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DEDICATION 

 

 

 

This book is dedicated to the actors. Most of my husbands and lovers, friends and enemies were and are actors. I’ve worked with them, fought with  them,  played  with  them,  learned  from  and  taught  them.  Some  are famous and successful; others are unknown and have to work at any job they  can  find  to  pay  their  bills  in  between  doing  what  they  love.  But  if you are one of the shy, fragile creatures born with the belief that you have been given the gift to move an audience from laughter to tears and back again by baring your emotional core for all to see, and the courage to pursue that elusive dream whether on stage or screen, then this book is truly and sincerely meant as a tribute to you and all that you wish to do and be.  
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People and events in this story are portrayed to the best of my ability to  remember  them  as  I  knew  them.  Researchers,  historians  and  people who know and write about Hollywood of the past fifty years should find that we have reconstructed that time and place with as much attention to specifics as we could to convey an impression, rather than smothering the reader in non-essential details. 

Over  fifty  years  ago,  I  was  a  young  woman  in  my  early  twenties, swept up in living these events while at the same time pursuing a career in film and television. In those early years, I had no intention of telling my story  to  anyone,  let  alone  writing  a  book  about  it.  Given  the  nature  of what I saw, heard and experienced, it would have been foolish and hurtful and maybe even dangerous. Sequences of events, exact times, dates and locations  have  gone  through  memory’s  filter,  and  since  conversations weren’t recorded, we have reconstructed them as best we could. Were the people alive to dispute specific details of my recollection, and they might for whatever reason, e.g., memory loss due to my heart stopping for 4 1/2 

minutes. Who is to say everything I write about now is the absolute truth, and  whose  truth?  But  this  is  a  survivor’s  tale  and  I,  the  survivor,  have tried to tell it with clarity and honesty. 

There  is  no  effort  to  sensationalize,  expose,  smear  or  betray  persons who have passed on. Rather it is simply impossible for me to tell my story honestly  without  revealing  some  unfavorable  details  about  myself  and many of the persons who had an impact upon my life. 
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My story is one of survival in what was, even more than today, a man’s world of movie moguls and A-list stars with huge egos who believed that they had earned the right to do anything they wanted, including obtaining sexual  favors  from  any  young  actress  who  caught  their  eye  by manipulation, or plain force. 

I  believe  that  more  than  any  other  thing  my  unshakable  faith  is responsible for my triumph over the difficult passage from youth through adulthood and into my senior years. 

I have experienced the seduction of fame, lavish living, and falling in love with love. I have paid a tremendous price for all of it and survived to tell this, the “Good Girl’s” story, my story. 
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I  first  met  Sharon  through  an  internet  dating  site.  At  the  time,  I  was unaware of her celebrity, and much less the dramatic and in many ways tragic  story,  she  felt  compelled  to  tell.  I  saw  a  lovely  lady  with  a provocative profile under the title of “Misssweetpie” and I winked at her. 

Later  when  she  began  to  reveal  more  of  her  identity  to  me,  being  a lifelong movie and TV buff, I quickly recalled seeing the beautiful young actress in countless movies and TV appearances, and a flood of delightful memories came rushing back. 

Early  in  our  relationship,  Sharon  asked  me  to  help  her  write  her memoirs. After agreeing to take on the task, I soon realized that I had no clear idea of what  I had agreed to  do.  Initially,  I saw it principally  as  a somewhat challenging writing exercise, and of course, a love offering for someone  with  whom  I  was  growing  more  enamored  with  each  passing day. (I had written a number of screenplays, but never anything like this). 

What I had agreed to do, in part, was to listen and read, without judgment, as  my  new  lover  related  the  intimate  details  of  her  life  from  her dysfunctional  family  to  sexual  promiscuity,  drug  and  alcohol  abuse.  All of which was shrouded in the dubious glamour of an acting career which started in New York and eventually reached Hollywood. 

I was able to take in all the erotic and somewhat sordid details of one sexual  escapade  after  another,  interlaced  with  heartbreaking  affairs without  judgment.  Though,  I  am  a  typical,  red  blooded  American  male raised  with  fundamentalist  Christian  values,  I  could,  because  my  first marriage had been to a “Sex Worker” as they are officially known in The Netherlands, where prostitution is legal. 
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She was a charming, intelligent young woman, from a very respectable, upper middle-class family, who had chosen to earn her living in the sex trade.  The  relationship  taught  me  to  recognize  the  clear  differences between  sex  and  love,  and  lust  and  commerce.  To  take  vows  with  a woman with such a history, and truly honor them, I had not only to learn those difficult lessons, but accept a whole new philosophy as well. 

No,  the  difficult  part  for  me  was  enduring  the  many  teary  sessions  as Sharon struggled to convey the depth of her pain at feeling unloved and unlovable. She told me how she had been abandoned by her first husband, and sorely neglected by  her second, when she was in  dire need of love, affection and simple human kindness. And how, when she returned from the Fijian Islands, the once beautiful, young “Hollywood Princess” with a future  bright  enough  to  light-up  the  Sunset  Strip,  now  a  small,  frail woman in her sixties, broken in both body and spirit, found that love and support was again in short supply. 

Day  after  day,  I  listened  to  searing  tales  of  the  awful  estrangement between  her  and  her  only  child,  Chance,  during  one  of  the  most challenging periods her of life; of sleeping in her car, when that was the only  shelter  the  proud,  veteran  movie  star  could  negotiate  for  herself. 

Then later, drawing upon both her acting and life experiences, to concoct and  execute  a  scheme  to  extract  herself  from  the  soul-crushing confinement of a hospital’s mental ward. 

These  were  the  stories  of  fantastic  triumphs  and  devastating  failures which wrenched my heart and inspired me to make a pledge of love to do whatever it took to ensure that her story was told in the only way it should be with her voice, passion and unrelenting honesty. 
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No,  not  another  Hollywood  Celebrity  Memoir,  you  say.  Well  yeah, you bet! Mine may at first seem similar, in some respects, to others you may have read. But as we are all unique, so are our stories. 

I dreamed the dream of many a young girl in 1950’s Middle-America, dare I say, young girls all over the world. It was the Hollywood dream of stardom  and  glamour,  a  luxurious  life-style  decorated  with  fashionable clothes,  plush  surrounding  and  pursuit  by  the  most  handsome  and passionate of lovers. That is not unique or very original, but the fact that I died  twice  during  the  course  of  achieving  that  most  elusive  dream  just might single me out from the rest. 

Yes, I literally died while in labor. For 4 1/2 long devastating minutes my heart stopped pumping blood to my brain. The second time was just as  dramatic  and  even  more  devastating,  because  I  can  remember  every spiritually shattering moment of the ordeal; whereas my memories of my first  death  and  most  of  what  had  gone  before  was  lost  to  me  for  many years.  My  second  death  occurred  as  a  result  of  a  brutal  sexual  assault which killed my spirit, and had me wishing for the physical death  I had barely escaped so many years before. 

In  dreary  Sioux  City,  Iowa,  my  Hollywood  dream  seemed  like  one worth  embracing,  though  it  was  as  far  beyond  my  reach  as  the  idea  of space travel was for most Americans at the time. As the old saying goes, 

“Be careful of what you wish for, you just might get it.”1 



1  Sioux  City  isn’t  dreary!  It’s  my  hometown  and  I  love  it  and  everyone  in  it.  I’m thankful  for  having  been  born  and  raised  there.  At  times,  I  wish  I’d  never  left,  after hearing how well my old classmates have done. They’ve had really nice, sweet, lives full of adventure and drama without ever leaving home. But back then, I would never have left town if I hadn’t felt Sioux City was, “Dreary.” 
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Wow, did I ever get “It!” I competed with some of the most beautiful, talented  and  popular  actresses  of  the  past  fifty  years,  Ali  MacDraw, Katharine Ross, Jacqueline Bisset and many others, for both screen roles and those passionate lovers I had dreamed of as a Sioux City adolescent, and won my share of both. I traveled to exotic locals and met interesting, exciting people from Indian Gurus to Fijian peasants who taught me hard, soul-jarring  lessons  about  spiritual  growth,  simple  faith  and  survival.  I have  been  wined  and  dined,  celebrated  and  showered  with  prizes  and awards,  and  survived  it  all  without  so  much  wear  and  tear  as  to  be obvious to the naked eye. 

I  thought  dancing  would  be  my  way  into  the  exciting  world  of  show business. My ballet talent took me further than I had a right to expect of my short legs, more than ample breast and wide hips. My body may not have been made for ballet, but it was certainly made for performing. I was able to perform my way into a role on a live TV drama, when I had zero acting  experience,  save  every  high  school  play  I  could  insert  my  eager little  self  into.  This  led  in  turn  to  my  first  movie  role.  “Kiss  Her Goodbye” was the title, but for me it was, “Hello Cuba” and the first of several heartbreaking love affairs with both famous and infamous men to include Che Guevara, Bruce Lee, and Steve McQueen. 

Love! Let’s just call them affairs for now, because, I’m not any surer, now in my seventies, of what love means than I was as a kid of eighteen sealing my tender, young body around the handsome, virile and infamous hero  of  the  Cuban  Revolution,  Che  Guevara,  as  we  sped  through  the Cuban countryside on his roaring motorcycle. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I took the long treacherous, thrilling, exploring-emotions trip, the drug-induced  euphoria  trip,  the  sexual-liberation  trip,  the  pursuit-of-spiritual-enlightenment  trip;  and  the  single-mom-trying-to-raise-a-man  trip.  But ultimately  it  was  just  one  trip,  the  life  trip  of  Sharon  Forsmoe,  AKA, Sharon Farrell “Hollywood Princess” from Sioux City, Iowa. 



The idea of writing my memoirs was, of course, quite daunting. “Quite daunting,” well, let me be frank; it really scared the crap out of me. I can’t remember parts of my life, and other parts I can’t forget, though it would really make some of my relationships a lot easier if I could. I truly hope this book provides a good read for my loyal fans, show business groupies, freaky peephole-gazers and fun-lovers of every description. I’m not in a position to judge anyone, as you will soon learn if you choose to read on. 

So, all supporters of this little project are truly welcomed. And oh, please, dear  Lord,  let  this  poor  senior  citizen  create  a  little  cushion  in  her shrinking bank accounts. 
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PROLOGUE 

DON’T LET DYING GET YOU DOWN 



The already terrible pain now seemed to intensify to the point where I could barely stand it, then suddenly, the pain was gone and I was removed from the hurried spectacle of shouting doctors and squealing nurses. 

I  was  way  up  high,  floating,  and  looking  down  at  some  poor unconscious  girl  on  a  bed  being  fussed  over  by  a  team  of  passionate caregivers, who were scrambling to save her precious life. 

They begged her to live with pleads of, “Come on breathe! Sharon, you can do this. Come on, everything is  good; we’re here, and  you’re doing good. Breathe girl, come on, you can do it. Try to cough, come on, come on, cough for me! Oh no...Oh God, we’ve lost her again.” 

And suddenly, they  had  those paddles  you always see in the medical shows, the kind of shows I had done so many of, “Doctor Kildare,” “Ben Casey,”  “Medical  Center.”  Then  the  small  body  of  that  pretty  young woman went into a spasm and leapt up off the bed. They did it again, and again! And then, “We’ve lost her. She’s gone!” 

I  continued to  float  right  out  the door.  I started  down a long hallway feeling really peaceful and unburdened for the first time in  a long time, maybe the first time in my life. My body had never felt like this. It was such  a  truly  lovely  feeling  of  relief.  It  was  as  if  I  had  been  marred  in quicksand of pain and despair, and had finally been pulled into a glorious sanctuary where fear and pain were forbidden to intrude. Yes, I was still floating,  and  now  I  had  somewhere  to  go,  right  down  that  hallway towards the pale yellow, softly glowing light. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Everything  was  perfect.  I  had  always  dreamed  of  perfect,  and  now, everything was exactly the way it was supposed to be. I was laughing at the  wonder  of  all  that  perfection.  How  wrong  I  had  been  about everything. Everything was exactly the way it should be. My life zipped before  me  like  a  very  fast  paced  movie  which  nobody  could  follow  but me...I laughed and laughed. Everything was exactly as it should be! 

I remember thinking how sweet  everyone was back in  the room with the girl. I had to return to thank them even though they might not hear or see me. I just knew they would feel my gratitude. 

They  didn’t  even know  the  girl on the bed, but  that small fact didn’t seem to matter. Gosh! She was so far from her home in California here in Oakbrook, Illinois. She had never seen the doctor before in her life or any of  the  others.  Yet,  these  strangers  were  waging  a  desperate  struggle  to preserve her life, a life perhaps not worth preserving if that girl’s feelings were known. 

I  could  see  from  my vantage point, high  above  everyone, that on the doctor’s  round,  fat  head  was  a  small  bald  spot  amidst  his  thick  head  of hair, which seemed to be as perfectly placed as everything else. 

I noticed a hairpin up high on a shelf, just below where I was floating, and I knew how it had gotten there and why. A perfect understanding of how  small,  silly  things  fit  into  the  big  picture  puzzle  of  life  became wonderfully clear. 

All the while, I was observing and realizing the meaning of my life and the  way  the  world  really  was,  and  why  those  kind,  loving,  people  were working feverishly on that girl. 

They  were  just  so  dear  to  me.  They  didn’t  even  know  her  or  what awful  secrets  she  was  concealing.  They  didn’t  know,  and  didn’t  care. 

They were determined to save her life. 
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The  hallway  was  getting  crowded  with  smiling  faces.  I  didn’t recognize anyone, but for some reason I thought I should have, and knew I  had  known  every  one  of  them  in  some  long  ago  past.  Loving,  happy, welcoming faces, but I couldn’t stop. I had to pursue that warmly glowing light.  There was someone, something, a  coming  home beyond that light and I was racing towards it. 

Then right before me, I saw a huge cigarette poster framed on the wall with a caption which read, “Salem Kills.” I stopped. 

I suddenly had to go back and thank those nurses and doctors back in that room. I felt so sorry for them trying so hard to save her, ‘Me,’ and I felt I could make them understand how wonderful and perfect everything was, and that I was “Okay.” More than “Okay,” I was blissful and light, pain-free, and it felt so good that I never wanted it to end. 

Then I felt a wrenching pain. Someone was grabbing my arm. I turned and  yanked  away.  Pain,  sudden,  excruciating  pain...  I  was  back  in  that room,  back  in  my  body.  I  woke  up  as  if  out  of a  dream.  Though  it  had been more real than any reality I had ever experienced. 

I couldn’t see! Everything was blurry. 

There  was  “Noise”  and  “Pain,”  but  not  the  thundering  sounds  of  a troupe  of  prepubescent  girls  pounding  the  hardwood  dance  floors  with exercise music blaring in the background. No, I had become conditioned to that noisy concoction long, long ago. And oh, the pain! I knew about pain,  the  pain  of  sore,  blistered,  bleeding  feet,  aching  ankles  and  knees from trying harder and harder to be the best, “Practice, practice.” Oh boy-

-was there pain! But this pain was unlike anything I had ever felt before. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Then I recognized it, the “Noise.” It was emanating from the TV in the room.  It  seemed  to  be  loud  enough  to  burst  a  normal  human  being’s eardrums. I recognized the voices, too. “I know those voices!” It was my voice  and  that  of  that  sweet,  curious  personality  and  wonderful  actor, Wally  Cox.  Months  before  we  had  done  a  TV  Show  together,  and  this was  the  airing  of  it.  I  wasn’t  dead.  I  couldn’t  be...there  was  too  much pain.  Dead  people  don’t  feel  pain.  That’s  one  of  the  bennies  of  being dead, at least that’s what I’d always heard and believed. Wasn’t it so? Oh-h-h the pain--my mouth is so dry. If this is death, I must be in Hell. 

“Well,  there  you  are.  We’ve  been  waiting  for  you  to  wake  up. 

Someone is here to see you. Look, someone wants your autograph. Here’s a pen, sweetie. That’s a girl. Let’s sit you up, there, there you go. Good girl.” 

I tried to take the pen. The paper was beneath my hand. I tried to write my  name  and  couldn’t.  I  didn’t  know  how.  I  didn’t  remember  how  to write my own name. I wasn’t even sure what it was. 

Was it all a dream? Had I really died? My heart had stopped for 4 1/2 

minutes, and my mind had died with it. I started to cry deep, sobbing tears like a child who knows she’s done an awful, shameful thing for which she must be punished.  I now realized  I was in  a hospital.  I was alive.  I had been  pregnant  and  my  baby  was  dead.  What  shameful  sin  had  I committed  to  be  punished  so  harshly?  I  didn’t  recognize  anyone.  Not even the father of my baby. When he realized I thought that baby Chance was dead, John showed me his little footprints to prove he was still alive. 

John  Boyer’s  mother  had  traveled  from  L.A.  to  Oakbrook,  Illinois  to help him bring the baby home. Everyone thought that I would die. 
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I was so heavily drugged that no one seemed to be aware I had lost my memory. And that I didn’t know my own identity. Most of it would come back to me slowly, very slowly throughout the advancing years, the good and the not-so-good. I wasn’t the “Good Girl” from Sioux City, Iowa that I always wanted to be, and everyone thought I was, “Little Miss Perfect,” 

perfect grades, perfect looks, perfect, perfect, perfect. 

I  slowly  learned  why  I  had  been  punished,  but  thank  God,  not  as severely as I had thought. I had little Chance, and a fresh start on life. I prayed  that  I  would  be  able  to  find  her  again,  the  “Good  Girl,”  and redeem her tarnished soul. 



Quotation: 

2“May  today  there  be  peace  within  you.  May  you  trust  that  you  are exactly  where  you  are  meant  to  be.  May  you  not  forget  the  infinite possibilities that are born of faith in yourself and others. May you use the gifts that you have received, and pass on the love that has been given to you.  May  you  be  content  with  yourself  just  the  way  you  are.  Let  this knowledge  settle  into  your  bones,  and  allow  your  soul  the  freedom  to sing, dance, praise, and Lord please, let it be so for each one of us.” 

This would be my continuous prayer, whether struggling faithfully to pursue my Christian values, or passionately indulging hedonistic desires, the words and ideals would never completely vanish from my consciousness. 





2 Author unknown... 
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CHAPTER 1 

HOME IS WHERE THE HEART IS 



And Other Folksy Illusions! 



My mom came from a very poor family. When she was a very little girl she once lived in a shack that was covered with tin can lids. Her father was an alcoholic, of course. He worked as a stone mason  by  trade  for  the  city  during  the  week,  and  drank  the weekends away. 

Her  mother  cleaned  offices  at  night  and  spent  her  days  and weekends farming a 10 acre patch, which provided our extended family  with  fresh  and  preserved  vegetables  throughout  the  year. 

My  grandmother  had  amazing  physical  strength,  often  displayed in  farmyard  chores,  and  strength  of  character  as  well.  The  latter evidenced  by  her  tenacious  attitude  toward  life.  To  her  it  was  a daily  run  through  an  obstacle  course;  a  painful,  joyless  grind which you could either dominate or be dominated by. 

“Knock  it  down!  Hit  it  again.  Kill  it  with  that  broom.  That’s right honey, you’ll never starve. I’ll teach you how to survive. Go ahead pick up that little bird now.  Let’s throw her in  the boiling pot  outside  before  the  lice  run  up  your  arm…when  they  realize that  little  sparrow  is  dead  they  always  make  their  escape.  Now, we’ll boil it until the feathers are loose enough to pluck,” said my Grandma Huffman. 



SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Then she showed me how to clean the little bird and put it on a stick. We cooked him together over the fire and ate him. That little bird was very tasty. 

Her  house  always  smelled  of  sauerkraut.  (I  could  remember that  smell  when  I  couldn’t  remember  anything  else  from  my childhood). She made huge buckets of it. It was the family staple that we could always depend upon. 

She made her own soap as well. It could remove any stain. She stirred  the  dirty  clothes  outside  in  a  huge  iron  pot,  filled  with soapy  water,  over  a  wood  burning  fire.  They  were  extremely clean, but the process lacked the soft, fluffy finish which we just couldn’t bear to live without today. 

Mom always wanted Grandma Huffman to have a toilet inside the house. She had an old outhouse that was dank, cold and scary in winter and a stiflingly humid fly incubator during the summer. 

You can just imagine things crawling up your private parts when you had to go. When she had finally saved up enough and we had the grand unveiling, my grandma refused to use it. She thought it was unsanitary having one of those nasty things inside of her well-kept home. Her well-kept home was actually an old glorified tool shed, where hoes, picks and shovels left little room for the human occupants. She kept the couch and chairs covered with yellowing plastic  long  after  the  big  Missouri  River  flood  had  flowed  and ebbed. 

Grandma’s great failing was that she could only see the world in sharp contrast of blacks and whites. A singular, fond diversion for Grandma was her attendance at Ku Klux Klan meetings when her grueling work schedule allowed. 
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I wonder what she would make of the assortment of passionate, black,  brown  and  yellow  lovers  her  perfect  little  granddaughter has  acquired  over  the  years.  I  think  we  all  know,  and  may  God forgive her for it. 

Grandma  planted  every  vegetable  imaginable  and  fed  us  all. 

She always rented a horse to plow her 10 acres until mom bought her a gasoline plow which became the instrument of her demise. 

Ironically,  for  such  a  decisive  personality,  she  was  extinguished when she couldn’t remember how to turn the thing off, and feared both  hanging  on  and  letting  go.  Lacking  a  decision  to  do  one  or the other, she ran herself to death. 

On  her  body  they  found  thirty  thousand  dollars  pinned  to  her bra with safety pins, concealed beneath her slip. My dad used the small  fortune  to  buy  Gaines  Awning  Company,  and  paid  off  a whole  slew  of  bills.  Unfortunately,  the  business  he  had  chosen was very seasonal. He did well only in the summer months. 

Grandpa Huffman had red hair as did my mother. He loved to play  the  violin,  especially  when  he  was  drinking,  and  he  also loved dancing. After raising hell into the wee hours of a Saturday night,  by  Sunday  morning  he  was  generally  ready  to  pursue redemption at his favorite church. His hangover induced tears fell into puddles as he was saved more times than we could count. 

But  the  number  of  marriage  ceremonies  he  successfully endured was a number we would learn to remember, and admire for  the  shear  brass  of  it.  He  had  been  married  “10  times,”  and never bothered once to get a divorce, or so the family legend goes. 

He  was  also  once  arrested  for  stealing  chickens  and  spent  a night, or perhaps more in jail. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA What  I  remember  most  was  his  violin  playing,  and  how  he encouraged  me  to  jump  upon  his  feather  bed  and  listen  to  him sing. His red hair bristled as he sang aria after aria in languages I couldn’t understand.  I believe this was the source of my lifelong love of music and dance. 

My  mom  had  to  get  married,  she  was  pregnant  with  me.  She quit  school  to  never  return.  She  is  very  smart,  and  I  believe  she has  always  regretted  losing  that  opportunity  for  an  education. 

Though, she had, in fact, married up and was very proud of it. She was  so  impressed  by  my  father’s  prominent,  ambitious  and successful  Norwegian,  immigrant  family,  that  she  would  retell their  “Horatio  Alger”  story  to  anyone  she  could  corner  long enough to complete the telling of the tale. 

A young Swedish man had become an indentured servant to a Norwegian  family  named  Forsmoe,  on  a  farm  in  North  Dakota. 

His  last  name  was  Helgeson  and  the  Forsmoes’  loved  him  so much  they  adopted  him  and  left  him  the  farm  when  they  passed on. Hence, my last name was Forsmoe, not Helgeson. 

My  mother  had  a  brother  from  one  of  my  grandmother’s previous  marriages.  She  had  outlived  three  husbands.  One  of which was a veterinarian who suffered a heart attack during a rain storm. He fell head first and drowned in a 2 inch deep puddle of water. 

The  older  brother  was  named  Meokle  Joseph  Kirby,  but  he preferred  to  go  by  Joe.  He  died  in  a  fire  during  prohibition.  A workplace  explosion  had  suddenly  ended  both  his  bootlegging career and his life. My mother loved her brother so very much that the mere mention of his name is enough to provoke her to tears to this very day. He was so young--just twenty-one. 
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My  mother  is  a  woman  who  still  remains  a  mystery  to  me.  I love  her  but  I  don’t  really  know  her,  much  less  understand  her. 

And  not  knowing,  nor  understanding  her,  I  can’t  trust  her.  I certainly know I can’t trust her advice. The saddest thing of all is that I fear that if I did know the real person, that knowledge might just destroy me. Sounds sort of mystical, but let’s just write it off to the dance between mothers and daughters that has been going on since creation. 

Though  I  can  honestly  say  without  the  support  and encouragement of Hazel,  I never would have had the career  I’ve had.  She  supported  me  all  the  way  and  even  pushed  me  when  I needed  it.  She  was  responsible  for  arranging  my  escape  to  New York, but I’m getting ahead of myself. 

My mother’s ambitions for her first born manifested themselves quite  early  as  I  recall.  When  I  was  four  or  five  we  attended  the Lutheran  Church  where  I  was  invited  to  say  a  line  in  the Christmas play. I couldn’t do it. I had bad dreams over it. I was so scared. I cried and cried to mom to get out of it. I was successful, but mom made sure I saw that Christmas play. 

The  whole  family  went.  This  was  before  I  had  even  started ballet. Watching all the little kids onstage, I realized I could have done  it.  I  knew  all  the  words  by  heart.  Sitting  there  in  the  dark, looking at the stage, so far away, watching someone else say my lines was an agonizing experience for my five year old psyche to endure. That was my mom proving to me that I could have done it, God bless her. I never wanted to feel that kind of loss again. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Mom  revealed  herself  to  my  sister,  Dale-Candice  and  me, mostly,  through  the  advice  she  gave  us.  “Always  be  sure  to  be really clean down there. (She would literally turn us upside-down and inspect our little hoo-hoos). Don’t play with yourself, better to get a boy to do that, it could stifle you when you’re trying to have relations in your married life. It’s better to get money for it than to give it away, you’re only a virgin once.” 

My  high  sex  drive,  coupled  with  my  mother’s  strange admonitions,  set  me  off  on  a  path  sown  with  a  series  of  wild adventures  and  bizarre  episodes,  many  of  which  had  loathsome repercussions. 

