
HOW IT ALL BEGAN: MEMORIES AND COINCIDENCES (by Liz and Sally Perkins)


Our “Beauty and the Beast” fan saga began, as so many others’, on Friday, September 
25, 1987 at 8:00 p.m. on CBS. The promos had been intriguing, but the opening theme 
and dialogue captivated us.  We were hooked! 


We both happened to be working at NBC at the time, so the Daily News Releases for 
all networks’ programs were available to us. We would scour them searching for any 
mention of our beloved show. The DNRs included clips from local papers, and that is 
where we learned of a B&B hotline, which opened up a new world to us: fan clubs, 
newsletters, etc.  


It is difficult to remember a timeline of events at this stage in our lives (aging sucks!), so 
we’ll just skip to some happy memories and coincidences. The first was the result of a 
letter we’d written to the editor of the Newark Star Ledger praising the uniqueness of 
the show. Shortly after that letter was published, we received a phone call from a 
woman who had read it and asked if we used to live in a certain apartment building in 
Millburn, NJ. It turned out she used to live in the same unit just upstairs from us, and 
she was a B&B fan. Thus began a new friendship.  


The next happy memory was of another phone call we received. Sally answered, and 
the voice on the other end said, “Are you into fangs and fur?,” to which she answered, 
“Yes, I am!” That was our soon-to-be friend, Lorraine, who said she had found our 
names on a fan list and was trying to organize a get-together for fans in northern NJ. 
Those who attended became fast friends. We eventually formed the North Jersey 
Tunnel Community and held regular Winterfests at rental halls, to which we hauled all 
manner of rugs, furniture, antiques, tunnelish items, “Vincent’s window” (which has 
been part of a few cons), etc. People came from the NY area and all parts of NJ. We 
catered them, had activities, games (a trivia note: this is where “Hang the Dangly Bit on 
Vincent” was born), prizes, printed programs, and opening and closing ceremonies. It 
was anxiety-ridden, frantic, but a labor of love each time. 


The final memory we’ll tell falls into the category of “big-time coincidence.” Ron 
Perlman had done “A Few Good Men” on Broadway. Several of us in the group saw the 
show 12 times and often made pilgrimages to the stage door on nights we weren’t 
attending the show. We would speak to Ron occasionally but feared we’d look like 
groupies (which we were!), and afraid he’d recognize familiar faces sitting so often in 
first and second row center.


Here’s where the “big-time coincidence” comes in. We were adopting a kitten in NYC, 
and on one of our planned visits to see the kitten, our sister and a friend wanted to 
come along. As luck would have it, our sister Nancy was visiting a fellow artist who 
lived next door to our friend Ann in Gramercy Park. The plan was for Sally to drive in 
from NJ after work to pick Liz up at NBC, then drive down to Gramercy Park to pick up 
Nancy and Ann. Traffic into the city was horrible, but at last we all connected and 
headed to SoHo. Parking on the street was impossible, but fortunately there was a 



garage nearby. Our concern was inconveniencing the kitten’s owner, since she was 
expecting us much earlier. As our group was waiting for the elevator that would not 
come, in through the front door walked Ron Perlman, his wife and daughter! Yikes! We 
literally did a double take. The elevator finally arrived and we all piled on. While Nancy 
and Ann were cool as cucumbers, the two of us plastered ourselves to the side of the 
elevator, praying he wouldn’t recognize us from all those play visits and thinking we 
had stalked him to his residence. He made a joke while exiting, so we’re quite sure he 
didn’t feel threatened. Talk about timing, though! All the delays that had given us such 
angst placed us in the right place at the right time. Serendipity! 


