestic bliss is all
about schizophrenic kittens and King Lear.

“I think for a long time I was more attract-
ed to dark material and tortured characters,”
she says. Pfeiffer is only now shooting her first
romantic comedy, One Fine Day, written by
Ellen Simon (daughter of Neil). “You have to
suspend reality a tiny bit when it’s a romantic
comedy. When I read scripts, I always looked
for everything to be based in reality. And when
it veered off, I'd lose interest. With comedy,
you have to be willing to go there, and ’'m
more willing to go there now.” Becoming a
mom may be one reason why. “Opne Fine Day
is based in a kind of reality, for me,” she says.
“It’s about what it’s like being a single parent
who has a career, and how having kids is hys-
terical. They’re funny in what they do and the
predicaments they get you into.”

For a moment we get back to trading our
parental war stories, the way people with
small children are wont to do. “My daughter
used to think any woman in a black dress
and black stockings was me,” Pfeiffer recalls.
“She would go up to strangers in the store,
women who had black stockings on, and go,
‘Oooh!’ and start petting them. I had to teach
her that it wasn’t exactly appropriate to go
up to strange women and rub their legs.”

“But who wouldn’t want Catwoman for
Mom?” I ask.

Pfeiffer gives a wry, maternal frown. “I'm
doing The Muppets,” she offers. “But my
daughter doesn’t seem to like Muppets.”
What kid of Michelle Pfeiffer’s would? €2
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