The  trend  started  early.  I  remember  a  boy  named  Stuart  Huff who had a crush on me in first grade. He’d chosen to express his affection  by  drawing  naked  pictures  of  me,  and  got  himself  into quite  a  bit  of  trouble  over  it.  I  never  saw  them,  but  I  heard everyone  laughing  and  talking  about  me,  and  the  consensus seemed  to  be  that  I  had  posed  for  him,  or  done  something  with him that I hadn’t. I went to a movie with him before he drew the pictures,  and  I  think  his  dad  or  mom  had  driven  us  there.  Hazel had picked him out  and said he was so cute that I should go out with him. His mother had called her to ask me out. This was with six year olds, can you believe it? 

Another  boy,  Gary  Shaw,  used  to  chase  me  home,  and  try  to kiss me. He pulled my braids at school and was really mean to me. 

The last time he chased me I got hold of his finger and pulled it back until he let me go. His finger was broken. He never chased me again. For several years, he was my enemy and I was always afraid of him. 
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I started taking ballet lessons when my Aunt Gloria volunteered to be my sponsor. She was my father’s wild sister, and everyone thought  she  looked  like  Hedy  Lamar.  She  ran  away  to  Chicago when she was sixteen, met and married an ex-prize fighter named Dick  Mahoney  who  was  running  from  the  mob.  They  ended  up back  in  Sioux  City  and  more  gangster  friends  followed  causing Sioux  City,  Iowa,  to  become  known,  for  a  while,  as  “Little Chicago.” 

My dad had returned from World War II, a decorated hero, and I guess killing still came easily to him. He took our little family on a long motor trip to Chicago once. We didn’t know we were being used  as  cover  by  dad  for  a  “Hit”  he  was  making  on  a  gangster rival of my Uncle Dick’s. 

We heard that an ice pick had been my dad’s weapon of choice, and Uncle Dick had repaid him by putting a down payment on our new  house,  and  providing  us  girls  with  piano,  violin,  and  of course, the much appreciated ballet lessons. 

At  this  time,  our  family  could  have  just  about  anything  we wanted, from  a Singer sewing machine for mom,  to  a new Nash for my well trained, killer dad. Dale-Candice wanted tap dancing lessons,  and  that  meant  I  did  too.  As  fate  would  have  it;  I  got them, but my dear little sister never did. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA The  gangster  lifestyle  certainly  paid  well,  if  the  trappings  we envied, admired and occasionally indulged in when we visited our aunt and uncle were common. They had a huge house was on the outskirts  of  town,  and  visiting  it  was  like  a  trip  to  wonderland. 

Every  room  attested  to  Aunt  Gloria’s  unerringly  good  taste.  The bedroom set consisted of the most gorgeous blend of dark brown and  blonde mahogany.  The vanity had a huge round mirror with glass  shelves,  where  she  had  assembled  the  latest,  most  popular perfumes  just  like  those  in  the  romantic  movies  of  the  era.  She was our own “Hedy Lamar.” 

She  was  truly  glamorous,  smoking  her  cigarettes  with  a cigarette  holder  encrusted  with  tiny,  glimmering  diamonds. 

Sometimes  she  would  model  her  beautiful  jewelry  for  us.  One watch had more than a hundred diamonds, and it was just one of several. 

They  had  two  Doberman  Pinschers  as  guard  dogs,  Duke  and Duchess, who were fed to their hearts’ content on fresh raw horse meat. They were quite vicious, but even they failed to protect my uncle from the ongoing war with his  gangster rivals. Uncle Dick and two of his mistresses fell prey to a professional female killer who  had  been  hired  out  of  Chicago  and  was,  “Deadlier  than  the male,” at least on this occasion. 

My aunt was out of town visiting a cousin. Dad picked her up at the little airport, and brought her to our house. We all jumped inside the car, and took her home to what can only be described as the  scene  of  a  blood  bath.  Bodies  and  blood  seemed  to  be everywhere. But the two dogs were alive and unharmed. 
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My little sister and  I had rushed ahead of the grown-ups right into  the  full  impact  of  this  scene  of  unbelievable  carnage.  Our seven and eight year old brains mercifully went into shock as we were quickly spirited into a spare bedroom, and left to wonder if we  had  truly  seen  what  we  thought  we  had.  Intermittently,  my aunt or my mom would look in on us and assure us that everything was  all  right.  We  worked  away  at  our  coloring  books  and  were soon able to imagine that our lovely little pictures were more real than anything we had witnessed on that incredibly, horrible day. 

My dad and Aunt Gloria always believed it was an inside job. 

Someone had befriended the dogs and won their confidence. Aunt Gloria seemed to have known their identity. 

They  shoved  the  bodies  into  my  uncle’s  car,  and  my  dad  and Aunt Gloria left mom and us at the house, while they got rid of the car  with  the  bodies  inside.  They  drove  the  car  all  the  way  to Kansas City. Dad ran the car into a culvert on a curve, somewhere along  a  deserted  dirt  road,  and  split  with  my  aunt  who  had followed in a car behind him. Several days later my Aunt Gloria got a call that her husband had been in an accident and everyone in the car was dead. There was no mention of the bullet holes. 

My  intrepid  aunt  got  through  all  of  this  without  a  single  sob. 

She  was  a  woman  of  action,  taking  charge,  and  telling  everyone just what had to be done. The fact that her roving husband hadn’t died  alone  probably  helped  her  to  consign  the  whole  terrible episode to the “He got what he deserved” file. She stayed pissed at him for a long, long time. 
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She still longs for tap to this day,  but she had a leg injury while jogging 20 years ago and her leg has given her trouble ever since. 

She says when she dies she wants to be buried with her tap shoes on. 

I kept studying my ballet, even as our family was going under, until dad started drinking, and I was told that I couldn’t take ballet anymore.  When  I  told  my  ballet  teacher  I  wouldn’t  be  able  to continue,  she  gave  me  a  big  hug  and  told  me  not  to  worry.  She said she would keep me on anyway. 
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CHAPTER 2 

TEENAGE DANCING AND DRAMA QUEEN 




Innocence Lost... 



While  still  pursuing  my  dancing,  I  decided  to  expand  my horizons  by  signing  up  for  my  high  school’s  drama  class.  Mr. 

Casselman  was  the  instructor,  and  he  was  considered  a  real eccentric. He was tall and very skinny and kept  his  hair cropped short, almost buzzed, but not quite. He used to sit in the window of  the  classroom  and  talk  about  Stanislavski  and  how  he  had studied in New York with Lee Strasberg, and was a classmate of Stella  Adler...wonderful  stories.  (I’m  just  remembering  some  of them  because  of  your  questions,  Jessie).  He  inspired  me  to  the point of idol-worshiping. He became my acting-guru. 

One day our class was working on a play a few of us had co-written for an assembly program. I was also the director. As I was attempting to give direction to this girl on how she should portray an old woman, I started to demonstrate because she really couldn’t understand  what  I  was  asking  of  her.  While  I  was  showing  her what  I  wanted,  some  of  our  classmates  saw  me  and  started  to applaud. Mr. Casselman had also witnessed the little episode and the class’ reaction as well. He insisted that I play the old woman who was the lead character in the little play. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  scrubbed  my  face  and  applied  aging  makeup,  and  attired myself  in  one  of  my  mom’s  long  black  dresses.  I  patterned  my performance, my walk and speech, after a science teacher whom I adored. Well, I was one of a very small number of students who actually liked this teacher, so they all assumed that I was making fun of her. My performance became a part of school legend, and a star was born. 

My next big role was in the school’s production of “Dracula.” 

The  audition  included  a  screaming  session  in  addition  to  the dialogue  readings.  There  were  a  couple  of  girls  that  were  very good, but when it came to the scream they got self-conscious and let out these little yelps. I was able to beat ‘em out with a scream which started with a low moaning sob which turned into a whaling dirge,  appropriately  accompanied  by  a  healthy  flow  of  tears.  I think everyone was shocked by it, me included. 

Casselman had the kid who was playing Dracula use his lunch period to get into character. He had him lie inside the coffin and stay  there  while  the  rest  of  us  chatted  and  munched  on  our  little goodies. And during the run of the play, he had me lying in state in front of a statue of Abe Lincoln in the great hallway at Central High between classes. That coffin certainly saw a lot of action. 

Casselman also got me into a play downtown playing opposite him.  I  chose  to  perform  in  this  small  production  while  my  class was graduating. Anything for art! The name of the play will come to me. “Oh Men, Oh Women”...maybe...that just popped in. 
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At  the  end  of  the  play  when  I  left  the  stage,  Casselman,  who had a few more lines, would pop back stage and sweep me off my feet  and  plant  a  “Real  kiss”  right  on  my  mouth.  Then  he  would quickly return to the stage to complete his performance. It became a  ritual.  It  was  sort  of  thrilling,  but  I  was  more  than  a  little confused. 

About this time, I was going out with a guy we’ll call Dillon, someone  my  mother  had  chosen  for  me.  He  was  really  cute  and considered quite a catch among the high school coeds. But I was never  really  attracted  to  him.  Maybe  the  fact  that  my  mom  had liked him was a big part of the reason. 

One night while I was sitting on his lap at Grandma Huffman’s house,  Good  Ol’  “Mom-Certified  Dillon,”  sort  of,  accidentally, slipped his finger inside my vagina, breaking my hymen. I don’t think he was aware of what he had done. At the time, I was only aware of the stabbing, hot pain. Suddenly, I had been deflowered and  neither  one  of  us  had  so  much  as  a  single  erotic  memory  to show for it. 



Dillon  continued  his  pursuit  even  though  I  was  still  less  than enthusiastic about him. On one occasion he borrowed his father’s car  and  drove  us  into  the  woods.  He  parked  the  car  and  silently exited it. I watched curiously as he proceeded to take an old Army blanket from the trunk and spread it out on the ground underneath a tree. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA As  a  budding  young  actress,  I  felt  I  needed  many  more  life experiences  of  all  types  to  enhance  my  instrument,  or  so  I  told myself. In any case, my curiosity outweighed any concerns I may have  had.  I  continued  to  watch  in  muted  amazement  as  he completely  undressed  and  stretched  out  on  the  blanket  with  his huge member prominently displayed. I’ve seen quite a few since then,  but  if  my  memory  hasn’t  enhanced  his  endowment,  it  still ranks among the most impressive I’ve seen outside of a porn flick. 

Bigger! 

I don’t know how this approach had worked with other girls, if this was indeed one of his tactics, but  I stayed frozen inside that car until he redressed and drove us out of there. Never was there an explanation requested, or offered for his puzzling performance. 

There was also a Jewish boy, Mike Albert, who mom liked. He had graduated a year ahead of me and gone off to college, but we were still writing. He had come to see me in that play and told me I  should  stick  to  ballet  dancing.  He  had  been  acting  in  plays  at Penn State and thought  he knew more than he did.  Although we had engaged in some heavy necking,  I  didn’t understand how he could be so free with his unsolicited career advice. I had already decided what I wanted to do with my life, and I couldn’t afford to waste time with anyone who wasn’t supportive. 

14 

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  

I always liked a wild, blonde haired boy named Max Le Fevre, but I never went out with him. He was a star football player and Homecoming  King.  His  queen  that  year  was  a  beautiful  girl  he had just started dating. Mike Albert had asked Max, who was the prettiest  girl  in  the  new  Freshman  Class.  Max  told  him,  Sharon Forsmoe...so I knew Max liked me. When he did ask me out, my Mother wouldn’t let me go. So, I met him secretly, and received a beating I will never forget. Afterwards, I couldn’t even talk to him anymore.  He  called  my  house  several  times,  but  my  Mother  just kept repeating that I was being punished for meeting him the way I did, and that was that. I had been hurt so badly that I couldn’t go to school for a couple of days. I was a bruised mess. 

Max  was  a  big,  solid,  young  Steve  McQueen,  but  I  couldn’t even look him in the eye after the incident. I was just too ashamed. 

I  rarely  saw  any  boys  I  liked.  My  mother  picked  the  ones  I could go out with. I didn’t like Mike Albert any more after he told me that he didn’t like my acting. He had also informed me he had 3 balls. I didn’t even know what he was talking about at the time, and I never did see them. 

I had a couple of close girlfriends throughout my years in Sioux City.  Colleen  was  a  neighbor  who  lived  across  the  alley  in  the back of our house. She was one of a group of us kids who played together starting back in kindergarten. She had a face full of cute, funny freckles, and was always the center of attention, while she told hilarious stories of her various juvenile adventures. She was her  own  straight  man.  I  got  so  that  I  could  imitate  her  at  times better than she could do herself, as she often remarked. We mostly played War, and Cowboys and Indians. I never played with dolls until I was in my early teens. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA At  some  point  she  became  friends  with  my  archenemy,  Mary Rawlings, who for unknown reasons, at least to me, hated me. She was the richest girl in high school, and never invited me to any of her  parties.  So,  my  mom  started  letting  us  have  dance  parties every weekend...I left Mary Rawlings in the dust. 

I had another girlfriend named Gloria Swanson. I was living at 1519  Nebraska  Street  and  if  I  went  straight  up  north  for  four blocks I hit Hunt School. Gloria’s house was on the way, she lived a  block  from  Hunt  and  I  would  always  stop  by  and  race  her  to school. She always won. When I finally beat her, I also lost her to Mary Rawlings. Score another one for Mary. Mary became quite adept at standing statuesquely in the hallways while directing her little clique of girls to point and laugh at me on cue. 

Then  there  was  Janet  Westman,  my  very  best,  most  loyal friend  in  the  whole  world.  She  came  to  L.A.  to  visit  me  and  we went  to  lunch.  She  also  went  with  me  to  pick  up  my unemployment  check.  With  her  return  to  Sioux  City,  Mary Rawlings  was  immediately  able  to  spread  the  word  that  I  was collecting unemployment when I wasn’t working. (To this day, I get  reports  from  my  mother  on  how  she  has  run  into  Mary,  and been drilled by her for information to run and gossip with. Mary just refuses to retire gracefully). 

Among  my  best  girlfriends  were  Thyra  Franzen  and  Sandra Wilkerson.  Thyra  and  I  had  planned  to  run  off  to  New  York together  and  be  discovered.  And  sweet,  richie-rich  girl,  Sandra Wilkerson loved dancing. Although she didn’t have any classical training, she was allowed to join my all-girl dance group. 
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After I had made the move to New York, Sandra wrote me and asked  for  advice.  She  wanted  my  opinion  on  her  chances  of successfully  pursuing  a  dancing  career.  I  told  her  she  had  the passion  and  was  a  very  expressive  dancer,  but  she  lacked technique and strength, and would have to study to achieve both. I always felt badly about dissuading her from following her dream. 

I  started,  or  my  mom  came  up  with  the  idea  for  a  Calypso Dance Troup.  I danced in  front,  and improvised as  I went.  I had the  girls  behind  me  forming  the  chorus  line.  My  sister  Dale-Candice was also a member of the troupe. 

Mom had made me an orange strapless dress spit up the side to nowhere. We all wore makeup that made us look very, very tan. 

Our  costumes  consisted  of  white  men’s  shirts,  tied  in  the  front, and cut off white pedal pushers with fringe on the bottom. And we wore big straw hats  which we used mostly as props. These were my girlfriends, dancing in sync behind me. 

I  continued  to  make  progress  with  my  dancing.  My  ballet teacher, Hazel Berg, had taken me under her wing and made me her assistant. She helped me get scholarships to go to Denver and Chicago during summer vacations at a sort of, “Boot Camp,” for ballerinas.  I  even  started  teaching  ballet  and  tap  classes  on  my own, while still studying in Sioux City. 

I was teaching up in Worthington, Minnesota. It was an 80 mile drive, each way, every weekend. My dad had bought me a car for $100. (I had to pay him back). I cleared about $80 a weekend and starting  putting  every  dollar  I  could  into  my  “Get  out  of  Sioux City, Iowa” fund. 

17 
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On  the  way  home  we  saw  a  green  streak  in  the  sky  and  the  car engine  suddenly  stopped.  I  pulled  over,  or  rather  coasted  to  the side of the road. When the car started up again,  we drove home. 

Mysteriously,  three  hours  of  our  lives  had  simply  vanished.  We were three hours late with no explanation. My mom was furious! 

My sister was the only one who could even attempt to explain our  delay.  She  said  we  had  been  abducted.  My  sister  had  seen these  creatures  who  had  taken  her  out  of  the  car  and  onto  a spaceship.  As  they  were  returning  her  she  was  told  that  no  one would remember anything. She had bruises on her stomach, throat and arms, and needle marks as well. Her story was terrifying. She alone remembered everything. 

Once  at  Hunt  Grade  School,  during  recess,  the  students  had seen  the  sky  full  of  silver  space  ships  hovering  above  us.  It  had been just long enough for people to snap a few pictures, point their fingers  skyward,  and  look  at  each  other  in  amazement.  It  took slightly more than five minutes before the climax was witnessed, and they flashed straight up and simply disappeared. 

This  story,  at  least,  was  documented  fact.  It  was  in  all  the newspapers. 

Also, my dad had a friend who claimed to have been abducted. 

Professor Sterling Stewart, who taught at Morningside College in Sioux City, had disappeared for an entire week. 
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All I can remember from our road trip encounter was this green streak of light, flashing out of the sky toward the ground, and my sister’s  bruises.  She  claims  to  have  taken  several  trips  with  the mysterious strangers over the years, and can tell hair-raising tales from  her  experiences  that  are  quite  convincing  and  even  more chilling to this day. 

I had been in every school play during my attendance at Central High, and I was always invited to dance at every assembly. So, I guess  it  wasn’t  true,  but  I  still  felt  like  a  friendless  outsider.  I didn’t think that anyone really liked me. 

My sister was the only friend I wanted. But she didn’t like me much,  or  trust  me,  because  I  blamed  everything  I  could  on  her. 

She  was  beaten  for  anything  I  was  accused  of  because  I  always pointed  the  finger  at  her.  It  has  taken  us  years  to  work  out  our relationship,  but  we  have  finally  managed  to  become  friends  as well  as  sisters.  Dear  Dale-Candice,  I’m  so  sorry  it  has  taken  so long and so much time has been wasted. 

I never truly realized how popular I was until after graduation. I won “Most likely to Succeed,” Prettiest Girl,” “Best Actress,” and there was something else, but I can’t remember it. Everyone was signing my year book and saying such sweet things about me. 

The  school  year  book  committee  had  sent  pictures  of  all  the girls in the class to actor Robert Cummings the, “Love That Bob” 

TV show star to select the “Beauty Queens” for the Central High School Yearbook. I was one of the beauties chosen. 
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of course, and that included Math too. Hazel would accept no less. 

She  was  pleased.  And  I  was  pleased  and  excited  to  be  leaving Sioux City, and finally on my way to starting the next phase of my life. 
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CHAPTER 3 

NEW YORK, NEW YORK, BIG CITY OF DREAMS 



My first bite of the “Big Apple” 



How I got to New York could be a book in itself. I’m afraid it’s another  one  of  those  convoluted  stories  where  my  impaired memory  and  facts  collide.  It’s  also  an  example  of  a  reoccurring theme  of  my  young  life  when  my  mother’s  disturbing  influence and  the  lure  of  art,  lust  and  ambition  all  conspired  to  create  an opportunity for my career advancement. 

During  my  last  summer  excursion  in  Denver  with  The American  Ballet  Theater  Company,  I  had  an  encounter  with  our choreographer,  whom  we  will  call  Allan  Landsdale.  He  was  a handsome, charming and talented Englishman in his early thirties. 

At least that was the impression my seventeen year old psyche had absorbed. He was also married. 

Even  though  it  was  his  job  to  observe  the  movements  of  the young  dancers’  bodies  under  his  charge,  mine  included,  I  could tell  when  he  watched  my  interpretation  of  his  choreography  that something  other  than  professional  scrutiny  was  at  work.  I  could feel him eyeing me with lustful intent even when there wasn’t any eye contact. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA He  was  always  very  discrete,  except  for  one  occasion.  I  had been  offered  a  role  in  a  play,  “And  Perhaps  Happiness,”  up  in Central  City,  Hugh  Marlowe  and  KT  Stevens  were  the  stars.  I received a pitifully small sum, but it was Actors Equity. A group of us rode up the mountain together with Allan and me sitting in the rear seats.  As we sang and laughed and tried to  make a long boring  drive  less  so,  I  felt  Allan’s  hand  on  my  knee,  moving  up underneath my skirt. I froze... 

Maybe I felt flattered by the attention of an older, sophisticated man, or my youthful hormones were raging, or my ambition spoke to me and said, “Don’t offend this guy, he could really help or hurt you.” I don’t remember now, it could have been a combination of all or none of these things. But I played it the way I hoped a real actress,  in  or  out  of  character  would  have,  like  it  was  the  most natural event in my young life. My decision may have been wrong and may have given him the wrong idea, because what happened next wasn’t very discrete at all. 

My  ambitions  at  this  time  in  my  life  had  few  limits,  and  the work ethic I used to achieve them, even fewer. So one afternoon, I found myself hard at work in the studio, practicing my routine and trying to  be  as perfect  as  I possibly could  be.  I  had finished and gone into the dressing room. I was alone. 
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This is where my memory fails me, but as I recall the bits and pieces of the scene, suddenly Allan was standing there. My breasts were covered, but I was exposed from the waist down. He seemed to be more curious than aroused. He walked closer. I don’t recall feeling  frightened.  I  was  more  concerned  with  the  awful  chance we  were  taking  at  being  discovered  in  this  totally  unacceptable situation, the chance he was forcing me to take along with him. I also felt excited by the audacity of his actions. 

It seemed like  a long interminable  few minutes  until  we  were discovered. While Allan stood silently, a small group of spectators suddenly  appeared.  They  were  watching  us  with  these  pained, voyeuristic  expressions  etched  on  their  faces.  They  just  stood there, staring without speaking. 

Then the events seemed to follow in rapid secession. Everyone was trying to get me to say Allan Landsdale had raped me. But I refused  to  say  anything  about  the  incident.  To  this  day  I  don’t believe he did anything more than look at my vagina in the girl’s dressing room. I just cannot remember. 

Mr.  Casselman,  my  drama  teacher  from  Central  High  School, had  become  great  friends  with  my  mother,  Hazel.  He  came  with her for support to Central City, Co. I still remained silent. Maybe they  thought  I  was  in  shock,  but  I  eventually  got  away  without giving a statement. In those days avoiding a scandal, which could ruin  a  young  girl’s  life,  was  thought  to  be  more  important  than punishing  a  rapist.  So  the  whole  thing  was  just  dropped.  And  I was finally allowed to return home. 
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It was around this time that my mother told me Mr. Casselman wanted to marry me. He told her he wanted to make me a star and knew I could succeed with his guidance. Earlier, he had curiously started refraining from any type of contact with me during school hours. And now, he wanted to propose marriage to me and make me a star. I was shocked. I didn’t even believe it...but there were those kisses. 

No! No! No! 

Three of us gals in the Central City play had rented a cabin, and once I watched Casselman taking a nap on a couch there. He was all curled up on his side. I just wanted to see how I felt about him after my mother had proposed to me on his behalf. I don’t know whether he was truly sleeping or not. I kind of thought he knew I was there. I studied his features briefly. I remember that his head was  all  scaly  with  dried  skin  or  dandruff.  Then  I  quietly  backed away. 

I  was  seventeen  years  old,  not  a  girl,  but  not  quite  a  woman either,  with  the  affections  of  two  older  men,  one  married, complicating my life when all I wanted to do most was perform. 

Even my raging hormones took a back seat to my love of being on stage  and  moving  an  audience  from  laughter  to  tears  and  back again. 
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I  returned  home  to  Sioux  City  and  just  hung  around  not knowing  what  to  do  with  myself.  I  remember  my  mom  started asking  me  when  I  was  leaving  for  New  York,  over  and  over. 

When she would run into friends they would always ask the same question, but she didn’t have an answer. Everyone was going off to  college,  while  I  was  stuck  in  Sioux  City.  Mom  was  really getting embarrassed. 

A girl named Janet  Westman, Mary Rawlings’ best  friend  got close  to  my  mom  just  so  she  could  spy  and  carry  tales  back  to Mary. I felt like Janet was stalking my mom at the time. She was always running into one or the other. 

I  guess,  like  a  good  mother-bird,  she  was  giving  me  the  old nudge to leave the nest. I started calling Allan and his wife, Karen Landsdale, in New York. I needed that Children’s Theatre gig in the worse way. My mom’s embarrassment was getting to me. 

Then  Allan  sent  me  a  contract  and  a  one  way  ticket  to  New York. My dad had insisted I get a contract before he would allow me  leave.  I  snuck  out  on  his  birthday,  December  5,  1957,  with mom’s help. Dad didn’t know I was leaving and was out of town delivering an awning on that very cold pre-winter day. 

I flew to New York, where I was picked up by Allan and taken to his apartment, only to learn that everything had fallen through with the Children’s Theatre. But he and his wife did help me find a  place,  and  get  the  photos  I  needed  to  make  the  rounds  to  the agents.  Whatever  his  intentions  may  have  been,  he  must  have decided to change them even before I arrived, because he seemed very contented to let me try my wings without his scrutiny. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I made the rounds every day. I got all kinds of jobs to pay the rent.  I  was  an  office  temp,  and  walked  two  sausage  dogs  that constantly  pulled  me  in  opposite  directions  at  once,  and  relieved themselves everywhere they could. I also did filing for the owner of  the  dogs.  I  got  fired  because  the  dogs  had  an  accident  in  his apartment,  and  I  had  also  misfiled  some  important  papers.  Say, anyone  can  have  a  bad  day.  And  I  also  walked  a  little  boy  to school and back for $5.00 a day. 

What I really needed was a night job, so I would have my days free to make the rounds to the agencies. I finally found one selling cigarettes  in  a  restaurant/nightclub  with  an  eighteen  nineties theme…uptown. 

I  also  won  a  number  of  beauty  contests.  They  always  paid  a little  money  and  I  made  the  most  of  it.  I  was  “Miss  Greenwich Village” and “Miss Brooklyn.” I was working my way up to a try out for “Miss New York,” then hopefully, on to “Miss USA” and then “Miss Universe.” 

For a while, I lived between Avenue’s A and B on 6th Street. I took the subway, and then walked cross-town from 7th Avenue, to my apartment…right through the Bowery. I got off work at 3am. 

My  Guardian  Angel  must  have  been  working  harder  than  I  was. 

Now  I  had  my  days  free  to  look  for  the  work  I  loved…acting.  I had my own apartment, photos and a phony resume. I was indeed ready to take my bite out of The Big Apple. It wasn’t glamorous by any means, but it was the price I was more than willing to pay for a chance to follow my dream. 
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Thyra, my girlfriend from Sioux City, had been writing to me in  New  York  from  day  one.  She  asked  me  to  look  for  a  bigger place so she could join me. Thyra was not only my best friend but, the most beautiful girl I have ever seen in my life. She needed her teeth fixed a little but, other than that she was gorgeous and won the  “Most  Beautiful  Girl”  in  the  year  book,  whereas,  I  was  only the “Prettiest Girl.” 

I  did  get  a  bigger  apartment,  up  on  the  West  Side  on  76th Street. Doug Searles, a boy I had been going out with before I left Sioux  City,  was  still  writing  to  me  as  well.  He  and  Thyra’s boyfriend, John Haviland, showed up at my door and told me that Thyra  wasn’t  coming.  Doug  was  sweet  and  sensitive  and reminded  me  of  a  young  Paul  Newman.  John  was  wild  and  fun. 

He looked a little like one of the Kennedys. I had liked him from the moment I saw him, though, I thought he was a little dangerous. 

But  he  was  Thyra’s  boyfriend,  and  at  that  time,  I  stayed  away from another girl’s man. 

Doug liked my hands. He said I had the most beautiful, sweet, little fingers. They were the only parts of my body that seemed to command  his  attention.  At  one  point  during  his  visit,  he summoned  up  enough  courage  to  indicate  his  true  feelings.  We were  alone  in  the  apartment.  John  had  gone  off  on  a  private excursion. I saw that look in Doug’s eyes that said, “I want you.” I was ready to surrender, and how! 

But  somehow,  in  the  mist  of  all  this  teenage  sexual  tension,  I lost  focus  and  looked  down  at  his  bare  feet.  They  seemed  so peculiar, with such an odd shape to his toes. Then he got caught up in my energy, and the mood just faded. I didn’t know how to explain my actions or feelings to him, and I didn’t try. 
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If I hadn’t seen those feet I might have gone back to Sioux City with  him,  married  him  and  lived  happily  ever  after  (Or  maybe not). Thank God for those funny toes. 

Doug had brought me a diamond necklace. A little diamond on a  gold  chain,  that  he  wanted  me  to  have.  It  was  a  really  good diamond  I  found  out  later.  I  still  have  it.  It  now  represents  a sad/sweet memory of a youthful love that slipped away. 

They  stayed  a  couple  of  days,  maybe  a  week,  and  then  left.  I slept in the same bed with Doug, but he never touched me. I was waiting for him to, but he never did. He went home and married a friend of mine, a sweet lovely girl who was always nice to me in the hallways at Central High, Judy something. She looked younger than any of the other girls, and she was very classy, always warm and kind to me. I was really surprised by her actions, but I valued her friendship because she had been a member of Mary Rawlings’ 

clique. 

I have never forgotten  Doug’s sweet,  innocence nature. When my mom sent me his obituary I remembered the boy I had almost known, but not quite. We never kept in touch after he left, but I’ve been in touch doing the early work on this book with his lifelong friend,  John  Haviland,  who  remembered  just  everything.  But sadly, he passed away just months after we started corresponding. 

Before he died, he provided me with  a  great  deal  of information about this period in my life. Now both of those sweet companions from my youth are gone. 

I  was  using  every  acting  technique  my  high  school  drama teacher,  Mr.  Casselman,  ever  taught  me  to  get  those  first  little jobs. I lived those auditions. I became the role. 
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I did a cigarette ad that was later on billboards across the U.S. I didn’t know how to smoke. I bought a pack of cigarettes and just about died trying to learn, hacking and coughing and choking on the darn things for hours at a time. I went up for the audition and they never even asked me to smoke for them. 

I did a couple of religious TV programs, but my first real acting job  was  on  the  “United  States  Steel  Hour,”  legendary  casting agent, Caro Jones, got it for me. Caro was already well on her way to becoming a force in the business when I first met her. My part in the show came during the fifteen minutes, “Live” portion of the program. 

She had also gotten me one of the last movies that I did, “Can’t Buy  Me  Love,”  with  a  very  young  Patrick  Dempsey,  before  my premature retirement. 

I  ran  into,  Caro  Jones,  at  the  Academy  Theatre  on  Wilshire Blvd.  at  a  screening  in  2009  just  before  she  died,  and  she  said, 

“Can you imagine the guts I had giving you that job? You were a total unknown...such an important assignment. Your first job and the only live portion of the show! Was I a gutsy casting director? 

And now, tell me why didn’t you go to Europe with that tour I got you with Mary Martin? You know, you would have stayed out of a lot of trouble.” 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA She  had  gotten  me  a  job  with,  Mary  Martin,  for  a  tour  in Europe  with  “Peter  Pan,”  but  I  just  couldn’t  leave  New  York.  I didn’t want to do “Peter Pan.” I had come to New York to be an actress,  not  an  extra  in  a  touring  company.  She  was  really perturbed at me for that one. I blew off the one person who was giving me the best guidance, and didn’t even know it. Of course, if I had listened to Caro, I never would have gone to Cuba and met Che Guevara and Fidel Castro. I may have saved myself a lot of trouble,  but  I  have  always  loved  that  kind  of  trouble,  fool  that  I am. 

I had just dyed my hair really blonde for the premier of “Some Like it Hot.” I had been picked to be one of the “Marilyn Monroe Look-A-Likes” to welcome Marilyn with a huge bouquet of white roses, as she exited her limo at the Lowes Theater. I got paid $100 

and  a  chance  to  meet  Marilyn.  She  was  very  kind  to  me.  She whispered, “Never marry for love, sweetie.” 

Barbara Rush, a fine actress and very good friend, recently told me the exact same thing, while we were walking up the stairs to the  Motion  Picture  Academy  to  a  screening.  We  had  become friends when we worked together on a Movie of The Week, “The Eyes of Charles Sand.” But that’s another piece of advice I could never take to heart. 

I didn’t start drama lessons until I got back from Cuba. Andrew Prine  got  me  started.  Barbara  Klein  and  her  husband,  Paul  E. 

Richards,  seemed  safe  to  me.  (I  remember  those  names)!  They were members of the Actors Studio and were my teachers, and to this  day,  I  remember  them  as  being  the  very  best.  But  my technique remained, “Casselman.” 
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I met millionaire, Edgar Ausnit, through my new roommate to be, a girl we’ll call, Rita, from Puerto Rico. Thyra hadn’t worked out and I needed a place to live. I couldn’t keep the one I’d found for me and Thyra. It was too big and expensive. I had met Rita at a modeling agency. The head of the agency said I was too short, but Rita  sent  me  out  for  things  anyway.  She  had  gotten  me  the 

“Marilyn Monroe-Look-A-Like” gig...on the sly. 

I found out later she had been procuring girls for the old man and his son. She wanted me to go with her and three other models to  his  estate  in  Sharon,  Pennsylvania.  I  took  my  toe  shoes  and leotard, so I could practice my ballet for this silly beauty contest I had entered. Dancing was, of course, my talent. 

While I was dancing and practicing away, this really old man, maybe  in  his  eighties  or  nineties,  started  taking  pictures  of  me. 

After a while, he came up close and poked a $100 bill down the front of my leotard. I had never seen one before. He said “This is just the beginning.” 

He showed me photos of the places he said he wanted to take me.  They  were  of  places  from  all  over  the  world.  Kim  Novak, Hope Lange, and his son were in all of them. 

He was a very a cultured gentlemen. He never grabbed me, or did  anything  as  crude  as  that.  I  came  home  with  $400  for  just modeling for him. But I felt slimy. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Edgar  and  his  son  wanted  to  take  me  and  Hope  Lange  to  a movie premiere. And Rita was pressing me to  go.  It was  always the four of us together. Not on any of the three outings I attended did  Hope  Lange  ever  acknowledge  my  presence.  It  was  like  I didn’t exist. And I thought the worse of her for it. I didn’t know, but  I  assumed  she  was  doing  both  of  them  by  the  way  she  was treating me. 

On one occasion, we went to see, “Compulsion,” starring Dean Stockwell and Brad Dillman. I had had a crush on Dean Stockwell since  I  was a little girl after seeing him in  “The  Secret  Garden.” 

(Brad Dillman and I later worked together on an episode of “Dr. 

Kildare.”  I  also  worked  with  Dean,  much  later,  in  “The  Baby Brokers”).  Edgar  and  his  son  had  me  driven  home  after  the movie…he  had  been  quite  polite,  not  at  all  aggressive.  The  next day I got a call for a background job in a TV movie. I think it was 

“Turn of The Screw”…a few more dollars and maybe a chance to meet Ingrid Bergman. 

A few days later, I got picked up by a guy who turned out to be a modeling agent, John Harkrider. (The name just came to me out of the blue. Maybe once I get it all down, all these memories that haunt me will fade and all go away forever. I hate looking back). I would  never  be  writing  any  of  this  down  if  it  weren’t  for  the possibility of securing the freedom that money can buy. 

John Harkrider found me on a corner of a street in New York. 

He was in the lead, walking with 4 or 5 other guys following him. 

John said to me “Wouldn’t you like to do a nice calendar? Come with me. Just follow me.” 
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I  did  the  calendar…a  little  more  money.  The  calendar  is somewhere in my garage. It was for a tool company, a head shot of  me  in  a  Norwegian  outfit  with  braids.  (I  looked  like  Debbie Reynolds’ daughter in whatever that movie is, “May the force be with you”...that one…same hair style). 

I was getting nervous about Edgar. I felt I was playing him. He was taking me to posh clubs and plays and movie premieres, and I did like him as a friend. Hope Lange was being weird to say the least, and Edgar’s son was calling me all the time. As I think back they were all a little weird. 

Edgar was a handsome, old gentleman. Could I love him…like a  grandpa,  maybe?  I  called  home  to  my  mom...her  advice  was, 

“Why give it away when you can get paid for it? 

He  and  his  son  always  smelled  of  an  expensive,  popular, woman’s perfume at the time, “Fame.” They kept huge bottles of it  in  each  bathroom.  They  used  it  as  a  hand-sanitizer  before anyone had heard of such a thing. 

Again I found myself in a sordid affair where lust and passion and career opportunities could not be separated. I had started my journey  away  from  the  “Good  Girl,”  and  toward  that  hospital room where I didn’t want to live, or believed that I deserved to. 

Then just in time, “Kiss Her Goodbye,” this movie role would give me my chance to get away from Edgar and his son’s tempting snare, and my mother’s long distance advice which seemed to still be binding me to Sioux City. 
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“KISS HER GOODBYE, HELLO CUBA” 



Working without a net… 



I was down, depressed and broke, but not  yet broken. I called my mom, collect, that morning to make one last plead for help and advice. When she answered the phone, I could hardly understand her.  I  thought  I  heard  her  say  that  she  was  in  the  hospital.  Her voice was muffled and strained, she sounded like she was in great pain. Her muttering and crying terrified me even before I’d heard the full extent of her fearful news. “Mom, I can’t understand you, can you say that again?” 

“Oh Sharon, honey, I had a miscarriage. I’ve just gotten home from  the  hospital,  dad  isn’t  here.  He  just  left.  He’s  having some...oh  things  are  going  on…I  can’t  even  talk.  I  feel  so  dizzy and I hurt so badly, honey. I just lost a baby. I was eight months along. It was a little boy!” She sobbed into the phone. 

“Oh  mom,”  I  cried,  “Oh  no.”  I  didn’t  even  know  she  was pregnant.  “I  am  so,  so  sorry.  I  just  called  to  tell  you  I  love  you, and that I was feeling a little lonely. Please, go back to bed. Go to sleep.  Things  will  be  better  when  you  get  a  little  rest.  I  am  so sorry, mom!” 
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“Yes,  I  have  to  lie  down,  I’m  feeling  so  weak.  I  love  you, Sharon. I’m sorry I can’t help you right now. I’m just...I love you, honey. Bye -- bye, I have to hang up now. I love you!” 

I had a box of prunes that were almost gone, just enough to get me  through  the  day.  My  awful,  “No  Money  Diet,”  kept  my waistline  trim,  but  caused  me  to  suffer  constantly  from constipation. The only thing that gave me energy, and would also allow me to  go to  the bathroom, were those prunes.  I tried “The Starving Actors’ Special,”10 cents for a hot cup of water, adding the free catsup and cracker that the little diners offer and a watery tomato soup was created. But it didn’t work for me. I had to have that box of prunes, and I was down to my last four. I was finding out like so many would-be actors, before and since, that the “Big Apple” can bite back. 

I had been going up for this movie called “Kiss Her Goodbye” 

and I had an appointment later that day to meet with the director and  producers.  I  had  been  working  on  the  script  with  a  friend,  a producer, who worked for CBS and was in turn helping his friend cast this one last role, the mentally retarded younger sister of the main  character  played  by  Steven  Hill,  who  is  best  known  for playing the original  DA  character on the long  running TV series 

“Law and Order.” 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Steven  was  a  big  Broadway  star  and  a  very  well  thought  of actor,  whereas,  I  was  still  “Little  Miss  Nobody”  from  “No Wheresville”  with  a  phony  resume  and  almost  no  experience.  In the script their parents had been killed in an auto accident, and he was  the  only  one  left  to  take  care  of  his  younger  sister.  Could  I hold my own in such rare company? I had to believe I could after all. Even Mr. Steven Hill as well as the rest of the fine cast had to start somewhere just as I was trying to do. 

I had to walk from West 76th Street to somewhere over on the Lower East Side. I had no money for a subway or bus. I couldn’t get my roommate Rita to lend me bus fare, or even give me one of her  subway  tokens.  They  weren’t  even  real.  Everyone  in  those days had slugs they would use instead of paying the ever-changing fares.  These  fake  tokens  were  made  out  of  lead  or  some  other cheap metal the size and weight of a token. Besides the subway, they also worked in the apartments’ washing machines and dryers. 

No actor could live without them. 

Rita was pushing me towards Edgar and his son. I begged her to lend me bus fare, but she refused. She got all huffy and told me I  was  stupid  and  hard  headed.  She  said  if  I  wanted  to  go  to  that interview, I could just walk there. I already owed her $10 and she made it plain that she wasn’t going to lend me anymore. She went on to say that I should just come to my senses and realize that life didn’t  owe me a thing,  and then she casually added that she had heard it was already cast. 

Rita knew all about the film. The agency she was working for had sent over a few models. She had told me I wasn’t right for it, and  I  should  forget  it.  I  had  stopped  talking  to  Rita  about  my meetings with the casting director a couple of weeks earlier. 
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I kept my mouth shut, got dressed, went out the door, and just started  walking.  I  remember  hearing  my  stomach  growl  as  I walked pass 72nd Street, down to 7th Avenue, where I would have caught the subway, if I had had one of those darn tokens. 

I  was tired  and dizzy when  I  got to  the office  where  I  was to meet the two producers and the director, Albert Lipton, for my last interview. There was another girl sitting there waiting to be seen. I had  to  get  this  role  of  Emily  Wilson.  I  just  had  to.  The  other actress  smiled  at  me,  and  I  knew  she  probably  was  a  sweet  girl, but  I also feared her.  I couldn’t even make eye contact with her. 

She was the enemy. It was me or her. I knew it and so did she. 

I just started praying. I must have said the Lord’s Prayer maybe fifty times. Finally, she went in and I sat and prayed some more, feeling guilty about hating that poor girl who probably was just as desperate  as  I  was.  I  also  asked  God  to  forgive  me  for  my  evil thoughts. 

She  came  out  after  a  really  long  time.  She  was  smiling, laughing  and  chatting  with  the  three  men  following  behind  her. 

She  gave  me  a  big  grin  and  said,  “Good  luck,”  as  she  exited. 

Maybe she wasn’t so desperate after all. I started hating her again but  this  time,  I  didn’t  feel  quite  as  guilty.  I  was  developing  that 

“Killer’s Instinct” that everyone said  you had to have to succeed in this rough, tough profession I had chosen. Well, I was doing it, though, I still wasn’t fully conscious of moving ever further away from the “Good Girl” as I tried to make my way. 
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As I started to speak, tears started streaming down my face...for the loss of the bird...the loss of my fictitious parents, my unborn sibling and my role to the girl who had just read before me. And all my horrible thoughts about the kind of person I was becoming now seemed to be coming true. I really wished I could have died at that moment, and it all went into that scene. The pain I felt, both physically  and  spiritually,  had  reduced  me  to  a  state  near  to emotional collapse, and it all worked just right for that scene. 

They all just sat there watching me recover after the scene was finished. The director stood up, came over to me and said, “Let’s try it again. This time, I want more innocence, no anger. Beg your brother  to  make  things  right,  but  also  empathize  with  his helplessness, because you know he can’t fix anything either.” 

I  did  the  scene  four  different  times,  four  different  ways,  but always with lots of tears. Even as I smiled up at my  brother, the tears flowed. 

Wow, I got my first movie! 

Because  we  were  going  to  be  shooting  in  Havana,  Cuba,  my dad had to come in from Sioux City to sign papers and contracts permitting me to travel and work on the movie. I was still legally under age. 
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It was then I had to confess to the director, producer and casting director that I had made up the story about my parents being killed in  an  automobile  accident  to  get  the  part.  Thank  God  everyone forgave me and had a good laugh, except my poor mom and dad. 

When they later read in some obscure movie magazine what I had said to get this the part, they were very disappointed and hurt, to say the least. 



When I got off the plane that warm, sensuous Caribbean breeze hit me and I seemed transformed. The soothingly soft air, with the faint scent of jasmine seemed to be proof that I had been liberated from  that  small  town  teenage  girl,  and  was  well  on  my  way  to becoming the sophisticated woman of the world  I  so desperately wanted to be, but always on my own terms. I had arrived at last, 

“Havana!” 

The  electric  excitement  of  the  Revolution  still  permeated  the city.  There  were  no  tourists  in  Cuba  then.  Our  movie  crew  was among the first foreigners to enter the new republic. It was a time of  victory  and  celebration.  It  was  1959  and  Fidel  Castro  and  his 

“Barbudos,” (young bearded guerillas) had been victorious. 

They  had  just  stopped  the  body  searches  at  the  airport  a  few days  before  we  had  arrived.  Fidel  had  ordered  them  stopped  at least for us. They were said to be very demeaning and humiliating for  travelers.  I  think  it  was  an  old  procedure  leftover  from  the former  dictator,  Batista.  We  were  staying  at  the  Havana  Hilton Hotel…the  same  hotel  as  Fidel.  We  were  on  the  18th  floor  and Fidel and his men were on the 15th. 
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None of us realized how dangerous things really were. We were all so naive. I remember sitting on the set and Elaine Stritch was entertaining  us  all,  singing  show  tunes.  We  were  all  so  happy, working actors out of New York in Paradise. Elaine Stritch, whom I loved but who also scared me to death, was playing this sweet, understanding yet bland woman, who was madly in love with the character of the brother. She was fascinating and so much fun to watch.  I  studied  her  every  move  in  and  out  of  scenes  as  only  a scared novice could. 

She  was  sharp  tongued  and  witty,  and  made  fun  of  everyone with  comic  imitations  that  seemed  downright  cruel  at  times,  but which also left me laughing until I almost peed my pants. 

She  made  no  exceptions,  and  I  felt  the  sting  of  several  of  her barbs.  She  usually  addressed  me  as  “Goldilocks.”  But  oh,  could she ever sing! Between shots she would entertain us bellowing in her wonderful, raspy voice, show tune after show tune. 

Once she accidentally picked up my bra, assuming it to be one that  wardrobe  had  picked  out  for  her.  She  called  it  her, Goldilocks’  bra.  She  said  that  only  Goldilocks  would  wear something like that and it was just perfect for her character. Little did she know, I had brought that bra from Sioux City, Iowa, and had only worn it once, to my high school prom. There was no way I was going to admit that it was mine. So when the wardrobe gal looked up at me, well, I just joined her in silent omission. 
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Gene  Lyons,  another  of  the  veteran  actors  in  the  movie,  sat around  smoking  one  cigarette  after  another.  He  called  Elaine Stritch,  “Stritchy.”  I  was  generally  excluded  from  their conversations.  They  would  change  the  subject  or  stop  talking altogether,  whenever  I  came  around.  I  was  just  a  little  nobody, who  probably  seemed  young,  naive  and  totally  boring  to  them. 

Well,  maybe  I  was,  but  the  slights  still  hurt  me  deeply.  Once  I recall Gene Lyons telling Stritchy about the affair he had had with Grace Kelly. It sounded like they just ended up friends, although he had loved her very  much. Again,  as soon they  were aware of my present they clammed up. 

When  I  asked  Elaine  about  acting  classes,  she  just  laughed.  I told her I was serious.  I said Andrew Prine, who was playing my love  interest  in  the  movie,  was  going  to  try  out  for  the  Actors’ 

Studio and I was considering it as well. (Andrew had taken over the role introduced by Tony Perkin’s in “Look Homeward Angel” 

and gotten some good reviews). 

Elaine  said,  “No!  No!  No!  You’ll  never  make  it  into  Actor’s Studio Goldilocks. Besides, if you went to acting school to learn the “Method” it would be like sending a tiger to jungle school.” 

“And  honey,  it’s  expensive.  It’s  for  actors  who  have  dough,” 

Stritchy growled. 

I overheard her later remark to Gene Lyons “The best thing for Goldilocks to do is to go back to Sioux City, Iowa, or Kansas City or wherever the hell she’s from, and stay the fuck out of trouble. 

She’s playing a retard a little too well. I think she really is a little slow.  And  she’s  going  to  get  hurt  badly  in  this  business,  if  she doesn’t get out soon.” 
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In one scene, the brother had to smack her. It took place inside a diner. She started dancing in front of some truckers in her tiny shorts  and  was  in  trouble  again  from  disobeying  him  by  being there in the first place. So, he hauled-off and smacked her a really good one. 

Steven Hill tried to explain the “Stage Slap” to me. He wasn’t a teacher  or  a  director,  but  he  was  doing  his  best,  and  we  had rehearsed  it  in  slow  motion.  I  thought  I  understood  what  he  was telling  me,  but  I  didn’t  swing  my  head  in  the  direction  I  was supposed  to  or  he  changed  hands,  but  either  way,  he  hit  me  so hard  I was almost down for the count. 

Early in  our stay,  a dinner party in which cast  and crew were invited was arranged. We were all supposed to meet in the lobby. 

That night I got downstairs too late or I didn’t hear the time right, anyway,  everyone  had  already  left.  I  was  at  the  elevator  and waiting to go back up to my room when this Cuban gal who was working  on  the  film  as  an  interpreter,  told  me  that  the  cast  and everyone else had left over an hour ago. She said I should come upstairs with her to a much better party, the one Fidel was hosting. 

But I had to promise not to tell anyone on the film that we went or that it was she who had brought me. She said everyone on the film thinks you are sleeping and they didn’t want to wake you up to go to  the  dinner  because  you  had  such  a  hard  day  with  getting smacked across the face the way you were. “Why did he do that to you? That was really mean.” 
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“I  think  it  was  an  accident,  at  the  last  minute  the  camera operator told him to use his other hand because it would be better for the shot, and I just didn’t hear what was going on,” I replied. 

“I  think  he  did  it  on  purpose.  So  rude!  He  was  laughing afterwards. You are all right now. So who cares? We’ll have fun!” 

She laughed. 
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AND, THEN THERE WAS “CHE” 



First love...first heartbreak… 



I met Fidel, his friends, and a number of his men the night of the  slapping  incident  at  a  lavish  party  he  was  giving  after delivering  a  thunderous  speech  on  the  balcony  to  a  thoroughly enthralled crowd. He ruled everyone and everything in Cuba, and everyone loved him for it. 

He  was  wonderful  to  me,  right  from  the  beginning,  like  a favorite uncle. He was just a big fuzzy teddy bear who was forever smoking that big cigar. He called me his, “Pobrecita animalita de dios,” (Poor little helpless animal of God) and decided I needed a protector. And I sure felt like I did that night, after being isolated by the cast and left all alone. 

He said, “You need someone to protect you while you are here in Havana making this movie, someone very safe and very strong. 

Pick any one of my men and he will be your escort. He will take you  to  and  from  the  set,  and  guard  you  with  his  machine  gun. 

Whatever you need or desire will be arranged.” 
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It  was  fun,  but  a  little  scary.  He  kept  nudging  me  to  make  a decision. He said, “Look around and choose the handsomest man in  the  room.”  There  was  one  very  handsome  man  who  had  been winking and smiling at me. He had a widow’s peak and a big fat cigar  protruded  from  the  corner  of  his  mouth.  I  watched  as  he stood  with  his  arms  crossed,  feet  planted  firmly  on  the  floor, shoulders’  wide.  He  looked  very  confident.  He  reminded  me  of my dad. My father had the same widow’s peak, but usually had a Camel cigarette dangling from his mouth. I now know that all the men  I  was  attracted  to  in  my  early  adult  years  constituted  the classic search for the father figure I had never really had. 

Was  this  man  smiling  to  me  or  laughing  at  me?  He  moved toward me and I raised my hand to choose him. Then he carefully took my hand in his and kissed my palm. I felt his teeth…sending shivers of electricity down my spine. 

Fidel  laughed,  and  said,  “You  Latin  lover,”  as  he  slapped  the man  soundly  on  the  back.  Then  he  introduced  me  to  the  most beautiful man I had ever met, “Pobrecita, this is Ernesto Guevara de la Serna, Che Guevara. Che is easier for you to remember.” 

He didn’t speak much English and/or his ego seemed to prevent him from using what English he could, for he was a perfectionist who had to project an image of infallibility. My very limited high school Spanish didn’t help the situation, but we eventually worked through  the  language  barrier  with  a  series  of  signs,  gestures  and facial expressions. 
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He fed me every bite of food I ate that night. He treated me as if I were  a  small,  precious  child.  It  was  just  the  beginning  of  the adventure of a lifetime. I could hardly believe it was happening to me, little Ol’ Sioux City Sue, or should we say “Sharon?” 

That  first  night  he  dragged  me  out  of  the  party  for  a  thrilling ride on his roaring motorcycle. I rode on the back with my arms wrapped  around  him,  holding  him  so  tightly  and  trusting  that  I would be safe in his care, cinched the deal. How I made it into my own bed was only due to his gentlemanly conduct. I was hooked and I would have gone anywhere or done anything he asked. 

The moment we returned from our moonlit ride, a soldier who had been waiting in front of the hotel for Che, ran over and told him  that  Fidel  needed  him  right  away.  A  bomb  had  exploded  in one of the lower floors of the hotel.  I could see the damage to a perfume  shop  and  a  few  others,  but  no  one  was  hurt  I  was  later told. I didn’t see very much though, because Che had the soldier quickly escort me upstairs to my room. 

The  next  day  Che  showed  up  at  my  door  with  one  flower.  I stuck  it  behind  my  ear  and  asked  him  about  the  bombing.  He laughed and said it was nothing and kissed my nose. 

Che  and  I  roamed  through  the  countryside  on  his  motorcycle, thundering  down  roads  and  up  trails  with  the  kind  of  freedom  I had  never  known  before.  Che  taught  me  how  to  ride  his motorcycle and to fire a machine gun. 

He was always kind to the poor people we met along the way. 

He seemed to love them as if each one was a personal friend or at least an old acquaintance. 
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He  had  a  diary  in  which  he  wrote  constantly.  He  told  me  I should  start  one  too.  Half  of  our  conversations  were  in  gestures and lovemaking. 

By  the  early  afternoon  we  had  reached  a  secret  place  he  had found.  It  was  an  old  estate  near  a  bay  with  a  pond  that  looked handmade. The place was somewhat shabby and overgrown with grass  and  weeds.  We  were  alone.  I  had  been  taken  to  his  own private  retreat.  He  dragged  me  into  the  water  and  we  swam.  He was  a  really  good  swimmer,  but  I  wasn’t.  But  I  was  game  for anything  if  we  would  be  doing  it  together.  He  started  kissing, stroking and fondling me until I could hardly stand it. I jumped up and scurried out of the water to get away from him. 

When  I  looked  down  I  saw  something  brown  sticking  to  my leg…a  horrible  brown  thing.  I  was  beside  myself!  It  wouldn’t come off. When he came after me he was still laughing. But when he realized how upset I was, his expression changed. Then he ran to his motorcycle and got a cigar. He lit it as he tried to calm me with words like, “It is nothing. I’ll take care of you.” He burned the  nasty  leech  off  me  very  quickly,  but  before  I  could  feel  any sense of relief, I felt another one, even higher up...underneath my clothes. Those clothes came off in a flash. Che wouldn’t have had any  trouble  getting  me  out  of  them,  but  the  leeches  sure accelerated the process. 

When I was properly de-leeched, he took me, in the grass, hard and fast. I was bruised and scraped all over. But after more than an hour  of  lovemaking,  I  was  still  crying  and  laughing  with  sheer bliss. 
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He applied it generously. He said it was an antiseptic. We didn’t have any Band-Aids until we got back to the hotel. I was hurting so  badly  that  I  could  barely  walk,  but  I  didn’t  care.  I  was  so intoxicated  by  the  exotic  atmosphere  and  all  of  the  attention,  I didn’t  have  time  to  catch  my  breath,  much  less  think  clearly. 

Though I was troubled by some of the emotions I was feeling, it was the kind  of trouble  that  I would find so enticing  all through my life. 

We loved so many of the same things. I had often daydreamed about being a nurse, and of course, he was a doctor. I had studied Archeology  in  high  school  and  was  completely  fascinated  by  it. 

He also loved it and would frequently stop to pick up stones and stick them in  his  pockets.  They didn’t  have  any  particular value, just  pretty  little  silly  stones.  It  was  so  endearing.  I  still  have several of them sitting on my window ledges. There’s one he gave me which he said was from Miami. He carried it in his pocket for luck. Then sometimes, he would pick one wild flower and hand it to  me  as  if  it  were  a  dozen  roses.  I  still  love  flowers  more  than diamonds. 
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There were several scenes in which I wasn’t needed. So, I had a number  of  days  off  and  I  wanted  to  spend  all  of  them  with Ernesto. I had been told by my Cuban girlfriend, who was always with  us  on  the  set,  that  I  really  shouldn’t  be  anywhere  near soldiers. I was also told by the director Albert Lipton, that the 15th floor was off limits to the cast and crew and we were to stay away from  Castro  and  his  men.  But  Fidel  said,  “Pobrecita,  we  are  not off  limits,  the  movie  company  may  be.  But  you,  you  are  the exception.” 

I found out much later that I wasn’t the only exception. There was a gal named, Eleanor Stetson. She must have been about 24 

years old, and married to a very talented crew member, key Grip Al  Stetson.  She  was  madly  in  love  with  her  crew  boss  husband. 

The grips build the sets, move the camera, and tell the electricians what to do -- just for a start. 

Eleanor  had  met  one  of  Fidel’s  aids,  Captain  Jesus  Yanas;  at the  hotel’s  swimming  pool...she  got  to  meet  Fidel  as  well.  The captain had escaped prison with Castro before the revolution. She managed  to  charm  him  into  giving  us  a  great  exchange  on  our Cuban  dollars.  He  made  it  possible  for  the  film  crew  to  get  our money exchanged at an excellent rate, dollar for dollar instead of the 10 cents on the US dollar that they did there at the time. 

She would take 3 shopping bags full of Cuban dollars from our crew  who  had  been  gambling  away  their  per  diem  in  the  hotel casino, and exchanging them dollar for dollar with Captain Yanas. 

The good captain also kept our secret...secret, and Eleanor became the heroine of the “Kiss Her Goodbye” set. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I was just eighteen and head over heels in love for the first time with  no  one  to  confide  in,  except  my  little  Cuban  girlfriend.  I couldn’t talk to Eleanor because she was very upset over a friend of  her  husband,  a  married  crew-mate,  who  was  having  an  affair with a Cuban girl. She had told the male friend, face to face, that she wouldn’t lie for him to his wife, but she wouldn’t offer her the truth either. I could only have imagined what she would make of my involvement with Che. 

Another reason I didn’t want to talk to Eleanor was because she thought  Andy  Prine  was  the  perfect  one  for  me.  Every  time  she saw us together, she made sure to mention how sweet we looked as a couple. But at the time I could only see Che. 

Eleanor  left  for  home  soon  after  we  wrapped  “Kiss  Her Goodbye.”  She  was  pregnant  and  having  morning  sickness.  She naturally  wanted  to  get  back  home  as  quickly  as  possible.  With her went any chance for me to seek advice from a slightly older, but much more mature, Christian, friend. 

My  Cuban  girlfriend  was  the  only  one  I  could  talk  to  but  she didn’t  think  much  of  the  film  crew,  and  she  was  also  worried about losing her job. One of the producers was giving her a hard time. He was youngish, kinda nice looking, and a birdwatcher of all things. But she didn’t particularly want him watching her. She and  I  helped  each  other.  We  made  up  excuses  to  take  shopping trips together, so no one would know what I was up to. 
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Of  course,  whenever  I  approached  the  cast  or  film  crew, conversations  stopped.  And  after  I  had  passed  there  would sometimes be laughter. (Jessie, my co-writer and partner, reminds me that a movie set,  especially on location, is like a small town, secrets don’t remain secrets very long). I was very naive then, and in some ways I guess I still am. I really didn’t think anyone knew anything for sure. 

After the movie was finished I wanted to stay on in Cuba. Che still wanted to show me, Sierra Maestra, where the Revolution had started. He wanted me to know the places where he had fought. 

On  our  final  excursion,  we  traveled  even  farther  into  the countryside. At one of our stops, he parked the bike on a road near a  small  cafe  next  to  a  gas  station,  and  we  had  rum  and  cokes (Cuba  libres,  is  what  they  were  called  in  Cuba  then)  with  black beans, Cuban sausages and fried bananas. 

I  loved  it  all  so  much  that  I  had  quickly  overeaten.  (This  is something  that  I’m  still  prone  to  do).  Suddenly,  I  didn’t  feel  so good.  Despite  the  language  barrier,  Che  was  able  to  make  me understand that we were quite near our destination, and that there was a place nearby for us to rest. He helped me off the bike and guided me to a quiet, secluded spot in a clearing. But thoughts of a peaceful interlude quickly  vanished. We made love passionately, non-stop,  for  more  than  an  hour.  Afterwards,  I  was  lying  there looking  up  at  the  sky,  and  feeling  like  anything  but  a  beautiful, desirable movie starlet. With all the lovemaking, and overeating, I felt more like a bloated, exhausted and bewildered teen-aged girl. 

But I dearly hoped I was actress enough to hide this reality from my perfectionist lover. 
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The  man  I  had  fallen  so  deeply  in  love  with  was  sick  and always coughing. Even though, he refused to stop with the cigars. 

He was coughing even while he was holding and comforting me. 

The  doctor  had  told  him  he  could  have  one  cigar  a  day,  but  he always cheated. 

After my photo shoot for the cigarette ad episode, it had taken me just a little while to  get past  the smoking.  I  really learned to smoke puffing on cigars, Cuban cigars. Ernesto got me started. 

Then it was time for me to return to the U.S. We only had those three  days  after  the  shoot  wrapped  to  be  together.  They  were wonderful.  We  traveled  into  the  interior  of  Cuba  and  he  showed me  everything.  We  partied,  ate,  drank  and  played  hard.  I  never wanted to leave. 

He said that I would make a wonderful revolutionary with my blonde hair. I didn’t know anything about being a revolutionary or about  geopolitics,  or  the  United  Sates.  domestic  politics  for  that matter. I just knew I wanted to be wherever he was. 

He didn’t ask me, he told me that I had to return to Cuba, and to him. I needed to hear that, and know that he wanted it as much I did. 
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Earlier, he and Fidel had started to argue about things, even in front of me. I could hardly understand a word, but I do remember hearing Che saying, “Bolivia.” I remember that word. Che seemed more pure in his beliefs and ideology. He wanted the best for the world.  Fidel  seemed  to  be  more  pragmatic.  He  just  wanted  to shape and control Cuba. 



When we returned to the hotel, I witnessed a big confrontation between  Che  and  Fidel’s  brother,  Raul.  I  was  supposed  to  meet Che downstairs in  the lobby. From a distance,  I  watched as they came abreast of each other. Raul stopped Che and said something I couldn’t hear, and probably wouldn’t have understood if  I had. 

Then  he  gave  Che  a  quick  push.  Che  replied,  but  didn’t  budge. 

Raul pushed him again, this time up against the wall. At first Che just scowled, then his demeanor suddenly changed. He let go with a  sort  of  macho  laugh  and  shrugged  his  shoulders.  Raul  also laughed and released him. 

When Che and Raul saw me, they seemed surprised and not in a good way. I had not obeyed Che, instead of waiting for him in the lobby, as he had told me, I had followed him. I just wanted to spend every  remaining second  I had left  in  Cuba with  the man  I loved. 

At that instant, it wasn’t love that I felt coming from Ernesto. 

He gave me a stern look that stopped me in my tracks. It seemed to say, “Go now, and don’t disobey me ever again.” I had been in the wrong place at the wrong time, and I had defied him besides. 
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His mouth was smashing up against mine. I tasted blood. I felt this electric energy shaking his whole body. I couldn’t say a word. He pushed me onto the bed with so much force that it shocked me. He tore off my clothes and pounded into me until we were both wet with sweat. Then he started in again. It was primal! 

We had made love mostly outside in the most beautiful places. 

Once we went to an isolated place which wasn’t more than a little one room hut.  It was almost like a cell. Somehow, I got the idea that  he  had  been  imprisoned  there  and  that  he  liked  to  go  there alone and meditate. 

Making love in this strange little hideaway place did feel a little creepy,  but  I  was  so  completely  infatuated  that  any  feelings  of caution I may have had were quickly forgotten. This had been my only indication of a dark side to Che’s character. He was always a passionate lover,  yet quite gentle. But here in this dimly lit hotel room  with  weird  shadows  racing  around  the  walls,  it  all  seemed sorted  and  ugly.  I  felt  like  he  was  just  using  me  to  relieve  his frustrations. 

Despite how used I felt at that moment, it couldn’t wipe away the memories of all the other beautiful moments we had shared, or the hope I held for many more such moments in our future. 
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Now  comes  a  period  for  which  my  memory  is  really  poor.  I can’t remember leaving the hotel or even the trip to the airport. I vaguely remember a commotion at the airport  where someone in the distance was being pulled away by police. Then I was looking out the window of the plane to say my good-byes to Cuba. I know I wanted to come back to him and was always planning to do just that. 

He called me several  times in  New York, but  the connections were  so  poor,  and  his  English…and  my  Spanish...it  was  just impossible without our own physical language to rely upon. 

I  was  still  roommates  with  Rita  on  West  76th  Street.  I  was waiting  for  Che  to  get  the  papers  prepared  so  I  could  return  to Cuba. I was also starting to feel really nauseous and sick. Rita said I was pregnant. 

Che and I had a fight during the one good phone call I got from him.  I  had  been  offered  this  commercial  and  I  wanted  to  do  it because  I  really  needed  the  money.  He  said,  “No,  I’ll  get  your ticket.” He couldn’t understand why I wanted to do it. So, I turned down  the  commercial.  I  was  still  very  leery  about  defying  him, even though he was hundreds of mile away. The ticket and money order from Che didn’t come the next day like he promised, or the next week. 

My agent was pressing me. I think I finally did the commercial. 
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Ernesto is already married to someone else. Do you think you are his only woman? You are such a fool. Estupida! You are going to ruin  your  life  with  this  man.  What  about  your  career?  Are  you going to throw all that away? I will not let you.” 

I  remember  being  outside  the  apartment  with  my  key  in  the lock, and hearing her say, “Oh no, she’s not here anymore,” and hanging  up.  When  I  questioned  her  she  said,  “Someone  was looking for my last roommate.” She always had an answer. 

I knew it was Che calling me. I remember at least three static phone calls I picked up myself, but then they were disconnected. 

After a while, the calls from Che just stopped. I tried calling Fidel, but I got nowhere. 

I didn’t know anything about the executions that were going on in  Havana.  I’ve  since  learned  about  the  hundreds  of  men  who were shot without trials, or given only token show trials. I was a little  starlet,  far  away  from  home,  with  a  warm  good  feeling  of safety while I was there. I was so innocent. 

I am still feeling the impact of many of the bad choices I made so long ago in my life. Memories are flooding in, yet there are still so many gaps. The things I remember scare and haunt me. 

Again, my Guardian Angel rushed to the rescue. 
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I  was  pregnant  with  Che’s  baby,  and  he  couldn’t  or  wouldn’t help. I had never felt so isolated and desperate in my young life. It was  against  the  law  to  have  an  abortion,  but  I  wasn’t  in  any position to care for a child. There wasn’t a place I knew of where I could go and still keep my baby. It was more than just a terrible dilemma.  I  truly  felt  like  I  was  in  hell.  The  “Good  Girl”  was slipping  farther  and  farther  away,  but  I  couldn’t  think  about  that now. 
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NEW YORK, STILL TOUGH, NOW I HAD TO BE EVEN 

TOUGHER 



The “Good Girl,” lost forever? 



When  I  returned  to  New  York,  I  was  an  emotional  mess,  but my  career  saved  me.  I  was  finally  in  demand.  I  did  a  “Naked City,” one of the most popular drama TV series of the sixties, in which  I  played  an  off  Broadway  actress.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  I was offered two TV pilots, “Amy” and “The Beverly Hillbillies.” 

I was also offered a role in “All My Children,” a soap that shot in New York, a Broadway play, and “The Girl” for Alberto VO5 in all their commercials. I had done one for them and they loved me.3 

I also started dating Andrew Prine. I guess the need for having a protector  was  beginning  to  become  a  habit.  And  Andy  had  been auditioning for the job since our first meeting. Though he would soon  leave  for  Hollywood  to  do  a  TV  pilot  with  Earl  Holliman, and  I  now  had  an  agent,  Fifi  Oscard,  his  attention  was  still  very welcomed. 



3  I  must  say  my  hair  never  looked  more  beautiful.  The  camera  man  and  the director were  truly artists. I still use  Alberto VO5. It really is the best.  And I love the Strawberry conditioner too. 
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There  was  another  agent  in  her  office  who  was  friends  with Adlai  Stevenson,  the  two  time  Democratic  Party  nominee  for president, then serving as U.S. Ambassador to the United Nations. 

I met him one day while I was dropping off some photos. 

I was really stepping up in class due to my modest celebrity. I really felt like an actress, a successful one. I had met international statesmen,  Hollywood  stars  and  Broadway  luminaries;  if  I  could just  keep  things  in  perspective,  the  future  seemed  endless  with possibilities. 

From  pounding  the  pavement  day  after  day  with  a  growling stomach to remind me of just how much of a loser I was, I went to 

“My cup runneth over,” so fast, that I was dizzy from the speed of it all. 

I  also  was  up  for  the  female  lead  in  the  Neil  Simon  play, 

“Barefoot in The Park,” to be directed by Mike Nichols. I had read several  times  with  a  number  of  actors,  and  then  at  one  of  the auditions  a  guy  walked  in  named  Robert  Redford.  He  was  so clever. He stood in front of a pretend mirror and shaved before he started  his  dialogue  with  me.  I  was  to  come  in  on  him  in  his apartment,  and  then  the  scene  would  start.  He  came  over  to  me before our reading and said he wanted to do a little improvisation before I came in and to give him a few seconds. When it seemed right to come in and start the scene, I entered and he was brilliant! 

It was an old acting exercise called, a “Sense-memory,” a definite action which you would usually perform when you are alone. The sense  memory  chosen  was...shaving.  He  mimed  the  whole  thing with such precision...it was great. He was great. 
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The  producers  told  me  I  was  a  little  too  young  and inexperienced  and  hadn’t  had  as  much  stage  experience  as  Miss Ashley. They wanted me to understudy her, and said they’d make sure  I’d have  a shot at  a few performances out  of town.  I didn’t want  to  be  an  understudy  anymore.  I’d  had  enough  of  that  with, 

“There Was A Little Girl,” a play in which Jane Fonda starred. 

I had done two seasons of summer stock. I had starred opposite George  Montgomery,  the  western  movie  star  and  one  time husband to singer Dinah Shore in a “Hot Pants Comedy” as they were  called  at  the  time.  I  toured  with  Murray  Matheson  in  “The Pleasure  of  His  Company.”  I  also  did  “I  Am  a  Camera,”  in summer  stock.  But  I  guess  none  of  that  counted  as  stage experience with the Broadway producers. 

I had been in New York for about three years before I made the move to Los Angeles. When I was down and out, I had competed in  beauty  contests  for  a  free  dinner  or  $35  for  the  “Queen  of Greenwich  Village”  and  “Miss  Brooklyn.”  No  more  of  that. 

Finally,  I  was  an  actress.  It  had  been  so  hard,  but  I  never  once thought of going back to Sioux City as a failure. 

When I finally made my choice it was, “Amy.” Bob Hope was the  producer.  He  had  won  my  heart  with  his  humor  and  simple kindness.  And  with  Ray  Bolger  singing  the  theme  song,  how could I resist? I would be working with the best. 
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I  stayed  the  last  few  weeks  in  New  York  with  two  girls  from Florida,  who  lived  in  the  East  80’s.  They  were  girlfriends  of Andy’s. Everyone seemed to be leaving for Hollywood and very soon  I  would  be  too.  Besides  Bob  Hope’s  catering  to  my  every need and desire, limos and such, the men in suits scurrying around me and the lavish attention of my new agent, I was being treated like a star already. 

Oh, the glamour of Hollywood! Now I would be leaving New York  in  style.  No  one  was  a  bigger  star  than  Bob  Hope  and  he wanted me. I had never been in a limo before. When I did “Kiss Her  Goodbye,”  there  was  a  cab  that  took  me  to  the  airport.  But this was on a  whole new level of show business.  I  was in a real black limousine, speeding me toward Hollywood. As I got in I felt as if I was leaving on some mysterious journey of which no one could know how it would turn out. But I was not afraid. I felt such trust and love for the whole world. I prayed to God and I thanked Him because only He could have made this miracle come true. 

No more eating prunes or even thinking about them ever again. 

I never had been wined and dined like Bob Hope’s representatives were treating me. Hollywood! I really didn’t know anything about it,  or  where  I  was  going.  I  had  San  Francisco  all  mixed-up  with Los Angeles. I really thought Los Angeles was San Francisco, at least where that beautiful bridge was concerned. I knew it had to be there. And I knew I had to be part of it all. 

I could leave all the heartbreak behind, the hunger, the botched abortion, the fear of being cold and stranded, trying to find a part-time  job  to  pay  the  rent.  All  of  that  was  gone  forever.  I  could forget  Che.  He  almost  didn’t  seem  real  to  me  anymore.  I  could forget about old men who wanted to keep me like a whore. 
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I  remember  packing  the  few  clothes  that  I  thought  were acceptable.  Andy’s  two  gal-friends  had  taken  me  shopping  and had  even  given  me  some  of  their  own  things  that  they  thought looked  good  on  me.  Giving  up  my  apartment  and  staying  with Andy’s friends had been the point of no return for me. 

And  I  felt  I  needed  a  new  name  as  well. I  took  only  the  "F" 

Forsmoe,  and  then  used  my  dad’s  name,  Darrel  with  two  "L’s” 

instead of the one that he used, and made it the same number of letters,  "7"  as  in  Forsmoe....  I  figured  it  would  be  lucky  for  me. 

Now  New  York  City  would  soon  be  another  part  of  my  short history. With a new now and bright future, I was saying Goodbye to the “Big Apple.” The same “Big Apple” which had taken more than a few bites out of me. I didn’t want to ever come back and be so poor and desperate and alone. I never wanted to see that huge, terrifying city again. I was afraid I would wake up and everything would be just a dream, or even worse, a nightmare. 

Oh  God,  let  me  never  wake  up.  Give  me  Hollywood  and  Los Angeles even if it doesn’t have that beautiful bridge. 
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CHAPTER 7 

HOORAY FOR HOLLYWOOD 




Young and single in Hollywood… 



My first real surprise was the ocean.  It was salty!  I had never seen the ocean before. I never went to the beach at all when I was living in New York. I mean, I knew that the ocean is salty, I had read  somewhere  or  been  taught  that  it  was,  but  I  didn’t...really, until I tasted it and experienced it for myself. 

I just stood there thinking that I was 80 per cent water and no wonder I felt the way I do sometimes when I’ve watched films of those  waves  coming  in  and  going  out,  like  I  was  a  part  of  that ocean. It came to me as a wonderful moment of realization. I still get  goose  bumps  just  thinking  about  the  ocean.  If  you  are  from Sioux City, Iowa, and you’ve never seen the ocean, well, the first time  you  see  it,  and  walk  into  it,  and  taste  it,  it’s  just  the  most amazing thing in the world. 

I often have to travel the Pacific Coast Highway to get into the city from my home. I get blown away every time I see the beauty of  that  awesome  sight.  Something  inside  me  just  swells  up  and overflows. 

My new agent’s name  was Bill  Barnes, and he took  me to  all the studios and introduced me to everyone he knew, as promised. I stayed with him and his wife while I was making the pilot. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Then  after  I  did  the  pilot  I  stayed  with  an  actor  named  Brian O’Byrne. Brian was an old character actor who everyone loved. I met him through Andrew Prine. Andy and I had met up soon after I reached L.A. Brian introduced me to a gal who was an interior decorator, Susie Olsen. I rented a beautiful room in the apartment where  she  lived  with  her  husband,  Stan.  He  was  working  at  an Alpha Romero dealership. I was able to get a great deal on a little blue Alpha Romeo through him. Stan wanted to be a director, and eventually  achieved  his  goal.  I  think  that’s  where  I  was  living when I found out “Amy” hadn’t sold. I hadn’t ever considered that possibility for a moment. So, I was totally surprised. 

I knew the smart decision would have been to go back to New York, but I just couldn’t. Andy was in L.A. and I thought I was in love  with  him.  And  there  was  just  too  much  pain  back  in  New York, and too many memories. I felt young, fresh and clean here in  L.A.  I  was  too  young  and  resilient  to  look  backwards. 

Hollywood  was  a  whole  new  world.  My  future  would  be  what  I made of it. I didn’t yet know it, but my new life would be far more sordid than the old one I had so gladly left back in New York. 

After the return to New York from my adventure in Cuba, and the awful abortion experience, something that had been repressed in me was slowly unleashed. My on-again, off-again relationship with Andy didn’t help matters, but now my sexual inhibitions had been swept aside forever. 
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My  recent  experiences  had  somehow  triggered  a  disorder  in which  the  symptoms  included  impulsive  sexual  behavior.  I’ve only  recently  been  diagnosed  as  bipolar,  but  back  then,  I  didn’t have  a  clue.  I  now  understand  the  symptoms  start  to  exhibit themselves  in  the  late  teens  or  early  twenties.  At  the  time  my explanation  for  my  behavior  went  something  like,  I’m  young, beautiful, talented, and living in Hollywood where being all these things  mean  that  you  are  desired,  pursued  and  singled  out  for special  attention  so,  “When  in  Rome  do  as  the  Roman’s  do.”  If only I had known that I had carelessly wandered onto the road to self-destruction,  I  probably  would  have  done  it  anyway.  That’s right!  I  was  acting  out  of  compulsion,  and  not  rational deliberations. 

I  started  a  long  string  of  guest  starring  roles  on  a  number  of popular  TV  series,  while  the  string  of  casual  lovers  started  to lengthen as well. One of the first shows was a modern day western called  “Empire.”  It  starred,  veteran  actor,  Richard  Egan,  the fabulous Terry Moore and a beautiful young, Ryan O’Neal. 

Terry  and  her  mom  were  always  walking  around  eating  raw carrots and celery and she encouraged me to do the same. In those days  it  was  considered  very  strange  behavior.  And  she  also  told me about wearing “Frownies.” She said I frowned a lot when I got tense, and I could smooth out those frown line while sleeping by wearing  the  Frownies.  She  gave  me  my  first  box.  I  continued  to use them religiously for a very long while. 
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On  this  particular  show  I  was  working  opposite  another beautiful  young  actor,  Keir  Dullea.  We  had  a  couple  of  love scenes  together,  and  he  was  coming  on  strong,  even  between scenes, but I just didn’t feel much chemistry. 

Ryan was another story. Terry had warned me about  him, but that was where I had stopped listening to my new big sister. Ryan had been sharing intimate stories with me about the woman in his life almost from the moment we met. He told me he had supported her when she had decided to  do a Playboy layout.  I thought  that was very enlightened of him, also,  a little voyeuristic. Her name was Sally, if I remember correctly. 

Ryan  and  I  were  next  door  neighbors  at  the  hotel  where  we were  housed  on  location,  and  one  thing  just  led  to  another. 

Actually, it was lust at first sight. After chatting briefly during the day,  we  met  again  with  the  rest  of  the  cast  at  a  fabulous,  local restaurant  there  in  Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico,  where  we  were shooting.  After  a  while,  I  said  that  I  wasn’t  feeling  well  and  I needed  to  go  back  to  my  room.  Ryan  graciously  offered  to accompany  me.  We  barely  made  it  back  to  the  room  before passion overtook us. We didn’t leave the room for the rest of the weekend.  It  was  room-service,  lovemaking,  licking  food  off  of each  other’s  bodies,  sleeping,  and  then  more  lovemaking  for  the better part of 48 hours. 
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Ryan  did  the  food  thing  long  before  the  movie  with  Kim Bassinger and Mickey Roarke. I think the writer of the screenplay knew  Ryan,  and  borrowed  the  idea  from  him.  Covering  up  my eyes  so  I  couldn’t  see,  and  putting  peeled  grapes  into my  mouth was a trip I hadn’t experienced before. But that was Ryan. Though he was very creative with his lovemaking, sexually we just didn’t fit. He is well-endowed, but the portions were somewhat off for a wholly compatible coupling. 

After  we  returned  from  location  I  saw  Ryan  a  few  times,  but nothing  serious  ever  happened.  Then  Ryan  and  the  little  brother that he dragged everywhere with him, invited me to go with them to the fights. Ryan really loved boxing. 

I was living in L.A. on 6900 Westbourne Drive. Alejandro Rey, best  known  for  the  role  of  the  handsome  young  priest  on  “The Flying Nun,” lived upstairs in the same apartment complex. 

Whenever  one  of  us  got  into  an  uncomfortable  situation  with girlfriend or boyfriend, we would rush to each other’s rescue. On this occasion  I was the  one in  need  of help.  I had Alejandro  run down and tell Ryan that I had taken a girlfriend who had broken her leg to the hospital. I cruelly stood him up. I don’t know why, exactly,  probably  because  we  were  simply  mismatched  as  a couple,  in  more  ways  than  one.  Or  maybe  it  was  another  one  of those  affairs  that  happened  on  location,  but  couldn’t  survive  the return trip to home and reality. I only knew that it was over. 

I curiously watched him from the window and wondered what had  possessed  him  to  wear  the  yellow  and  green  plaid  jacket  he had on. And why oh why, did he bring his little brother on all of our dates? 
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He said, “At least it is well written.” 

To be sure, it was a strange script, I admitted, but I didn’t have any  choice.  I  needed  the  money,  and  besides,  no  one  could possibly  see  the  vision  that  Richard  Rush,  the  director  of 

“Stuntman,” saw and gave us in that classic movie. 

After  Ryan  and  I  exchanged  pleasantries,  he  was  always  a respectful gentleman; we parted on a very friendly note. He didn’t even  refer  to  the  rude  way  I  had  stood  him  up  so  many  years before.  I  am  still  ashamed  of  my  behavior,  when  I  think  of  him sitting on the steps in front of my apartment with his little brother, waiting  for  me.  That  was  mean  and  nasty  of  me.  I’m  so  sorry Ryan.4  



4 I met Ryan at an autograph show not too long ago, but wasn’t able to apology adequately then. And again he didn’t mention it. (See photo, page 165). 
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My new best buddy, Alejandro Rey, was the epitome of a Latin lover  with  tons  of  gals  coming  and  going  all  the  time.  The  first time I met him he had run down to my apartment wearing a green face  masque,  looking  like  a  mad  man.  He  said,  “If  you  see  a woman in a candy apple red Corvette looking for me, tell her I just drove  off!  Just  now  I  drove  off!  Ok?  Oh  by  the  way,  I’m Alejandro Rey, and what is your name? Oh forgive me, my green masque. It’s a beauty treatment, very good for the skin. You must try  it.  I  have  an  extra  jar  I  will  give  you.  Just  help  me  with  this woman.  Tell  her  I  just  drove  off!”  Then  he  dashed  up  to  his apartment. 

Alejandro  and  I  never  meant  to  get  together.  We  were  just friends. The face masque thing had probably negatively influenced my perception of him. It didn’t square with the macho image I had acquired  from  my  first  Latin  lover,  Che.  Alejandro  was  like  a cousin and as it turned out, a kissing one. 

I was getting hit on everywhere I went. The auditions were no exception.  Susie  suggested  that  I  invite  all  the  men  who  were hitting on me to come to a Sunday Champagne brunch at the same time, be gracious and nice, and serve them all wonderful food and expensive  Champagne  and  they  would  soon  realize  how  clever, and funny a girl I was. I would at once separate myself from the herd of young, beautiful, brain-dead starlets. Well, they all came. 

But they didn’t think it was very clever or funny. They all quickly concluded  that  I  was  the  most  brain-dead  of  all  the  brain-dead starlets  they  had  met.  I  was  blackballed  from  both  Warner  Bros. 

and  Paramount  after  the  respective  studio  heads  showed  up  and been subjected to this little outrage. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA The  head  of  Universal  got  so  pissed  that  I  wasn’t  allowed  to work  there  for  quite  a  long  time.  Thank  God,  he  was  finally replaced.  Richard  Chamberlain,  the  star  of  “Dr.  Kildare”  with whom I had worked, arrived, and immediately felt the bad vibes, and  backed  out  gracefully.  He  was  always  asking  me  out.  I  had invited  him  just  for  fun.  I  had  no  idea  he  was  gay.  Maybe  he wasn’t quite sure himself at the time. A couple of old fat directors just laughed. But they were laughing not at my cleverness, but my stupidity. I slowly became aware that I had committed a huge faux pas.  Those  who  managed  to  get  inside,  left  when  they  thought  a respectable interval had expired. The minute they saw all the other men, one by one they made their escape. Finally, I was left with a few  guests  I had included just for variety, actors and such. They stayed until the Champagne and food run-out. 

I had humiliated them and myself. I was done in and I knew it. 

Afterwards, Alejandro tried to comfort me in my despair. He told me not to worry. He rubbed my shoulder while I was crying and screaming at poor Susie...who had been serving my guests in a full French maid’s costume she had rented for the role. He asked me to go  to  dinner  with  him  later,  but  I  had  a  date  that  night  with  the handsome  young  star  of  “The  Lieutenant”  TV  series,  Gary Lockwood. Gary couldn’t believe that I had really done it and told me that he didn’t  come over for brunch earlier because he never did think it was a good idea. (He had arrived after all of the heavy-hitters had left). 
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It seemed like Gary was always there for me, or rather after me. 

We had a brief affair while working in “There Was a Little Girl” 

on  Broadway  with  Jane  Fonda.  He  could  always  talk  me  into going to bed with him, but he wouldn’t stop using that stinky stuff on his hair, which I hated. I think I was attracted to Gary because he  was  a  tough  guy.  I  still  remember  him  tearing  off  a  hunk  of candy that was sitting right by the cash register in a small grocery store, and chewing it right in front of the storekeeper. He offered me a piece while daring the man to say something with his eerie stare. Then we just walked out without paying… 

I  just  had  a  flashback  to  running  blocks  after  a  car  with  the brilliant  actor,  Richard  Widmark,  in  it,  to  shake  his  hand.  I  was really  small,  maybe  eight  or  nine.  He  was  making  a  personal appearance  there  to  promote  some  movie  that  was  playing  in Sioux City. 

I think I must have loved the “Gangster” in Gary because of my admiration for tough guy, Richard Widmark. Gary seemed to have some of that same quality in him. He was honest and direct. He’d always  let  me  know  that  he  just  wanted  me.  He  said  he  would even  pay  for  it.  It  was  sort  of  a  strange  turn-on  in  my  young unsophisticated  mine.  But  I  couldn’t  stand  that  smelly  gook  he used on his  hair. That’s  what  stopped me from  even considering anything like a serious relationship with him. That’s really crazy, uh? 
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But Gary refused to leave. 

So  I  decided  to  go,  but  I  didn’t  know  where.  Alejandro  had heard  the  fuss  as  he  was  driving  down  the  driveway  in  his convertible Jag, bound for a night on the town. He told me to jump in  and  I  did,  almost  instinctively.  My  buddy  had  come  to  my rescue again. 

We  roared  off  into  the  night  and  landed  first  at  a  circular-shaped restaurant on the Sunset Strip. It was quite a landmark in its  day,  I  can’t  remember  its  name…and  later  to  a  house  up  in Benedict Canyon. He said he was going to rent the place with an option  to  buy.  I  didn’t  want  to  go  home.  And  he  said  there  was enough  room  for  both  of  us.  I  could  stay  if  I  wanted  to.  So  that night we stayed in our separate rooms and that was all. 
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The next morning I woke up at 4 or 5 am. I decided to take a nude swim in the huge pool. I didn’t know that Alejandro was up as well, and watching me. All of a sudden, I felt something grab my legs and pull me under. Golly, something was trying to drown me…of  course,  it  was  Alejandro  playing.  I  was  underneath  the water,  struggling  to  free  myself  and  swallowing  a  great  deal  of water.  Then  I  saw  stars  and  blacked  out.  When  I  came  to  I  was coughing and gagging, and Alejandro was crying. He had grabbed my body and started forcing the water out of me. After I stopped spouting water, he  clutched me to  his  chest, and told me he was never going to let me go. He said he would always love me. And that  he  had  made  a  deal  with  God  that  if  He  spared  my  life  he would stay with me forever. He said he had loved me  ever since the  first  time  he  had  seen  me,  when  he  was  wearing  that  silly green facial masque. 

I  was  so  caught  up  in  the  emotions  of  the  moment,  with Alejandro’s  passionate  soliloquy,  and  the  great  relief  of  having escaped death, that I couldn’t resist him. He carried me inside the house  and  started  making  love  to  me.  He  was  very  gentle  as  he spoke  in  loving  words,  and  tenderly  caressed  my  face.  His  tears fell  over  me  all  the  while.  We  were  both  surprised  that  we  had connected on that level. We lived in that house together, for a little while, and then I woke up. He was not my Latin lover, not Che…I wanted more. It was over. 

73 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA When  I  got  back  to  my  apartment,  I  found  Gary  and  Susie making love on my bed. And she was wearing my beautiful white nightgown.  That  upset  me  more  than  anything.  Why  my  bed? 

Why  my  nightgown?  Gary,  you  dog!  Gary  quickly  grabbed  me and pulled me down onto the bed and started kissed me all over. 

“It was because we both love you and want you, Sharon,” he said, when he finally stopped to catch his breath. I just laid there, numb, and listened to their apologies and excuses. Then both Susie and I turned  our  attention  on  Gary  until  he  was  completely  exhausted. 

Afterward I felt empty inside. There wasn’t any love at all, no real love. I remember hearing it start to rain, and feeling that God was so disappointed in me, that He was crying. I too wanted to cry for the  “Good  Girl.”  I  had  already  strayed  so  far  that  I  could  barely recognize her. 

Later, we all went  to  “Pinks,” the famous hotdog place on  La Brea  Blvd.  We  ate  hotdogs  and  laughed  and  laughed.  I  was miserable, but I couldn’t dare show it. 
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CHAPTER 8 

HUSBAND NUMBER ONE, ANDY PRINE 



It was never meant to be. 



Andy  Prine  started  his  pursuit  of  me  back  in  Cuba,  when  we were  doing  “Kiss  Her  Goodbye.”  He  called  me  really  late  the night of the bombing, after I returned from my wild ride with Che. 

He asked if I was feeling better, and if I had been in my room the whole time. If I had heard anything or been disturbed by anyone, and had I ate. He told me he had been worried about me after they had all left the hotel. 

I  told  him  that  I  had  gotten  the  time  wrong  and  when  I  went downstairs,  everyone  had  already  left.  And  now  I  was  in  bed trying to sleep. I said, “I’m kind of a wreck,” and that I was glad I had the next couple of days off. There was no way I was going to tell him about Che or Fidel at the time. I was tired and confused, but that was one point I was clear on. 

Andrew was really sweet, he told me that if I needed anything during the night, anything, to call him. Andrew covered for me a couple of times when I was off with Ernesto. He was offering to be my protector, but I had Che. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Deep  down  inside,  I  felt  like  I  was  doing  something  wrong lying to Andy about Che. Though I didn’t really lie, I just didn’t tell him everything. I knew Andy really liked me and was courting me in his way, but he just wasn’t Che. I also knew Andrew had a steady  girlfriend  back  in  New  York  named  Mary.  I  was  so intoxicated  with  the  exotic  atmosphere,  excitement  and  all  the attention,  I  couldn’t  think  of  anything  else.  I  was  troubled,  very tired and maybe in some kind of danger, but I didn’t care. When I got  back  to  New  York  and  it  became  clear  that  I  was  in  trouble (pregnant),  Andy  was  the  only  one  I  had  to  rely  upon.  He  went with me, and waited outside the door on the stoop. By this time, he was more than a friend. I had started up with Andy after I had come to believe I would never see Ernesto again. 

I had moved around the corner in the Village to be near Andy. 

We never lived together, but close enough so when we wanted to get  together,  there  wasn’t  much  time  lost  in  traveling.  Andy thought the baby might be his. But he said he couldn’t handle the responsibility  any  better  than  I  could  right  then.  His  career  was just starting to really go. He was all set to go to Los Angeles to do a pilot. 

When I met up with Andy again in  L.A., his unwillingness to make a commitment still dogged our relationship. He was already committed to his career and saw our relationship as a distraction. I believed our careers and our relationship would complement each other. We’d be able to provide mutual support in the pursuit of our dreams.  But  Andy  thought  otherwise.  We  would  talk  marriage, then break up, and then get back together again. 
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I  was  working  a  little  on  some  of  those  early  TV  shows,  and meeting people.  I’d be  going out  with  someone  else for a  while, like  the  dates  with  Ryan  O’Neal  and  Gary  Lockwood,  and  then, Andy would show up again. 

I  was  guest  starring  on  “Wagon  Train”  the  popular  western series in an episode entitled, “The Orly French Story,” with Peter Fonda.  One  of  the  regulars  on  the  show  had  developed  a  lusty crush on me. I didn’t want to alienate anyone that could possibly prevent me from getting a job, so I told him as diplomatically as I could  that  I  wasn’t  interested.  He  was  not  one  to  take  no  for  an answer, no matter how nicely it was presented. I guess he said if I can’t make her love me, then I’ll make her hate me. Anyway, he started engaging in juvenile antics which annoyed me at first and then, really started to make me dread going to work. 

Peter volunteered his services as my protector. Though he was married at the time, I eagerly accepted his offer. (The “Good Girl” 

wasn’t even in the picture by this time). Peter was so thin and frail that this hulking character could have broken him in half without working  up  a  sweat.  But  my  courageous  hero  refused  to  back down even when they almost came to blows. 

As revenge, Peter and I made love in this character’s dressing trailer  one  evening.  I  always  had  problems  with  my  period  in those days. I was never regular and virtually had no warning until I suddenly started  gushing. Unfortunately  for Peter, this was one of  those  occasions.  The  overflow  covered  the  small  couch  we were  using  so  thoroughly,  that  nothing  we  could  do  made  the slightest difference. The couch was ruined. We finally just turned over the cushion and snuck out as quietly as we could. 
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Andy  found  out  I  was  dating  Gary  again,  and  I  guess  that’s what inspired him to ask me to marry him. One night when Gary was dropping me off at my apartment or maybe even coming in to spend the night, we found Andrew waiting for us. He was drunk, sitting in a parked limo with a case of cokes, a couple of bottles of rum and champagne, and two other couples. 

He had decided, while under the influence, that we would drive to Las Vegas that night and get married. Andy ran out in front of Gary’s car demanding, “Get out of that car, woman! I am going to marry you tonight.” He told Gary to get lost. 

Gary had been playing a Marine Corps infantry officer, and he really  looked  the  part.  When  he  got  out,  he  came  around  to  my side  of  the  car.  He  was  a  tough  guy  and  he  wasn’t  leaving. 

Andrew took a swing. Gary dipped aside and Andrew fell against the car. Gary started laughing. Andy did look silly. Everyone was laughing, except Andy and me. He was just too dear. He couldn’t even kill  a moth. Back in the apartment  in  New  York, he would take a  glass and  capture it and take it outside.  And here he was, trying as best he could to fight for me! 

At that moment he seemed so vulnerable and sweet. I started to cry out, “No! No! Stop! Don’t hurt him Gary, stop!” 



5 When I met Carol in March, 2010 at a celebrity autograph show, she still recalled how strangely Andy had acted that day. (See photo, page 165). 
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Gary  asked  with  a  kinda  hurt  tone  in  his  voice,  “Are  you  all right with this? Tell me what to do. Do you love this guy? What’s it going to be, me or this sad jerk?” I stood there unable to think. 

Then  I just acted on sheer emotion.  I told Gary  he should leave. 

He  shook  his  head  in  disbelief,  and  drove  off  with  his  wheels squealing. 

I don’t know how we got to Las Vegas in one piece. We even had the limo driver tipsy. We were having a staggering, drunken, good  time.  We  drove  up  and  down  the  strip,  found  one  of  those twenty-four hour type wedding chapels,  staggered inside and did it. There were photos to document the event, really crazy ones, but neither  Andy  nor  I  could  ever  remember  the  actual  ceremony,  if you could call it that. 

We  returned  to  L.A.  with  our  wedding  pictures,  and  got  a furnished apartment  in  Santa Monica. We stayed there one night before Andy had to leave to do a movie. I had also gotten a role in 

“40  Pounds  of  Trouble”  starring  Tony  Curtis  and  directed  by Norman  Jewison.  I  had  to  go  to  Lake  Tahoe,  the  location  of  the shoot, a couple of days later. 

I waited for a call from my new husband and what a bombshell it was when it came. Andy told me he wanted out of the marriage. 

He said he just couldn’t go through with it. It was over. I went off my rocker! I took a bottle of 120 aspirins, and the total content of a bottle of cold tablets. I wanted to die. I really did at the time. I didn’t feel anything for a while, and then I started to feel terribly. I called Andy back and told him what I had done. I said I had really wanted to die, but now I didn’t. What should I do? 
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He  called  an  actor  friend  of  his,  who  was  also  working  on  the movie, a big Mexican, character actor named Rudy Diaz. He and his wife rushed over to my room. They started pouring gallons of warm,  salty  water  down  my  throat.  I  would  throw  up,  and  then they’d start in again, over and over, until I had it coming out both ends.  I  was  a  real  mess.  I  kept  yelling,  “It  was  only  aspirin  and cold  tablets!”  But  they  wouldn’t  stop.  I  felt  like  a  limp  rag, drained  of  everything,  including  the  pain  of  being  dumped  by Andy. Rudy Diaz, his wife and Andy all saved my life. 

Years later I ran into Andy at some charity event. He told me he  was  going  through  a  12  step  program  and  that  for  part  of  his recovery,  he  was  required  to  ask  everyone  he  had  wronged  to forgive him. It was during the time when I still had large gaps in my memory. I didn’t know who Andy was, but I had been advised to pretend to recognize anyone who approached me in such a way. 

So I played along. 

I  now  believe  that  I  owe  Andy  as  much  of  an  apology  as  he does  me.  And  I  certainly  do  apologize  for  trying  to  lay  off  the responsibility for my bad judgment onto him. We all have enough bad karma to deal with, without carrying someone else’s around as well. 
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Someone had told Norman Jewison and Tony Curtis about my meltdown. So the next day, I was invited to have dinner with both of  them  in  Tony’s  room  to  discuss  it.  I  had  that  pathetic,  loser feeling  again,  this  time  in  spades.  Here  I  was  the  center  of attention, with both of these mature, talented men showing me so much  more  care  and  kindness  than  I  deserved.  Early  into  the meeting, Norman got a call and had to leave to take care of some business to do with the film. That left me alone with Tony. 

Tony didn’t waste any time in moving to the couch where I was sitting. He put his arm around me in a big brotherly fashion, and started  stroking  my  hair.  “So  beautiful,  so  young,  why,  oh  why, would  you  ever  want  to  do  something  like  that?  You  are  so special,  look  at  you.  You  are  beautiful  and  worth  loving  and cherishing.”  I  wanted  to  hear  someone  said  those  words.  I  was desperate to feel loved and worthy of love. I had had a crush on Tony Curtis forever, what teen-aged girl in the fifties didn’t? And now, I was in his room, sitting on a couch beside him enthralled as he told me what I needed to hear. 

He  had  already  left  his  wife  Janet  Leigh,  and  now  he  started telling me how he had fallen in love with a sweet, young German actress  named  Christine  Kaufmann,  who  he  wanted  to  marry. 

“How can  I be sitting here with  you after what  you’ve just gone through, and wanting to make love to you Sharon, so badly, when I’m  so  in  love  with  my  Christine?  How?  I  now  know  how.  He showed  all  the  classic  signs  of  a  sex  addict.  But  I  didn’t  have  a clue to such things then. 
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I  didn’t  want  a  scene.  And  I  couldn’t  explain  how  I  felt,  so  I just said yes. And I laid there until he was finished. When he went to  sleep,  I  snuck  out.  I  broke  down  and  started  sobbing hysterically once I got outside. 

Here was a mature man who had taken advantage of a young, emotionally  distressed  woman,  because  he  could.  He  made  me feel tricked and used, like one of those party girls that get passed around from guy to guy, and afterwards they can’t even remember her  name.  Well,  at  this  point  I  might  not  have  been  a  virginal maid, but I wasn’t some bimbo either. I was a professional actress with a future ahead of me. I was the “Good Girl” from Sioux City, Iowa. What had happened to me? 

The next day on the set he tried to talk to me and I just looked through him. I snubbed him. I was still very angry. He had greeted me with a big boyish grin, but I couldn’t get past my anger over the cheap way he had made me feel. 
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In  the  years  to  come,  I  too,  would  be  the  mature  one  finding pleasure  and  distraction  in  the  arms  of  younger  lovers,  and  my anger toward him would eventually subside. But I hope and pray I never made any of those boys feel as used as I did, sneaking out of that hotel room in the darkness of that early morning. 

At the end of that day’s shooting, I was fired. 
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CHAPTER 9 

OH, THE LIFE OF A HOLLYWOOD STARLET 



Love affairs without a lot of love... 



As  a  bona  fide,  certified,  “Hollywood  Starlet,”  I  soon  met everyone they said you had to meet in town to make it. Did I say meet?  As  the  flavor  of  the  month  I  was  pursued,  preyed  upon, cornered and pawed by some of the most powerful, dynamic and most appalling characters in the business at the time. But I also got a  chance  to  meet  some  of  the  screen  idols  I  had  had  a  crush  on since Sioux City days. Dean Stockwell was one of them. 

Dean  had  been  one  of  the  most  successful  child  actors  in  the history  of  Hollywood.  He  had  also  made  that  most  difficult transition to juvenile, and then as an adult actor. I had seen him in such popular films as “The Secret Garden,” (1948) “The Boy with the  Green  Hair”  (1949)  and  “Kim”  (1950).  Younger  audiences probably know him best from the popular early 1990’s, TV Series 

“Quantum Leap.” 
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I met Dean at the tennis courts where I was taking lessons. My agent told me to get a little sun and to take lessons because he had me up for a role where the girl was a really good tennis player. To kill two birds with one stone, I wore my bikini bathing suit while taking my lessons. Of course, I recognized Dean right away...Oh my,  it’s  “The  Boy  with  the  Green  Hair.”  The  boy  from  “The Secret Garden,” the great love of my childhood was coming right towards me...coming right over to me. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. 

Then there he was! He made small-talk about learning to play tennis. Mostly I just listened. I could hardly respond. My face got bright  red  and  I  started  to  stutter.  He  asked  me  for  my  phone number. I was dazzled because I had had such a crush on him for so many years. I gave it to him and he wrote it on his arm. Then he didn’t call. He didn’t call for 2 weeks! I figured he had lost my number or found someone he liked better, or maybe just decided to take a cold shower. 

Then the call finally came. He hadn’t lost my number after all. 

He took me to a Mexican restaurant on Melrose Avenue where the waitresses  wore  colorful  costumes  and  a  mariachi  band  roamed from table to table singing for all the diners. That was where I had my very first margarita. It was...I was in Heaven. 

Dean  Stockwell  loved  classical  music.  Bach  and  Vivaldi seemed to be his favorites. He loved all the fine arts. He was a true artist.  He  introduced  me  to  art  and  music  in  a  way  I  had  never known before, and I eventually became a painter as well. He was also a fantastic lover and although I was no longer a virgin, I was still quite a novice in that regard. 
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I  got  to  where  I  could  crawl  through  his  window  early  in  the mornings,  when  I  was  on  my  way  to  work  at  the  studio.  We’d make love and he would get us into yoga positions from which he could  explore  every  orifice  in  my  body.  I  had  never  ever  been made  love  to  like  that  in  my  limited  experience.  I  didn’t  think certain  things  were  very  sexy.  They  seemed  a  little  weird  and strange. But his virtuosity as a lover was broad enough to provide me with many other things that suited me just right. 

We also spent a lot of time going from antique shops, to thrift shops, to junk shops, and garbage dumps, looking for anything he thought  he  could  use  in  his  art.  It  was  all  quite  interesting  and educational.  I’ve  always  been  self-conscious  about  my  lack  of education.  I  have  tried  to  compensate  by  attaching  myself  to people  who  were  better  educated  or  just  knew  more  than  I.  And I’ve tried to absorb as much as I possibly could from them. 
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When Dean and I first got together, I started telling him, “My Story”…confessions  of  everything  I’d  ever  done  in  my  life,  the way  you  do  to  get  to  know  someone  and  let  them  know  you.  I always  wanted  to  let  my  new  man  know  exactly  who  he  was getting  mixed  up  with,  and  to  understand  where  I  was  coming from.  The  story  always  started  with  Sioux  City,  Iowa,  and  went through pretty much every part of my life with many tears. 

He said, “Are you talking to someone? Are you seeing anyone and telling them all this?” 

I had been going to an analyst ever since that humiliating firing from  “Forty  Pounds  of  Trouble”  with  Tony  Curtis,  and  I  said, 

“Yeah, I’m going to a shrink.” 

“Then  I  don’t  need  to  know  about  these  things  if  you  are working  them out,”  Dean said.  “I’m with  you  and accept  you  as you are. Let’s not go into all the pain you and I have experienced. 

Let’s just enjoy each other from here on.” 

After that, I never told “My Story” to another man in my life. 

(Until  I  had  to  tell  Jessie,  my  partner  and  co-writer)  It  made  so much sense to me. The truth might set you free, but the question is 

“Free  for  what?”  I  want  to  belong  to  someone  completely  and have  them  belong  to  me  the  same  way.  The  truth  often  prevents the trust needed for that completeness to happen. It forces people to hold back just enough so that there’s always something missing. 

Dean was ahead of his time. What a relief. I was enough, just as I was, enough. So we listened to Bach and Vivaldi and he would send  me  wonderful,  artfully  created  postcards,  and  our lovemaking never stopped. 
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publications  which  featured  the  beat  generation’s  art  and  poetry) was  a  great  friend,  and  the  brilliant  young  actor  Dennis  Hopper was another. 

I met Dennis on Melrose at a junk shop Dean had dragged me into.  He  was  so  cute,  and  wildly  excited  about  seeing  his  friend Dean  and  meeting  me.  Dennis  talked  me  into  buying  some  old gambling, metal printing plates because they looked so interesting and a whole bunch of other stuff that may, or may not be junk. I still have some of them buried somewhere in my garage. 

Dennis’  wife  at  the  time,  Brooke,  was  Winston  Churchill’s granddaughter. Can you believe that? She and I became friends for quite a while, and several years later she really wanted to buy the Chinese  chest  that  Bruce  Lee  had  given  me.  She  got  all  excited about  the story that  there might  be  an erotic painting underneath the pedestrian painting visible on the chest. But I would never part with my Chinese chest. 

Dennis  and  Brooke  had  a  wonderful  house.  I  remember  they had a crashed car in the back yard. It was a sculpture…a wrecked car...an  accident?  And  they  had  an  old  fashioned  dentist’s  chair you could sit in…a truly fun house. 
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With one phone call the heavenly bliss suddenly vanished from our relationship. Dean would get busy with work and art, while I had my own work commitments,  so there would be days when  I wouldn’t  hear  from  him,  at  least  that’s  what  I  told  myself.  This was one of those times when I had been waiting for days for a call from him. This was the era when girls just didn’t call boys. When he did call me, he said that I should go to a doctor, to make sure I hadn’t  caught  something from  him. Well,  I had  been waiting for him  to  call  all  right,  but  not  to  hear  that.  I  just  about  died  right there with  the phone receiver pressed  against my ear. That  news drained  the  romance  right  out  of  the  relationship  faster  than anything I could have imagined, when I was a little girl sitting in that  dark  theatre  in  Sioux  City,  daring  to  dream  of  ever  meeting my boy hero. 

I had guest starred on an episode of “Ben Casey.” The show’s star, Vince Edwards, had been asking me out almost from the first day I met him. So when he called again I said, “Yes!” I was just so hurt  by  Dean.  I  also  called  my  gynecologist  and  made  an appointment with him. It turned out I didn’t have anything, but I knew  then  I  wasn’t  the  only  one.  Dean  had  been  sleeping  with other  girls  and  that  knowledge  just  killed  me  inside.  He  didn’t have enough respect for me to even give me an explanation. And I was  too  proud  to  ask  for  one,  or  maybe  I  was  still  in  so  much shock that I just didn’t think of it. 

Shortly afterwards, Dean did ask me to marry him. “I was just driving by your apartment and decided to stop,” he said. 
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Years later, I wanted to cast Dean in a movie that my de facto husband,  Dale  Trevillion  and  I  were  making.  We  had  gotten  the money to produce it from Shapiro/Glickenhouse, but Mr. Shapiro didn’t  know  who  Dean  was.  Can  you  believe  it?  That  was  just before  his  successes  on  the  TV  show  starring  Scott  Bakula, 

“Quantum  Leap”  and  the  hit  movie  with  Michelle  Pfeiffer 

“Married to the Mob” had occurred. We ended up going with the guy who had set himself on fire while under the influence of some hallucinogens,  the  character  actor  Richard  Lynch.  He  played  the role I wanted Dean for in” One Man Force”. 

The first  time  I  attended the Academy Awards  I was escorted by  Vince  Edwards.  I  have  been  several  times  since,  but  it  really isn’t my cup of tea. Those long lines with so many people, and the images  all  of  those  disappointed  actor’s  faces  is  not  something that I can enjoy. Actually I think it’s more fun to watch it on TV. 

It’s weird too, getting all dressed up in gowns and tuxes at three in the afternoon. I just attended the ceremony in 2012, and I still hold the same opinion. 

It seemed to me that the best way to get over a past lover was to find another one fast. Well, my personal history shows that’s how I  chose  to  play  it  repeatedly,  right  or  wrong.  I  was  now  using Vince to get over Dean. 
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Wherever Vince and I went in the beginning, there was Benny Goldberg and Ray Joyer, his bodyguards/friends. Ray Joyer is the actor  who  is  seen  pushing  the  gurney  down  the  hallway  of  the hospital in the opening credits of the show. Vince made sure that his friends were taken care of. He was very good that way. 

Vince loved the track.  And no matter wherever else  we went, we  always  managed  to  end  up  there.  When  he  invited  me  to  go with  him  to  New  York,  I  thought  we  were  going  to  see  “New York,” But as I was getting into the limo taking us to the airport, he  asked,  “Where  are  your  binoculars?”  While  we  were  there,  I didn’t see any of my old New York, just the racetrack, Aqueduct. 

We  were  at  the  track,  Hollywood  Park,  when  President Kennedy  was  assassinated. Of course, the track  shut down when the news became public. Vince was so upset at  the track closing that  he  pitched  a  full-fledged  tantrum.  Vince  had  been  losing  all day,  and  thought  like  every  compulsive  gambler,  that  his  luck would change if he only kept gambling. But they weren’t allowing him  the  chance  for  his  luck  to  turn.  Just  witnessing  that  selfish, childish display when most of the country, and half of the world was in shock, is something I couldn’t get out of my mind. 

Vince  was  incredibly  lucky.  He  won  a  lot  more  than  he  lost while  we  were  together…big  time.  We’d  go  to  the  Caliente racetrack in Tijuana and he would win the 5/10 races three times at  a  run.  We’d  return  from  Mexico  carrying  up  to  $150,000  in cash  every  weekend.  Once  we  rode  through  the  poor  streets  of Tijuana, tossing thousands of dollars out the windows to the little kids and poor people on the street as we went. 
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Vince was much happier when he was losing. His attitude was cheerful and positive. When he lost we’d go to Mario’s, an Italian restaurant  on  La  Brea,  or  La  Strata  and  really  party.  Benny  and Ray would join us, and Vince would pay for everyone. 

Vince would bring me expensive gifts, like a mink coat, when I was  having  a  hard  time  paying  my  rent  or  my  electricity  bill.  I remember slinging that mink down the spiral staircase at him and screaming “You give me this, when I can’t turn on my lights!” 

He would never, ever, help me out with cash. I had to be at the track with him, betting on the same horses to get any cash. Thank God, he was mostly on a lucky streak while I knew him. 
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His friends, Benny and Ray, went back to when he was a pretty boy  at  Muscle  Beach.  Vince  was  very  loyal  to  all  of  his  old friends, but sometimes he took it too far for my comfort level. One night,  I  came  into  the  bedroom  on  him  and  Benny.  Vince  had quickly  put  a  hat  over  his  groin  area  even  though  he  was  fully dressed.  Benny  stood  up  quickly  from  the  squatting  position  he had taken upon the floor, beside the couch where Vince was lying. 

It was a very awkward moment, and I felt there were things going on that I couldn’t begin to understand. I walked out without saying a word. I tried to forget it. But things ate at me. I was like a dog with a bone. What were they doing? Was that a homosexual thing that  he  was  doing  with  Benny?  It  was,  too  strange.  Benny  was short  and  stubby  and  looked  like  an  ex-prize  fighter.  He  even talked like one, with the “Dee’s and Doe’s.” I tried and tried not to let things that were not my business bother me, but wasn’t it my business? Is this the man I was going to spend the rest of my life with?  I  just  couldn’t  handle  anymore  weirdness.  I  am  just  not sophisticated enough to handle those sorts of things. 

Vince  had  an  old  girlfriend  named  Sherry,  who  had  been through  everything  with  him.  She  had  even  supported  him financially  during  the  early,  lean  years  before  he  made  it.  He talked about it in a very sweet way all the time. I didn’t know he was still seeing her. I guess she was just another old friend that he couldn’t let go. He provided her with a car and an apartment, and saw  her  probably  as  much  as  he  saw  me.  God  only  knows  what stories he told her to keep her from moving on with her life. 
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This  is  how  Sherry  and  I  found  out  about  each  other.  To  my knowledge, I had been Vince’s only girl for about a year. Sherry broke  up  with  Vince  that  night  and  later  married  actor,  Rod Steiger.  Vince  needed  to  keep  everyone  close,  and  keep  us  all  a little crazy in the process as well. The volume of lies he had to tell to  make  all  of  this  possible  was  incredible.  He  had  once  denied dating the gorgeous starlet, Diane McBain, just before I met him. 

Well,  Diane  wasn’t  having  any  of  it.  She  told  her  story  to  some popular  movie  magazine,  all  about  how  she  and  Vince  had  been dating, and backed it up with photos of them together. 

One weekend he hired a motorcycle and we went for a ride all the  way  up  the  Pacific  Coast  Highway  past  Malibu.  But  it  was mostly the racetrack with old Vince. He never liked to be too far away from the track. 
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Whenever we were driving and he’d see couples walking arm and arm, he’d notice and remark, “Why can’t I find that? Look at them, so happy in love.” If that’s how he felt, then, what were we doing?  I  had  the  feeling  that  I  wouldn’t  get  the  answer  that  I wanted. So I never asked the question out loud. 

Years later, one of his ex-wives told me that he’d always been in love with me, and not her. She cried as she said that whenever Vince saw lovers on the street he would say to her, “That was me and  Sharon.  She  was  my  little  ‘Bluebird  of  Happiness’  the  only time I was really happy.” 

I  said  he  used  to  make  the  same  kind  of  comments  when  we were  together.  I  told  her  that  I  had  run  into  him  at  Wells  Fargo bank  one  day  and  he  told  me  how  much  he  loved  his  wife,  and showed  me  pictures  of  his  baby  daughter.  It  was  just  part  of  his shtick and that it didn’t mean what she thought it did at all. Here she was suffering over one of his stories. 

Us poor women, who love not wisely, but too well...we hang on to these things that men say to us like it was some kind of gospel. 

I do it to this day and have to  catch myself, and clear it up with whomever I might be reading wrong or misunderstanding. 

When  I  decided  that  I  had  to  move  on,  I  told  him  we  were through and I couldn’t see him anymore. He asked me, “Why?” 
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“Hey Bluebird, let’s just get married,” he said with a big grin. 

“Never! Never! Never! I’m breaking up with you,” I screamed. 

“I’ll  change.  I’ll  see  your  shrink,”  he  said.  And  he  did  start going  to  a  shrink.  My  doctor,  Dr.  Trabulous  wouldn’t  see  him because  of  me,  and  because  he  thought  Vince  should  see  a woman. My doctor found a woman doctor that he thought would be  good  for  Vince  and  he  started  seeing  her.  And  he  seemed  to enjoy going. I was hopeful that it would be good for him and was glad  that  he  was  putting  forth  the  effort.  But  I  was  still  finished with him. 

After we broke up Vince started stalking me.  I’m sure he had done the same with Sherry even though she was through with him, as  well.  He  was  always  making  secret  phone  calls,  to  whom,  a bookie,  his  agent,  Sherry?  He  really  didn’t  love  me.  He  didn’t have the capacity to love anyone. He just didn’t want to let me go. 
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Once when I was guest starring on the very popular TV Series, 

“The  Man  from  U.N.C.L.E.,”  the  handsome  star  of  the  show, Robert  Vaughn,  and  I  went  out  to  dinner  one  evening.  When  he was  driving  me  home  I  became  aware  of  someone  following  us. 

Of course, it couldn’t be anyone other than Vince. I made a point of asking Robert in for a drink, both out of courtesy and to make it clear to Vince that we were over and that I was moving on with my life. I left Robert in the living room while I went to freshen up. 

Then I heard a familiar voice coming from the living room. Vince had entered and immediately announced to Robert that I was his girl  and  that  Robert’s  presence  wasn’t  appreciated.  When  Vince entered my bedroom a heated argument ensued whereby I tried to set Vince straight about the current status of our relationship. By the  time  I  was  able  to  check  on  Robert,  I  found  he  had  made  a diplomatic exit. 

Another time, I had just started going out with an actor named Richard  Sinatra,  a  cousin  of  some  kind  to  Frank.  On  our  second date,  Vince  just  happened  to  drive  by  and  wave  to  me  from  the road. He had been following us. The next day Richard called and told me he had an audition for an episode of “Ben Casey.” Vince had  the  studio  call  him  in  for  what  Richard  thought  was  an audition.  He  was  directed  to  Vinny’s  dressing  room/office.  It wasn’t  an  audition  at  all.  Once  inside  his  office,  Vince  told Richard  to  stay  away  from  me.  He  threatened  to  ruin  him  in  as many  places  as  he  could,  that  I  was  his  girl,  and  not  to  date  me anymore,  or  he  would  never  do  be  on  “Ben  Casey.”  Richard Sinatra dropped me like a hot potato. 
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KAREN, ANDY, VINCE AND ME 



Before I can close the chapter on Vince Edwards, I must tell the story of the death of the lovely, talented, actress, Karen Kupcinet. 

It’s late, 1:00 am. I’ve woken up in the middle of a weird dream and come upstairs to check on things. I talked to a guy today who found me through my website. He asked if he could interview me for  a  book  he  is  writing  with  Kari  Kupcinet.  She’s  the very talented, sweet girl I worked with on “The Young and Restless.” 

Her  aunt,  Karen  Kupcinet,  and  I  were  about  the  same  age  when she  was  found  murdered  in  Hollywood.  They  never  found  her killer.  The  case  destroyed  two  careers  for  sure,  David  Lange, actress Hope Lange’s brother, who had jokingly told people right after the murder that he had killed her, and Andy Prine, who had dated  Karen  and  been  questioned  by  the  police.  (I  had  been married to Andy for 2 weeks only). 
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While I was still with Vince, the story I heard was that Karen had come on the “Ben Casey” set looking to serve papers on me. 

She  knew  I  was  seeing  Vince  and  the  papers  were  from  Andy which somehow pertained to the dissolution of our brief marriage. 

Vince  told  me  not  to  worry  about  it.  He  said  his  lawyers  would take  care  of  everything.  I  promptly  forgot  it  just  as  Vince  had advised. But that’s how Vinny’s name got mixed up in the whole scandal. 

Anyway,  I told the guy  that Andy used to  catch  moths with a glass  and carefully  put  them  back outside. He never killed  a fly. 

He loved women. He would never hurt one. He would try to save them, if anything. 

Karen’s  body  was  found  3  days  after  her  death.  The  coroner said  it  may  have  been  a  drug-induced  accident.  (Her  dancing around,  falling,  and  hitting  her  head,  maybe  after  drinking  a  bit too  much)  She  had  been  partying  earlier  with  David  Lang  and another  friend  and  they  were  the  last  ones  to  see  her  alive.  The coroner found that her neck was broken, but they say it that might have happened during the autopsy. I guess the reports said that the autopsy was a botched up job. 

Vicious,  threatening  notes had been posted on both  Andy  and Karen’s  doors.  Later  the  police  found  the  very  magazines  from which  Karen  had  cut  out  the  words.  And  her  fingerprints  were found on the Scotch tape on the back of the notes. 

Walter  Winchell  had  reported  that  Andy  had  killed  my  cat 

“Calhoun,”  back  when  we  knew  each  other  in  New  York…not true. They were trying to establish that Andy had a violent history. 
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I  feel  sorry  for  poor  little  Kari.  When  we  worked  together  on 

“The  Young  and  the  Restless”  she  had  talked  to  me  about  all  of this.  She  was  frightened  that  she  was  going  down  the  same  path that her aunt had, who had been murdered 8 years before Kari was even born. 

When  I  worked  with  her  she  was  convinced  that  she  was  the reincarnation of her Aunt Karen. It was somewhat of an obsession at  the  time,  and  really  scared  me.  I  told  her  to  start  writing  a journal. It might help her to work out her fears. 

I asked the fellow if Kari was still working as an actress here in Hollywood.  He  told  me  that  she  had  gotten  married,  had  4  kids, and  gone  back  home  to  Chicago  where  she  has  a  lovely  little clothing shop. I may not have all the facts exactly right, but I think I’m certainly close. It’s 2:18 am now, and I’m going to try to hit the hay again. 
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CHAPTER 10 

GAL-PAL, FRIEND AND CONFIDANT, JOAN HACKETT 



Oh how I miss her! 



I  met  Joan  Hackett  in  New  York,  after  Cuba  and  before  my escape  to  Hollywood.  I  used  to  sleep  over  on  weekends,  at  the apartment that she shared with her brother. 

Later in Hollywood we got re-acquainted, and became the very best  of  gal-pals  for  a  long  while.  Sometime  later  Joan,  who  had just finished “Support Your Local Sheriff” with James Garner, got me  an  interview  with  Garner  for  “The  Little  Sister.”  The  name was changed to “Marlowe” because a porno movie with the same name  had  come  out  just  before  our  film  was  released.  James adored Joan and wanted her for the part of Orpha May Quest and offered her the role, but she didn’t want to play any more Plain-Janes  which  accurately  describes  the  character.  About  the  same time, Joan was testing for the part eventually  won by Jacqueline Bisset  in,  “Bullitt,”  where  her  focus  was  firmly  applied.  But  the big sweetie still found time to help me out. 
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“Well, I’ve never felt pretty, and now, I want to be pretty.” 

She was refusing everything that was offered to her, thank God! 

My new husband, Ron, was always gone, so I had a lot of time to  spend with  friends. Joan Hackett was married  to  the very  fine actor,  Richard  Mulligan.  But  of  both  our  marriages  were  going downhill fast. She had given me the strength to stand up to Vince and  she  had  introduced  me  to  her  husband’s  agent  at  William Morris, Ron DeBlasio. Now, I wanted to help her if I could. 

Joan  and  Richard  had  been  renting  a  house  in  the  hills  above Sunset Blvd. Joan was from New York City. She needed cement and to be able to walk around. She felt trapped up in the hills in that fancy house. 

Joan’s  heritage  was  Irish  and  Italian.  Her  immigrant  parents had raised her in the Roman Catholic faith. She had attended only Catholic  schools,  and  she  took  her  faith seriously.  She  went  to mass every morning. Even though, she was talking divorce. 

I told her she needed an apartment not a divorce. I told her to find  an  apartment  in  the  flats  of  Beverly  Hills  and  to  give  her marriage another chance. She found an apartment across the alley from mine. It was almost like we were roommates, living so close. 
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Beside  the  location  of  their  home,  she  and  Richard  had  other problems.  They  had  not  been  getting  along  for  a  while.  He  was drinking. You could  always smell vodka on him, two feet  away. 

And she couldn’t sleep in the same bed with him. I talked her into getting two king-sized beds and placing them next to each other, so if she got claustrophobic, or he started snoring, she could jump into  the  other  bed.  Snoring  never  bothered  her  anyway.  When  I stayed at  her  apartment  in  the Bronx  or Brooklyn or wherever it was,  I  remember  her  brother  snoring  so  loudly  that  the  house literally shook, but Joan slept right through it all. 

Joan  was  adored  by  both  men  and  women.  All  of  her  leading men fell in love with her really hard. Andrew Prine was mad for her, and Ron DeBlasio loved her as well. Everyone just loved that girl. She was so very talented, beautiful and had such charisma. 

For  the  test  for  “Bullitt”  she  chose  to  wear  her  hair  in  curls. 

This was before curly hair was in. I thought she looked like Larry, of the “Three Stooges.” I begged her not to wear her hair like that, but she refused to listen. 

I don’t actually know how the test went, but she ended up doing a movie with Charlton Heston, “Will Penny,” instead. She went to Lone  Pine,  California  for  the  shoot  and  loved  it.  She  adored  the little boy who played her son in the piece, and had a great rapport with him. I know she was wonderful with her husband Richard’s son from a prior marriage as well. 
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Another time, she was upset over some scene where she had to teach the Will Penny character to sing Christmas carols. She said it was awful mush. But she didn’t know if she should tell Charley what  she  thought.  She  had  fallen  in  love  with  Heston,  and  she thought that if she told him how she felt, he might be able to save the film, if anyone could. I just listened to her. 

She was answering her own questions. It sounded like Heston did listen to her ideas, and I was certain that he loved and adored her too. Joan confessed to having two great love affairs in her life. 

One was with Charlton Heston on location in Lone Pine, and the other was with Robert Redford. 

I had gone over to Joan’s apartment which was just across the alley from me to borrow a cup of milk. And I accidentally walked in on her and Bob in the kitchen of all places. I could only stare at all of those freckles on Bob’s face, and his white eyelashes. It was such an embarrassing moment. I couldn’t very well remind him of our meeting on “Barefoot in the Park” so I had nowhere to hide. I never looked down. So, I can’t report anything in particular about Mr.  Redford’s  anatomy  even  if  I  were  inclined.  I  just  got  out  of there.  Gosh,  why  was  the  kitchen  door  not  locked?  Joan  and  I always barged in on each other, but not like this. 
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The electricity in the air stung my face as I exited and ran down the  stairs  across  the  alley  back  into  my  own  place.  I  decided  to start getting milk at the store from then on. 

It was Joan who persuaded Bob to stop letting makeup people put  mascara  on  his  lashes,  and  to  reduce  the  total  amount  of makeup  he  wore.  (Joan  never  wore  makeup.  She  had  the  most beautiful skin and long gorgeous eyelashes). 

Just before Joan started “Support Your Local Sheriff, we went to  have  shots  of  unborn  lamb  cells  in  Vevey,  Switzerland  with Professor Paul Neihans. The doctor was famous for inventing and developing  cellular  therapy,  a  method  by  which  he  successfully treated  thousands  of  patients.  His  renown  grew  through  his treatment  of  such  notables  as,  Pope  Pius  XII,  King  Ibn  Saoud, Konrad Adenauer, and famous film stars like Charlie Chaplin and the  Gish  sisters.  I’ve  heard  that  there  is  a  statue  of  Charley  near the clinic now.  I don’t think it was there at  the time of our stay. 

We couldn’t possibly have missed it. 

We had seen an article in Vogue magazine about the injections which  had  apparently  benefited  a  large  group  of  very  famous people.  The  benefits,  supposedly,  included  cures  for  various ailments, and rejuvenated cells as well. It sounded like just what Joan needed. I also was harping to Joan about getting a pap smear, which  she  refused  to  do.  She  was  painfully  shy  and  didn’t  think much of the pap tests that people were just starting to get. 

I called Doctor Neihans, long distance, person to person. When I  gave  my  name,  which  then  was  DeBlasio,  the  doctor  went  for that  Italian  name  like  crazy.  He  treated  us  like  family  from  the very  first  contact  because  of  the  Italian  name.  Joan  was  at  least half Italian, so our deception wasn’t so great. 
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The Paul Neihans Clinic is located in the quaint little town of Vevey, just 50 minutes away from Geneva’s International Airport at  the  upper  end  of  Lake  Geneva.  The  clinic  is  near  the  Palace Hotel  bordering  Lake  Geneva.  It  was  very  beautiful,  but  so expensive! Professor Neihans suggested we stay at the La Prairie Inn, which was closer to the clinic.6 

It  was a charming little  place. We stayed in  a large room  and the windows had huge shutters you could open in the morning. It overlooked  a  vegetable  garden,  and  of  course,  the  lake  and  the French Alps. 

It was the first time I had ever seen a bidet. Of course, when I turned it on I got squirted right in the face! Joan and I really had a good laugh  about  that one. We used it to  soak our underwear.  It was great for so many little chores. 



6 I heard they have since named a cosmetic line after the inn. 
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The  first  few  days  we  stayed  at  the  inn.  We  had  to  go  to  the clinic which was practically next door to  get all kinds of tests to determine  which  cells  we  needed.  They  took  stool  and  urine samples,  blood  and  skin  scrapings.  They  even  scrapped  our tongues and took fingernail and toenail clippings and hair samples from the root. The root of the hair follicle was a big deal. The tests took a week and Joan and I, of course, went shopping. There was nothing  for  us  to  buy  in  Switzerland  except  soap,  chocolate  and ski stuff. 

Our  room  looked  out  over  a  marvelous  view  of  Lake  Geneva and the Swiss Alps. When Joan and I moved into the clinic, they gave  us  the  same  room  where  the  Gish  sisters  stayed  when  they got  their  injections.  It  had  also  been  occupied  by  Somerset Maugham. 

Professor  Paul  was  always  checking  in  on  us  to  see  how  we were doing, and he invited us to his home for tea before we were to have our injections. He had a desk and an ink blotter which had belonged  to  Napoleon  and  you  could  see  the  old  Emperor’s signature on the bottom of the blotter, written backwards. 

He had several expensive paintings, one of which was by John Singer Sargent. It was a huge portrait of a man, at least eight feet tall,  posing  out  of  doors.  It  covered  most  of  one  wall.  He  may have  been  on  a  horseback,  but  I’m  not  sure.  It  was  so  lovely,  it breathed life. It was a dark painting which should have been in a museum. Professor Paul told us that he had no insurance on any of them. They were so valuable that he couldn’t afford it, he laughed. 
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I had a hard time sleeping and would wake up at dawn. I would sneak out and take long walks every morning before it was even light  outside.  The  food  they  served  us  in  the  large  dining  room was delicious. The continental breakfast was fabulous. It included steaming  hot,  huge  cups  of  coffee  to  die  for,  and  the  Swiss chocolate  was  supreme!  They  served  the  salad  at  the  end  of dinner. It was a lovely time. 

Finally the test results were in and we checked into the clinic. 

We  were  to  have  our  shots  the  next  morning  before  dawn.  First they wheeled in a table full of these huge, ugly looking syringes of injections minutes after harvesting the fresh cells from the unborn fetus of those little unborn lambs. 

I didn’t know if I was awake or dreaming. It was the crack of dawn.  I  opted  to  go  first.  I  sang  at  the  top  of  my  voice  as  they injected  me.  I  got  13  huge  horse  syringes  full  of  the  fresh  cells. 

The right cheek of my butt felt like it was full of golf balls. I kept singing  as  the  doctor  injected  me.  It  was  the  only  way  I  could force myself to relax. I even remember the song, “Fa-la-la boom-de-ay! Fa-la-la boom-de-ay,” and the doctor sang right along with me, even louder than I. 
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Joan  was  very  ladylike  when  her  turn  came.  She  got  24 

injections with those big horse needles. They had at least 12cc’s of liquid, if not more, inside of them. She lay very still with her eyes closed  tight  while  grimacing  and  groaning.  I  just  about  died watching her. She seemed to be in so much pain. I thanked God I had gone first. 

I even had one injection in the iris of my eyes. Afterwards I no longer needed the eye glasses that I had been wearing since I was a  teenager.  To  this  day  I  don’t  need  glasses  with  as  strong  a prescription  as  the  ones  I  had  before  the  injections.  The  eye doctors  back  here  in  the  US  said  it  was  impossible  that  the injections  would  have  improved  my  eyesight.  I  only  know  that before I couldn’t see without them and after the injections, now, I could still pass my latest California Driver’s Test, without glasses. 

The  next  three  days  we  were  told  were  very  crucial  for  our fresh  cells.  They  said  that  we  had  to  lie  quietly.  And  no  hot showers  or  saunas  for  at  least  a  few  years.  They  would  kill  our cells, was my understanding. And we were forbidden to ever stand on our heads… 

I had told my doctor in the States what I was planning to do. He said  that  if  any  animal  matter  (unborn  lamb  cells)  was  injected into  my  body  it  would  probably  be  passed  through  my  system. 

And at the very worse, I would end up with a hole (indentation) in my  butt.  I  didn’t  care  too  much  about  a  hole  in  my  butt.  I  just wanted to go somewhere with my friend and stay out of trouble. I retorted  back  to  my  doctor  as  I  headed  out  the  door,  “If  nothing else it will be a super-duper, vitamin injection.” 
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The  doctor  suggested  that  Joan  and  I  have  our  injections  on opposite sides of our bodies so we could look at each other, while we talked from our twin beds. 

We certainly came prepared. She had her radio, which almost drove  me  nuts.  Sometimes  she  would  even  listen  to  static.  I  had my watercolors and painted the view of that lake a hundred times. 

Then  I  got  lucky.  There  was  a  woman  across  the  hall  who complained of Joan’s radio so that was finally off and I could hear the  birds.  Joan  also  started  painting  with  watercolors.  She admitted  she  was  a  little  bitten  by  the  painting  bug  and  she  was having fun. 

When we returned to L.A. she got into oil painting in a serious way.  She  was  doing  some  interesting  work,  strange,  but interesting and good. The only one I remember was of a burning house. Joan definitely had her dark side. 

She starting going to psychics and fortune tellers, and burning incense to protect herself from bad spirits. She felt immense guilt over her love-life. I did too, but I wasn’t going to spend my money on psychics and fortune tellers to relieve it. 
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One of the fortune tellers wanted Joan to pay for a chicken to be sacrificed. Joan asked me to go with her. Of course, she didn’t tell me the whole story at first. I did go with her. We ended up in a dingy little room in downtown L.A. The wild looking Gypsy came out of another room with a chicken and proceeded to tell us what she  was  going  to  do  with  it.  Joan  had  first  to  kiss  the  chicken’s head while it was alive, and then the Gypsy would quickly cut it off  and  drain  its  blood.  After  the  Gypsy  had  killed  the  chicken, Joan  was  to  chew  the  feet  off,  symbolically,  but  she  was  really supposed  to  bite  into  them.  It  all  depended  on  how  badly  she wanted the spell to work was the fortune teller’s caution. Then she would have to take the feet and place them inside a special bowl that  Joan  would  also  have  to  buy  and  keep  underneath  her  bed while  she  slept.  I  think  there  were  some  candles  she  also  had  to buy. 

I  sat  there for a moment, horrified, as  I  clutched Joan’s hand. 

When  the  woman  asked  for  $250  before  she  could  begin,  well  I just dragged Joan out  right  of there. We ran! We were in  such a bad  neighborhood.  Everyone  was  looking  at  us.  There  were  two rough looking guys sitting on the stoop. I thought we were goners. 

Joan  had  a  lot  of  cash  on  her,  close  to  $1,000.  We  flew  over everybody.  They  didn’t  have  a  chance.  We  jumped  in  my  car. 

There was a guy sitting on the hood. I didn’t wait for or even ask him to get off. I hardly noticed as he flew out of my line of vision. 

We were out of there! 

Joan told me later that she had seen this woman many times. I couldn’t  believe  it.  I  just  shook  my  head.  Though  later,  she  did thank me for saving her from the big rip-off. 
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She really wanted to meet him, and see what it was all about. I had to promise not tell anyone. I asked, “Is it for a film? Are you even thinking of doing a movie with him?” 

I had dreamed of being a serious film actress, and I had turned down an offer to do a Presley movie because of it. I was horrified to  think  that  my  friend  and  mentor  would  lower  herself  to  even consider doing one. What a conceited little fool I was. I had also been  offered  an  opportunity  to  work  with  World  War  II  hero turned actor, Audie Murphy,  and  I  had  given a similar response. 

Now being a lot older and somewhat wiser, I would consider it a great honor to have worked with both of these American legends. 

At  the  time  I  was  being  counseled  that  working  with  either  of them would be a career-killer. But nothing of the kind seemed to have happened to Academy Award winner Anne Bancroft’s career after working with  Audie Murphy in  “Walk  the Proud  Land,” or Academy Award nominee, Ann Margaret, after filming, “Viva Las Vega” with Elvis. 

When  we  got  to  the  Beverly  Hills  Hotel  she  called  his  room from the lobby and we finally located his bungalow. 

The trip was worth it, what a place! He didn’t seem surprised that  Joan  wasn’t  alone.  He  was  very  much  the  gentleman  as  he ushered us inside. 
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They would talk for a while and then, Elvis would stop and sing to  us.  It  was  turning  into  a  very  pleasant  evening.  They  also laughed  a  lot  while  she  begged  him  to  sing  all  of  her  favorite songs.  They  were  mostly  songs  that  you  would  never  associate with Elvis, Irish folk songs, if you could believe it. And they both seemed to know all the words. After a while, they started singing together. I quietly watched them while still nervous as a cat. 

Elvis  called  for  room  service  and  we  all  started  drinking Champagne.  But  I  hadn’t  eaten  anything,  so  it  went  right  to  my head. He noticed and asked if I wasn’t a little hungry. He insisted that  we  all  have  dinner.  Dinner  came  and  he  opened  another bottle. It was all quite pleasant. 

Then suddenly I had to get to a bathroom fast. I practically ran. 

Once inside I immediately started throwing up. All that rich food on  top  of  the  champagne  had  been  too  much.  Joan  came  in  and held my head, but when I felt the urge from the other end; she left me to my fate and closed the door behind her. 

My stomach had turned upside-down and inside-out. I had been really nervous over meeting Elvis, even though I had not wanted to be there at all. Though I had gotten really sick, it had turned out to be a really fun night in spite of it. 

I had been in the bathroom for a quite a while. I freshened up as best  I could. When I finally came out,  I found them there on the floor. I just about died. Why had she dragged me along? Did she need an audience, or a witness to document this? I rushed back to the car. She showed up a little bit  later with an explanation. She told  me  she  had  had  a  crush  on  him  since  the  first  time  she  had laid eyes upon him. That I could understand. 
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They were both slightly drunk. I was totally sober, because I had gotten everything out of my system the hard way. And I do mean the hard way! 

My husband Ron wasn’t around. As usual, he was off with Jeff Wald and Tiny Tim, this time somewhere in Michigan. 

Joan and Richard disappeared inside of their apartment. I heard all kinds of crashing noises, and then Richard came out bleeding. 

She  had  been  throwing  things  at  him.  I  believe  it  was  the  glass covering a photograph that finally got him. He was a bloody mess. 

He  disappeared  back  into  the  apartment,  as  Joan  ran  down  the stairs and into my place through the back door of the kitchen. 

I screamed, “Never throw anything glass, throw pillows, things that  won’t  break  and  leave  a  mess  or  hurt  anyone.  Gosh,  Joan! 

Never throw glass!” 

She said, “Tell me to kick him out! Tell me to divorce him!” It was  a  game  we  always  seemed  to  play.  No  matter  the  advice  I gave her, she would do the opposite. She would laugh, and said I was too young to give good advice. I said the words she had asked me to. Then she stormed back towards her place. 

A few days later they were packing up their car and heading to Utah to visit Bob and Lola Redford. 
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Joan  loved  to  do  the  Ouija  board  thing.  On  this  occasion,  I knew  I  wasn’t  moving  the  board.  My  finger  only  touched  it, lightly.  She  said  she  hadn’t  either.  Secretly  I  didn’t  believe  her. 

She  had  to  be  moving  it.  It  was  eerie.  “Is  there  anyone  there? 

Silence...is  there  anyone  there?  Silence...will  you  talk  to  us?  Do you  have  a  message  for  us?”  Joan  would  whisper  softly  and slowly and the board would start to move. It was really scary and upsetting, but way down deep I always thought she was doing it. 

Then  one  afternoon  we  summoned  up  a  horrible  profane message that was so terrifying that I was sure Joan wouldn’t have gone  that  far  to  scare  me.  It  was  a  foul,  dirty  and  disgusting message. 

We  rushed  over  to  the  Catholic  Church,  the  one  she  went  to everyday  for  mass.  We  got  a  priest  to  come  and  exorcize  my apartment within a few hours of that horrible message being sent to  us.  He  went  around  sprinkling  Holy  Water  and  speaking  in Latin.  He  said  I  shouldn’t  have  any  antique  furniture  because sometimes old furniture still had dead spirits attached to it. 

Joan had to hide the Ouija board. I refused to ever do it again. 

Though, I did keep my antiques. 

Joan loved to shop, and living in Beverly Hills she had the most glorious  shopping  in  the  whole  world  close  at  hand.  She  loved cosmetics  and  would  downright  shoplift  them.  But  she  gave  it  a different name. She would say, “I’m taking samples.” She said she wanted  to  try  them  before  buying  them.  If  she  liked  the  product she could buy it later. And she would, though she still kept all the so-called  “Samples”  that  she  supposedly  didn’t  like  as  well.  I really  didn’t  like  this,  especially  since  her  samples  were  always put into my bags. 
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I never saw her doing it. She was too slick and quick. The last time it happened, she said  “Oh  wait,  I  have some things in  your bag that I need to get out.” 

I  told  her.  “No,  I  carried  your  stuff  and  I’m  keeping  it.”  Our friendship was over. 

We did need a break from each other. I’d had enough. I never told her when her antics were bothering me, never. I just let it go. 

But  that  radio  always  on  in  Switzerland,  and  at  her  place  in Beverly  Hills  constantly,  almost  drove  me  around  the  bend.  She couldn’t stand silence. She made me realize that silence was here with  us, every  minute, every second.  I  never even thought  about silence, and being in the moment until I knew Joan. I think all that constant noise just ate her up. 

I  learned  to  love  the  quiet,  soft  sounds  of  the  world,  like  the wind  blowing  through  the  trees  and  the  birds  chirping  out  their little songs, but most of all complete and utter…silence. 

Joan talked about her mother over and over, the same painful stories. When you spend that much time with another person, little things start to annoy you. That’s what happened to me. 

I  stopped  repeating  my  story  to  everyone  that  close  to  me.  I remembered what Dean Stockwell had told me. How I didn’t have to  confess  my  life  to  him  and  go  through  all  of  that  if  I  was working it out with someone who specialized in that field. I wish I could have explained that to Joan. 
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I realize now that she intimidated me. I couldn’t believe I was lucky enough to have this beautiful, talented older woman as my friend.  Her  painful  memories  and  the  repetition  of  those  sad stories, over and over, I think may have killed her. She was sucked dry  by  them,  and  of  course,  she  should  have  gone  regularly  to  a gynecologist.  There  is  no  reason  for  a  woman  to  die  of  ovarian cancer these days. 

Joan  and  Steve  McQueen  were  my  champions  after  my  near death  experience.  Joan  Hackett  showed  up  in  Malibu  on  Broad Beach  Road,  then  up  to  my  rented  house  in  Coldwater  Canyon. 

She repeatedly questioned me about what I had seen on the other side. She encouraged me to talk about God and the spiritual things I had experienced. 

I told her everything. She insisted on hearing it over and over. 

My  actress  friend  Barbara  Carrera  wanted  to  hear  that  story  too. 

How it felt to have died for 4 and a half minutes, and the relief I felt from all the pain when I just let go and started to receive the loveliness  of  total  peace.  How  the  long  hallway  with  the  warm yellow light had glowed in the distance, and how I was drawn to that  light,  and  knew  it  was  God.  The  many  relatives  and  loved ones I saw, but didn’t recognize, though I knew I had known them from  other  lives.  I  told  her  how  they  greeted  and  embraced  me with such warmth and love, that I was able to float to them on it, certain that I had finally reached home at last. 

117 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I also told her about the hair pin way up on the shelf, that I saw and later found just where I had seen it. And the Salem cigarette poster  that  I  should  ever  have  known  about,  because  I’d  never been in that part of the hospital; nor the little bald spot on top of the  Doctor’s  round  head,  that  no  one  could  see  unless  you  were taller than he, or looking down on him from high above. 

Steve thought I was still out of it in that regard. He said it was probably that the drugs had induced the hallucinations/dreams. He wasn’t buying any of it. With the drugs, of course, you would see and feel things, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t true. This was way before reports of out-of-body experiences had hit the mass media. 

“Even if  you did  see all of that and  you did  feel  those things, you are going to scare people away. You’re here now, and all of that is over. You are not dead,  you are alive. So forget it. Shape up,  and  start  acting  like  you’re  alive!  Don’t  ever  talk  about  this stuff. You sound nuts! You need to get back on your feet and start working. No one  will hire  you if  you keep carrying on like this. 

This is a secret between us, and we will not talk about it. Forget about it...right Joan?” 

Joan just stared at him. 

They were both there for me during the biggest trial of my life, but Steve and Joan never agreed on anything. He even said to her one  day,  “Why  did  you  have  your  hair  in  all  those  funny,  weird little curls when you tested for “Bullitt?” 

It  was  her  “Three  Stooges”  look.  She  got  the  idea  from watching their movies on TV. She was convinced it was a funny, sexy hairstyle. A few years later, I even tried it myself on a couple of shows. No one got it then either. 
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He  and  Joan  fought  over  whether  I  should  talk  or  not.  Joan always  played  Devil’s  advocate,  if  you  said  black,  she’d  say white. It was just her way. I felt Steve was right. It was all a little 

“Ouija boardy,” and I needed to work. 

Joan and Steve talked me into doing a TV show which would be directed by Steven Spielberg at Universal. It was an episode of 

“The  Name  of  The  Game”  starring  Gene  Barry.  I  think  Steve called and helped me  get  that job.  I was playing an android in  a futuristic story, so that kind of worked for me. 

Joan argued with Steve until he left. Then she helped me wrap the bandages around my stomach where I had this huge hernia. It ran from underneath my breast bone right down to my groin. The bandage had to be as tight as a girdle. 

Joan sat in my dressing room and told me every breath to take, when to sit, when to stand, and where to move on which word or line.  She  spoon  fed  me  each  line.  Upstage,  downstage,  I  had  to learn everything all over. She was showing me how to act again. 

This  was  my  first  job  during  my  recovery,  and  I  couldn’t remember how to tie my own shoe or write my name. Joan sat in my trailer every day and encouraged me. She kept telling me that I could  do  it,  that  she  had  seen  the  last  take  and  I  was  fine.  She fixed  my  hair,  checked  my  makeup,  wiping  most  of  it  off  and telling me, “Just keep smiling Sharon. Smile at everyone. Fake it! 

You  can  do  it!  If  someone  says  hello,  say,  ‘Well,  hi  yourself! 

What have you been up to, handsome?’ or if it’s a woman, ‘Hiya, gorgeous!’ Get them talking about themselves.” 
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“You don’t need me anymore.” Many months later, I saw her at a celebrity “Save the Animals” benefit at Roxbury Park in Beverly Hills. She ignored me. She walked right past as if she hadn’t seen me.  I  couldn’t  believe  it.  I  was  hurt  and  angry.  I  ran  after  her calling her name and she just disappeared. 

Joan  and  I  only  worked  together  one  time.  It  was  on  an episode of the TV series “Run for Your Life” entitled, “The Sex Object.”  The  show  starred  Ben  Gazzara  and  guest  stars  on  this particular  episode  included  Latin  legend  Fernando  Lamas.  Joan and  I  played  two  working  class  girls  who  decide  to  pool  their resources  and  go  rich  husband  hunting  at  a  pose  Mexican  resort while posing as rich, spoiled debutantes. 

It  was  a  treat  working  with  my  very  best  friend  except when she got very angry with me for crying in one of the scene we had together. She said only one person could cry in a scene and if I was doing it she couldn’t, or wouldn’t be able to.  If she had told me  this  before  we  did  it  or  even  during,  I  would  have  chosen another direction to go in. I took her loss in the scene as personal to myself. At the time, maybe I was trying to steal the scene from her. I think she saw it that way.  As I remember it, I was upset at the fact that she had been dumped, and I took it to heart that our scheme  would  never  work,  and  we  would  never  find  anyone  to marry us this way. 
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Later  on  she  confessed  to  me  she  could  not  cry.   I  don’t know whether she ever was able to cry on film…she could in real life  just  not  in  reel-life,  I  guess.   It  was  really  fun  because  Ester Williams  was  married  to,  Fernando  Lamas,  our  co-star.  I  just adored her, and we all became friends after the shoot.  We’d sit at parties and talk about he and Joan’s both passing so early. We sort of  lost  touch,  but  it  would  be  wonderful  to  chat  with  her  again about the people we loved. 

Not  so  long  after  Joan  and  I  parted  company,  I  called  Screen Actors  Guild  and  tracked  down  her  agent.  I  told  the  young secretary  I  was  a  friend  of  Joan’s  and  asked  her  to  give  her  my number and for her to please call me. I never saw or heard from her again. 

When  I  heard  Joan  was  dead,  I  was  shocked.  The  cancer  she was trying to cure with that trip to Switzerland finally killed her at a very young age. I have mourned her, and missed her ever since. 

I remember I was in my early 20s when we had first met. She looked really  young, not  any older than  I. She was just the most wonderful,  supportive  friend.  I  wish  I  could  have  helped  her somehow, but  she  was always telling me, “You  are  a  young  girl with no real experience, don’t give me any advice until you are at least 30.” 

I had complained about the “samples of makeup” ending up in my bag. I couldn’t stand how she had to have the radio on all the time.  And  of  course,  I  was  always  nagging  her  to  go  to  a gynecologist. When she disappeared at the park that day, I thought she was possibly still holding an infantile grudge over one, or all of those things. 
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I found out much later that her tombstone reads, “Go away, I’m sleeping.” 

She  had  once  told  me  that  she  wanted  her  tombstone  to  read, 

“Don’t bother to wake me, I’m dead.” 

I  frowned  at  her.  “That  is  such  a  morbid  thing  to  say.  As  if someone would try to wake up a dead person. It sounds like some bad horror movie title,” I scolded her. 

“Go away, I’m sleeping” is more like Joan. When I finally saw it, the tombstone seemed much too simple. I wish I could buy her an  angel  with  outstretched  wings,  but  that  would  probably  make her mad at me. 

“God bless you while  you lie there sleeping, My Dear Friend. 

I’ve missed you so much...long before you were truly gone. 
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CHAPTER 11 

“MARLOWE” AND HUSBAND NUMBER TWO, RON 

DEBLASIO 



Bad timing all the way around... 



Even before we were married, every weekend Ron would take me to his parents’ home in Pasadena. I adored Ron’s mom, Rose. 

She  was  elegant  and  beautiful.  And  she  could  cook  a  fabulously tasty, Italian meal that went on all day. She was fun and we just talked  about  everything.  She  was  still  madly  in  love  with  her husband  who  was  a  pharmacist.  He  was  having  an  affair  with  a woman, who had been an accountant for the pharmacy for years. I was stunned by the confidential info. I asked her how long it had been going on, she said, “Oh those things peter out after about 10 

years.” 

I really have always loved Italians, both men and women, but even among my favorite Italians, she will remain the most special. 

My  best  friend  Joan  Hackett  helped  me  get  rid  of  Vince Edwards  and  his  stalking  for  good.  She  then  started  pushing  me towards her husband’s agent, Ron DeBlasio. Ron soon became my agent as well. He was single, but dating Marlo Thomas. I still have a few of the scripts from “That Girl” in my garage from when Ron and I were together. 
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The only good thing that came out of it was Goldie Hawn...she ended up playing the small role of a neighbor with the new cast. In our  pilot  she  was  an  only  extra  who  giggled  a  lot.  She  was adorable from the beginning with the little nothing they gave her to do. 

The  minute  I  married  Ron  he  ceased  to  be  my  agent.  He  left William  Morris  to  form  his  own  management  company, DeBlasio/Wald, with the fabulous singer Helen Reddy’s husband, Jeff  Wald.  They  were  eagerly  managing  Tiny  Tim  and  Freddie Prinze  Sr.’s  careers.  Though  neither  of  them  at  the  time  were interested in Helen’s or mine. She and I were forced to sit quietly together in theaters while our husbands gave their all in supporting other performers. 

Helen  was  a  tad  psychic.  She  said  to  me  one  night,  “Don’t worry Sharon, I see you are going to be doing two movies back to back,  very  soon.”  She  was  right  “Marlowe”  and  “The  Reivers” 

were the two. 
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After Helen’s smash hit “I Am Woman,” Jeff started believing she could do more than clean up after him and the kids. But when I knew them, he didn’t show any more faith in her than Ron was showing for me. 

Shortly  into  their  partnership,  DeBlasio/Wald  decided  to  add another  member  to  the  team,  Roy  Silver.  At  the  time,  he  was managing super star Bill Cosby. Roy had everyone on the run. The management  company  was  going  great  guns  until  their  biggest client, Bill Cosby, walked into their offices one day with his friend Sidney Poitier and an accountant. 

I  don’t  know  all  of  the  details,  but  Roy  left  the  agency  and became the owner of a cozy little restaurant business on the Sunset Strip. It was said at the benevolence of Mr. Cosby. It was called 

“Roy’s” and it was a great restaurant. 

I met Marlon Brando at “Roy’s.” Brando hung out there a lot. 

He  invited  me  to  sit  at  his  table  once.  Then  he  asked  me  what  I wanted, a glass of wine or a fuck. I started to laugh and he did too. 

I just didn’t know what to say to him. 

A bit later I worked with an old girlfriend of his, Rita Moreno, and learned a lot more about Mr. Brando than when I met him in person.  I  also  worked  with  Wally  Cox  who  was  a  childhood friend, and later, roommate to Brando in New York. Wally never talked a lot about Brando. 
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(Writing all of this down has helped me to remember so much). I think I was with Helen Reddy and Joan Hackett that night, but I’m not  sure.  Roy  introduced  Joan,  Helen  and  me  to  Orson  and dragged  Ron  and  Jeff  into  a  corner  to  do  some  business  or something. 

Orson was trying to memorize lines for what would become a popular wine commercial. He had been a big star in the old days and very powerful, but now he was doing this commercial. 

He was still a star, a big star even then. But he said “I’m broke and  I’m  doing  this  commercial  for  the  money.  Girls,  have  some wine! It flows without stop at “Roy’s” and it’s over $100 a bottle.” 

Of  course,  he  wasn’t  drinking  the  wine  he  was  being  paid  to advertise.  Everything  had  to  be  first  rate  with  Orson,  even  if  he was broke. 

I remember his voice filling the room as he looked skyward and announced,  “Do  you  know  who  I  am?  I  am  Orson  Wells,  the Orson Wells!” 

We laughed our heads off. Then we helped him with his lines for the rest of the night. 

He  was  a  joy  and  a  total  riot!  Big  and  fat,  just  like  Marlon Brando. Maybe a little fatter than Marlon, but Brando was on his way. Today, they both could have made extra money with Weight Watchers. Orson never got any of the lines right. We three drank wine all night while we waited for Ron and Jeff who stayed in the corner with Roy. 
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Orson  told  us  the  only  reason  he  and  Marlon  hung  out  there was because Roy always picked up the bill. “Us poor actors can’t be  too  fussy  now  can  we?  I  love  to  eat  and  where  else  would  I have such beautiful dinner companions?” 

I  think  this  was  around  the  time  that  I  got  the  part  in” 

Marlowe.” I met Bruce Lee the very first day of shooting. I didn’t know then that Bruce was going to be in the movie as well, or that he was a trainer to both James Garner and Steve McQueen. And I never could have guessed that I would be having a heartbreaking affair with him. 

Ron  DeBlasio,  my  husband  who  didn’t  believe  in  me,  was somewhere  with  Tiny  Tim.  Jeff  Wald,  who  didn’t  believe  in  his wife  Helen  Reddy,  was  also  traveling  with  Tiny  Tim.  Tiny  Tim was  quite  a  handful  and  required  a  great  deal  of  attention.  He loved  young  under-aged  girls...try  12  and  13  year  olds!  I  didn’t know about any of this until he met my niece Carrie who was very young at the time. He wanted to eat lemon pie off of her hair. He wanted to shampoo her hair with it and slowly lick it off. I got her out of that room. She started crying and arguing not to leave, she liked  him  so  much.  He  would  get  these  little  girls  into  his  hotel room,  order  tons  of  food  (A  dish  of  everything  on  the  menu), smear it all over them and lick it off. He liked to eat dessert, and that meant every dessert on the menu, out of their hair. He said it had the texture of “sweet spaghetti,” and grinned. 
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They  just  loved  Tiny.  He  would  have  multiple  girls  in  his  hotel room smeared up with food, bathing in the tub together, and just enjoying them. So, Ron and Jeff were kept very busy babysitting Mr.  Tiny  Tim.  They  would  sometimes  find  one  in  the  bed  with him and get rid of her and there would be another underneath the bed, and two more in the closet. 

It  seemed  my  whole  life,  and  especially  when  I  was  with  my Ron,  that  I  was  worried  about  or  afraid  of  something.  I  do remembering him laughing when I would throw myself on the bed and  kick  and  scream  and  moan.  I  had  what  I  called  my  heebie-jeebies.  I tried to  shake the demons of worry and fear out  of me while Ron laughed. He said I was just looking for things to worry about. 

“Marlowe” was finished and I didn’t see Bruce for a while. He was  working  hard  somewhere  out  of  town.  I  had  missed  him terribly but I was trying to do the right thing. I left Ron DeBlasio and was living in the apartment I had before I met him. 

I had called Ron on the phone and told him it was over. I left him without giving any real explanation. He asked if I wanted to cut  a  record,  I  said  “No.”  He  asked  if  I  wanted  him  to  buy  the house for us that we had looked at in the Hollywood Hills. I said 

“No, I want a divorce.” 

The next time I saw Ron was over lunch some 40 years later, after  I had  returned from  Fiji  in  the summer of 2009.  I  told him that I was sorry if I had ever hurt or disappointed him. He seemed so surprised, as if he really didn’t even know what  I was talking about. 
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Ron  DeBlasio  was  like  that.  He  talked  about  his  beautiful daughter  who  now  works  in  the  business  as  a  costume  designer. 

She  never  would  have  been,  if  we  had  stayed  together.  He  so understood my confessions about Bruce. 

I also told him about Che, my first lover. But Ron knew about Che, though I can’t remember mentioning him to Ron. And here I was still carrying this guilt, thinking that I never told him exactly who I was. 

Ron suggested that while I’m writing my memoirs, I should tell the  world  all  about  Che.  He  stood  up  for  Che.  We  talked  about Fidel as well. Ron was sure Fidel had turned on Che. He felt he may have been the cause of his death. 

He seemed happy that he had taken this chance to catch up. He even  made  up  excuses  for  my  behavior.  It  was  as  if  he  couldn’t remember any of our bad times together. He was always kind and forgiving.  He  managed  troubled  entertainers  with  damaged  souls like Tiny Tim and Freddie Prinze Sr. So he had lots of practice. 

Ron  DeBlasio,  the  cocky,  young  go-getter  I  had  known  had been replaced with cute little Old Italian gentleman. 

It’s  amazing.  The  people  I  think  I  have  hurt  don’t  even remember, and the guilt that I’ve been dragging around for so long has  all  been  in  vain.  Even  when  I  reminded  him  of  what  I  had done, he laughed and said, “I never even thought that way. Please forgive yourself, I had a great time.” 
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CHAPTER 12 

BRUCE LEE, A REAL HEARTBREAKER 



Still the romantic... 



The first time I met Bruce was on the studio lot where we were filming  “Marlowe.”  When  the  day’s  shooting  had  finished,  he followed  me  to  where  I  had  parked  my  car  on  the  lot.  He  just stood there grinning at me like a little kid. I didn’t even know we were going to be working on the same film, or that he was James Garner’s  trainer,  the  star  of  the  film,  and  of  my  next  film,  “The Reivers,” Steve McQueen. I just thought he was cute and harmless enough  to  flirt  with.  I  thought  I  couldn’t  possibly  get  into  any trouble with this funny little character. He was so much fun, a real goofball, and just as charming as he could be. All we ever did is go shopping and make love. My new husband, Ron DeBlasio, was out  of  town  as  usual,  if  not  with  Bill  Cosby  or  Tiny  Tim,  then Freddy Prinze. 
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We talked and talked and I ended up driving him to his car. I was lonely and vulnerable and he swept me off my feet. One thing just led to  another.  I liked the pants  he was wearing, so he said, 

“Well,  let’s  go  get  some  for  you.”  We  drove  to  Capezios  and  I bought a few pairs of the black jazz stretch pants he was wearing. 

Then we went to my place. He was going to start training me in Kung  Fu. Right!  I put  on some music that  I loved, it was a cha-cha-cha.  Bruce had been a cha-cha-cha champion in  Hong Kong he  explained.  I  laughed.  So  we  shared  a  love  for  dance  as  well. 

We danced and laughed until our sides ached. Then I tripped on a chair and fell on the floor, re-injuring my leg. (It was probably the right  leg.  I’ve  just  had  a  hip  replacement  on  my  right  hip.  It’s always my right side). 

I  had  done  a  scene  with  James  Garner  where  he  had  to physically  remove  me  from  his  apartment,  of  course  I  didn’t  go easily, and my leg had been injured during the scene. Bruce said, 

“Oh let me fix you. I give you great massage!” He picked me up and carried me to the bed. It may have started as a massage, Bruce gave wonderful massages, but it soon turned into something else, an  actual  healing.  It  was  everything  the  encounter  with  Tony Curtis was not. 

I had never been with man with such a beautiful body before -- 

those  abs!  His  muscles  were  so  defined,  as  if  they  had  been chiseled. I had been attracted to pretty boys, machismo-types and true  artist,  but  Bruce  was  really  the  whole  package.  I  had  never realized  how  beautiful  a  man’s  body  could  be.  Those  gorgeous muscles,  covered  with  the  smoothest,  hairless  skin  were  so intoxicating! 
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He was determined to get me started on vitamins. I thought he was nuts, but I didn’t care. 

I  had  put  $100  down  on  a  ring  I  was  buying  for  myself  at Robinson’s  in  Beverly  Hills.  There  were  actually  two  that  I  just couldn’t  decide  between.  There  was  a  gold  one  with  a  big lavender jade stone in the center with amethysts, rubies and little diamonds  encircling  the  jade.  The  other  one  had  pearls  and diamonds. I also wanted to look for a coffee table. 

After  we  got  my  vitamins,  we  drove  to  Robinson’s  and  I showed him the rings. I needed to make a choice. He said I had to have  the  lavender  jade,  unless,  of  course,  pearls  were  my birthstone.  Birthstones  have  been  around  since  ancient  times Bruce  told  me,  and  in  those  days  they  were  believed  to  possess some  magical  force  that  could  protect  the  wearer  of  the  stone. 

These birthstones were traditionally linked to the zodiac. 
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I  loved  the  jade  the  best  and  turquoise  was  my  birthstone. 

Bruce  said  the  diamonds  around  the  jade  stood  for  strength  and love  eternal,  the  amethyst  would  protect  me  and  give  me  peace and  tranquility.  Lavender  jade  is  said  to  bring  one  in  touch  with their  emotions.  It  is  said  to  assist  in  honest  communication  and self-control.  It  is  often  given  as  a  gift  to  someone  who  has  been hurt or disappointed by love. Bruce felt I needed the jade to heal my heart and he said that my spirit would become imbibed in the jade and it would make an electrical connection to my heart. And in the years to come that jade would be a conduit to my spirit. He also said Kung Fu would ground me and that I needed that also. 

Lavender jade is the love stone given by lovers as a statement of their love and devotion to  each other and used in  lovemaking for  its  known  erotic  properties  and  the  enhancement  of  sexual performance. It increases fertility. It’s all true! I have never had a more erotic lover, and I certainly became very fertile while I wore that ring. 

I suddenly realized as I went into my purse, that I had left my checkbook in my car…I was driving my pale blue Alpha Romero convertible at the time and it was at the studio. Bruce pulled out some cash and said, “You can owe me, or write me a check later. 

The car is too far away. I’m getting this! Come on, come on. Let’s get out of here!” 

I had broken up with Dean Stockwell for Vince Edwards. Vince had barely stopped stalking me. Ron was out of town as usual. We had only been married a few months, and here I was with Bruce. 

My life was spinning out of control, again! 
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Time stood still. Nothing seemed to matter. 

The next time I saw Bruce he came with a beautiful, funky old black  chest  with  figures  drawn  on  it,  a  Chinese chest.  He  said  it would make a cool coffee table with a little imagination, and that it would mean a lot to him if I would accept it. So we went to the shop of a friend of his, and had legs and a holder made for it. And a  piece  of  glass  was  cut  to  measure  for  the  top.  Bruce  said  the Chinese also used the chests as luggage. 

They carried all their belongings on their backs in these chests. 

This  was  when  the  Chinese  arrived  in  groves  to  work  on  the railroads  in  the  1800’s.  He  thought  that  maybe  the  chest  had another  painting  underneath  the  pedestrian  one  in  view  on  the surface. It might even be pornographic, he laughed. He said that it sometimes was done. He had brought some black paint in a tube and a brush and said, “I’ll just touch it up a little here and there. 

Look  Sharon,  see  how  it  looks  like  someone  painted  something underneath.” 

I  said,  “Oh,  don’t  cover  it  all  up.  I  love  it  like  it  is.”  Bruce laughed, but he did stop. We would lie around doing nothing for hours, or I would breakout my sketch pad and Bruce would model for  me.  No,  “Nothing”  is  not  quite  accurate.  Bruce  was  always doing his sit-ups or stretches. 
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Then  the  day  came  when  he  started  telling  me  about  his  little girl and how she would wobble when she tried to stand, and then fall  down  in  a  heap  with  a  startled  expression  on  her  little  face. 

Then she would look up at him and laugh. I stared at him seeing the wonder in his face and I could see the image of that child with my heart. I laughed too, imagining her so small and cute, but my laughter quickly turned to tears. 

He rolled over and crawled toward me. He swept me up in his arms and carried me to the bed, he said, “What’s the matter?” 

I told him to stop...I had started to cry. I said “I don’t want to know  anything  about  your  family  right  now.  I  know  you  have sweet kids and a sweet wife, and we are so wrong to be doing this. 

I want to enjoy what we have for just a little while longer. I don’t expect  any  commitments  or  promises  and  I  don’t  want  to  do 

“Confessions,” not today. I know this is where the conversation is headed.” 

I didn’t want to talk about it. I was ashamed of how trapped I felt  in  this  awful  situation  I  had  gotten  myself  into.  He  held  me close and told me everything was good and not to cry. He dragged me down to the floor, and started singing in Chinese, “A blessing upon our heads, a protection from all evil,” he said it meant. 

Then we promised not to hurt each other, or any of the people close  to  us.  He  asked  me  to  repeat  after  him,  under  God’s  eyes, right  there  on  our  knees.  And  then  we  chanted  and  prayed together.  He  told  me  that  as  long  as  you  don’t  hurt  yourself  or anyone  else,  that  God  wanted  us  to  experience  everything  under His sun. We went to bed, and he put my lavender jade ring on his little finger. We laughed at  the way it looked on him. “I’ll sleep with it tonight,” he said. 
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I  have  tried  to  follow  Bruce’s  advice  throughout  my  life,  I always quote and pray those words to God. I raised my son with those  words,  not  knowing  how  much  pain  I  caused  so  many people.  I still am  unaware of all of it. Just because the ones  you care about don’t know what you are doing doesn’t mean no harm is  being  done.  This  is  what  I  learned.  I  hope  and  pray  to  be forgiven but I have to say, I have been the hardest on myself. As you see, I am forever going backwards and forward on the subject. 

I  feel  so  guilty  one  day  and  the  next;  I  have  to  kick  myself  for hanging  on  to  stuff  that  the  “So  called  victims”  of  my indiscretions have long forgotten. 

I had an old noisy toaster that sometimes gave a huge vibrating shock if you didn’t remove the toast the right way. I was trying to make breakfast for Bruce and me. It was late in the morning and he  had  shown  up  and  totally  surprised  me.  He  had  brought  raw steak and a crate of eggs. He was blending them up for a “Good breakfast for you” he said. 

I  said  “No,  no,  no,  I  must  have  some  strong  coffee  and  toast, first...it’s  good.  It’s  whole  wheat.  I  can’t  drink  that  drink  right now, honey.” 
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He  grabbed  my  arm  laughing  while  I  was  poking  into  the toaster,  and  suddenly,  we  both  got  it  strong!  Our  arms  were vibrating  and  trembling.  We  were  stuck  together  getting  a  huge shock. Finally Bruce was able to yank out the plug. I was worried, at the time, that we had really been hurt. Bruce rubbed his arm and mine, and then he said, “I am going to get you another toaster!” 

Later he mentioned that the arm, which had been bothering him with a muscle ache, seemed to be better. He thought the shock of electrical  current  may  have  been  the  reason.  He  said  he  was having day dreams about electricity. My arm was still numb and felt a little weird. He popped in another day with a new toaster for me and told me, he was taking my mine. 

I  thought  he  was  a  real  explorer  with  the  electrical  things  he wanted to try and was trying. But he also frightened me. 

I  loved  my  new  toaster.  It’s  still  down  in  my  garage somewhere. My garage is full of stuff from my past. When I try to get  rid  of  things,  I  seem  to  just  open  that  door  and  immediately close it, too many memories and too much junk. I wish someone would  miraculously  give  me  an  empty  space  in  that  garage.  No one  would  ever  guess  that  that  old  toaster  and  some  other  junk really are gifts from the world renowned, Bruce Lee. The lavender jade  ring  and  some  other  gifts  from  Steve  McQueen,  Vince Edwards, Dean Stockwell and others are still cluttering my garage and life. 

There’re a couple of mink coats in a cedar chest in my garage I can’t even get to. My lavender jade ring and some little postcard drawings  from  Dean  Stockwell  are  also  lurking  around.  I  can’t stand to look at them most of the time, but I can’t bear to part with them either. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I threw myself down on the bed once in front of Bruce, doing my  heebee-jeebees  act.  I  started  to  jerk  and  moan  and  kick  and yell, “Just get outta me, go away, all of you worries and negative thoughts.  Leave  me  alone,  go  away!”  I  was  just  kicking,  and throwing myself around on the bed. 

Bruce laughed just as Ron had done. Then he told me, “There was  an  American  Buddhist  nun  who  said,  ‘Fear  is  a  universal experience. Even the smallest insect feels it. We could go down to the  ocean  and  find  little  creatures  in  the  tidal  pools  and  put  our finger near the soft, open bodies of sea anemones and they’d close up.’ Everything spontaneously does that, my dear Sharon. It’s not a  terrible  thing  that  we  feel  fear  when  faced  with  the  unknown. 

You, we, have to  face it every day, it is  part of  being  alive,  and something we all share.” 

“Most  Christians  I’ve  known,  Sharon,  pray  for  Grace.  They don’t quiver and quake and kick and squirm on the bed to shake off  the  fear  of  just  having  to  deal  with  unknown  things  during even a complex day. You seem to be afraid of everything until you are  doing  and  moving  in  what  you  think  you  are  afraid.  Then during that time the fear is gone. You are in a state of grace. You are water. Be that water. Flow along and you don’t have to worry. 

Just  do,  or  die.  No,  no  I  don’t  mean  die...just  do.  The  Universe will take care of everything,” Bruce laughed. 

“Marlowe” was finished and I didn’t see Bruce for a while. He was  working  hard  somewhere  out  of  town.  I  had  missed  him horribly, but I was trying to do the right thing. I hadn’t called him or  asked  him  for  anything.  I  had  lost  his  baby.  I  could  not  talk about  that,  I  would  never  tell  him.  I  didn’t  even  want  to  think about it. 
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Then one day on the set of the “Reivers,” Bruce came to train Steve,  or  maybe  just  to  visit.  It  was  right  after  I  had  left  Ron DeBlasio  and  I  was  already  involved  sexually  with  Steve.  He came up behind me, put his hand over my mouth and pushed me against  my  trailer.  Oh  dear  sweet  Jesus,  Oh  Bruce,  I  thought! 

Look at you. You are so gorgeous. I want you. I will never be able to resist you. His very presence thrilled me to my core. 

He  said  he’d  been  looking  for  me,  and  asked  why  I  had  not returned  his  calls.  Did  I  really  think  he  wouldn’t  be  able  to  find me,  he  asked?  We  went  into  my  dressing  room.  We  were  just drawn together like magnets.  I couldn’t  speak, and he didn’t  try. 

We made love as quietly as we possibly could. All actors think no one really knows what we are doing in our dressing room trailers. 

I  finally  caught  my  breath  enough  to  tell  Bruce  about  Steve.  He stopped  suddenly,  sighed  and  sadly  smiled  at  me.  “I  know,  I understand...he’s such big a star. But I will be one too. Can’t you wait for me?” 

“It  doesn’t  have  anything  to  do  with  waiting  for  you,  and  it’s not because he’s a star and you’re doing small parts,” I cried. “I’m doing small parts, too.” 

“Come on Sharon, this is a big movie, “The Reivers,” you are a big star now.” He said it grudgingly, in a snarl. It made me wince. 

“Even though I’m Steve’s love interest in this movie, the car (It was  named  the  Winton  Flyer)  has  a  bigger  role.  The  little  boy, Mitch, and Rupert Cross, they both have bigger parts than I do.” 

He just stared at me. “I believe in you, Bruce. I know you can do anything you want to,” I said. “Oh Bruce, I’m in such a mess, I am so  damaged.  Go  home  to  your  wife,  but  kiss  and  hold  me  first, then just go.” 
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“What  about  your relationship with  Steve?” I tried to  explain, 

“You work for him, and you’re training him. He depends on you, and cares about you. What if he finds out about today? What will happen to us and our careers, our lives and family? Maybe Steve will never fall in love with me, but I don’t care, all I know is that I really belong to him now. He’s helping me forget, and get through things I can’t even talk about now. I don’t want to hurt him, or let you  hurt  me.  Remember  our  vows  to  each  other,  not  to  hurt anyone.  Let’s  not  hurt  each  other.  Steve  can’t  hurt  me,  but  you can. I’m hurting so much just seeing you now. My heart is aching. 

We  can’t  see  each  other  anymore.  Oh  Bruce,  just  hold  me  for  a little while and then go. Let me go!” 

I was already missing him, silently, so much. If he had pushed a little harder, I feared I would have walked out of that trailer with him  and  never  looked  back.  I  would  have  left  movie  and  Steve, and  just  run  off  with  Bruce.  If  I  hadn’t  lost  the  baby,  maybe  it would  have  happened  that  way.  I  really  do  feel  that  losing  that baby was a sign from God. 

The  last  time  I  saw  Bruce  was  when  I  ran  into  him  at  my doctor’s  office  late  in  1972.  My  baby’s  father,  John  Boyer,  had taken  me  to  the  doctor  because  I  needed  reconstruction  surgery after my ordeal with the birth of little Chance. Bruce and I hugged and kissed when we saw each other, and then, I quickly introduced him to John. When John left to go to the restroom, we scrambled to share a deep long kiss that took my breath away. 
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He  pressed  a  piece  of  paper  with  his  phone  number  into  my hand while we embraced before saying goodbye. There were tears in  both  of  our  eyes.  My  mind  flashed  back  to  all  of  those passionate moments we had shared. Those happy, lusty, shameful moments that had consumed us years before. 

Then  the  Academy  Award  winning  actor,  Lee  Marvin,  of  all people, walked into the waiting room while we were there. Almost immediately, Lee buried his face in the L.A. Times, and pretended not to notice us. 

I lost the slip of paper Bruce had given me. I thought dropped it into my purse, but when I looked for it later, it wasn’t there. I was not too disappointed. At the time, I wanted to love only John and be faithful to him. 

Bruce’s  legacy  is  of  the  actor/athlete/philosopher--all  good looks, charm and intelligence. But the Bruce that I loved was the goofy character that could  make me howl with  laughter. He said he  loved  me  because  I  was  so  crazy  but  he  could  be  my  match when  he  wanted  to.  He  could  do  imitations  of  animals  complete with  their  movements  and  sounds  and  having  me  rolling  on  the floor. And pull stunts right out of a situation comedy as if it had been written for him. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA One  example  will  serve.  Once  we  were  speeding  down  the highway  trying  to  make  it  to  some  important  meeting,  and  I  felt the urge to go. First I quietly asked Bruce to pull over so I could go. He said we’ll make it to a gas station or someplace soon, just hold on. Well, I knew I couldn’t hold it much longer and my quiet request  rapidly  became  a  screeching  demand  to  stop!  Bruce complied  and  I  made  a  mad  dash  for  the  trees  to  gain  a  little privacy  with  Bruce  following  and  encouraging  me  to  hurry  up. 

When I had finished, I soon realized that I didn’t have any tissue to  wipe  myself.  In  a  panic  I  yelled,  “Bruce  I  don’t  have  any tissue.” Bruce didn’t even stop to consider. He just took his hand and  reached  down  between  my  legs  and  gave  her  a  good  swipe. 

Then he shook it a few times and said, “Sharon, come on, we’ll be late”  as  if  he  had  just  performed  the  most  pedestrian  act imaginable. 

Bruce’s final words to me were “Never give up, never ever say die!” 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Top Left: Grandma and Grandpa Huffman. 1936 Top Right: Uncle Meokle (He was only twenty-one when he was killed. 1939 

Bottom: Uncle Dick, (The gangster) and Aunt Gloria, Dad and Mom. 1940 
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Top Left: Me at about 18 mos., Top Right: maybe age 2. I certainly look happy. Bottom Left/right: Me and Dale-Candice. (Ages, 5 and 4) 
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Top left: Portrait of a teenage mom. 1941Top Right: Portrait of a young man with a lot of responsibilities, the war was the least of them. 1944 Bottom left: Dad and us girls. (Age 3, 4) Bottom Right: Dad earned that new car and we all enjoyed it, especially mom. 1948 
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Top: Dale-Candice and I performing for the family. (Ages 5, 6) Bottom Right: Mom started making us costumes, and we kept performing. (Age 10, 11) Bottom Left: Dale-Candice practicing her piano She would have much preferred tap dance lessons. (Age, 7) 
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              Top: That’s me in front, 4th from the left. 1951Bottom: In front again, 2nd from the right. 1955 



















               Above: Calypso Dance Troupe, Sister Dale Candice standing right, and Sandra Wilkerson 

standing, left. That’s my 

                high school best friend, Thyra Franzen kneeling. Below: 

                The Forsmoe family plus a friend at the lake. 1957 
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                  Top: Teaching kids to tap in Minnesota. Bottom: Cast from 

“And, Perhaps Happiness” star Hugh Marlowe, with arm on the shoulder of co-star, KT Stevens. I was doing whatever I could to earn my “Get out of Sioux City Money.”1956 
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Top Left: In Denver with the American Ballet Company’s production of “Oklahoma. I was given the lead after the incident with the Choreographer, Allan Lansdale. Top Right: Posing for photos for my photo Portfolio, while still in high school. Bottom: “Dracula” was my high school acting debut. 
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Top/Middle Left: Sister Dale Candice 

and I were the only pair of sisters ever selected beauty queens at Central High. Top Right: Drama Club, that’s me on the far right. 

Bottom Left: Graduation at last! Bottom  

Right: I did participate in some of the senior class activities. 1956, 1957 
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                  Top Left: I could hardly believe it, but there it was in the newspapers. I’d landed my first movie role and I was going to Cuba!” My passport to adventure Bottom: I was doing a bit of public relations work. At this point I still hadn’t met Che. 1959  
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More shots of me and Andy 

Prine doing our public rela-

tions shtick during the early 

days and nights of our stay 

in Cuba. 1959  
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Top Left: with cast of what we called a Hot Pants Comedy. 

Western movies star, George Montgomery, starred. Top Right: Program for “The Pleasure of his Company.” Bottom Left: program for  “I am a Camera.”  Bottom Right: Review for 

“Under the Yum Yum Tree.” None of my summer stock experience impressed the director, Mike Nichols and the producers of  “Barefoot in the Park.” 1960, 1961 
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    Top: With Andy Prine in New York, long before either of us made the trip 

west. Left: The beauty pageants also 

paid a bit of money. Bottom: My mom 

walked upon this ad, and boy was she 

surprised! I wasn’t old enough to drink 

and therefore not old enough to do this 

ad. But, I got away with it. 1960, 1961 

  

 

  

 

  

 

155 

[image: Image 40]

[image: Image 41]

[image: Image 42]

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA 

   

             Top Left: Arriving in Hollywood. Top Right: From the failed pilot for “Amy.” Bottom: The aftermath of the ill-conceived “Champagne Brunch,” a few diehards remained; Gary out of obligation, and the others by the lure of free food and drink.1962 
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            Top Left: Making wedding news with Andy Prine. 1963 Top Right: The dress I wore for my interview with Steve McQueen for “The Reivers.” 1969 Bottom Left: Andy’s Career was seriously damaged. 

Bottom Right: The controversy from the “Tonight Show” just won’t die. 1970 
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Top: Wedding day with 

husband #2 Ron Deblasio. 

1965 Middle: With Vince 

Edwards at the Emmy 

Awards. Some clever  

photo editing and the 

Robert Vaughn incident 

made for a headline.1964 

Bottom: On the set of “ 

The Reivers” with 

Steve McQueen. 1969 
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Top: Cardinal McIntyre  

came out of retirement to 

christen Chance. Lawyer, 

Greg Bautzer was the 

Godfather. 1970. 

 

  

  

  

  



Left: Wedding day with 

husband #4, Steve Salkin. 

Bottom: I was hoping to 

bring some sanity back into 

my life with my marriage 

to a CPA. Oh was I in for a 

surprise! 1972 
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Top Left: With Chance at the beach. (Age 10) Top Right/ Bottom Left: With Chance on camping trip in Utah. (Age, 8) Chance loved  the out-doors and  speed. He still does. Bottom Right: (On motorcycle, Age, 10) 
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Top Left: From “Hard 

Case of the Blues.” (Singer 

Janis Joplin threatened to  

sue). 1969 Top Right: With  

Peter O’ Toole and friend  

on the set of  “The Stunt- 

man.” 1978 Middle: With 

co-star and director Dennis  

Hopper, “Out of the Blue.” 

1981 Right: From “A Gift  

From Heaven.” 1994 
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    Top: The house Dale and 

I built in Fiji, Right: play-   

ing with one of Dale’s  

many toys. I rarely got to 

play with any of them  

without his supervision 

even-though I paid for  

them. Bottom: Feeding  

Hamsley. He sure could  

eat. 2003, 2004 
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 Top: Mom visiting us in Fiji. 

Middle: Billy was my life-saver, 

and so gorgeous. Bottom: Billy 

and me and a small part of the 

menagerie we had to care for in 

Bega. 2004 
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           Top Left: With old acting partner Richard Chamberlain, autograph  

show. 2010 Top Right: with Carol 

Lynley, autograph show. 2010  

Middle: With brief lover and co-  

star, Ryan O’Neal at autograph 

show. 2011 Bottom: With another 

acting partner and surrogate big 

sister, Terry Moore, autograph 

show.  2010 
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        Top: With Steve McQueen’s Martial Art Trainer and friend, Pat Johnson. (Steve McQueen Day, Slater MO) Middle: Dedication Ceremony for the Steve McQueen Highway. Bottom: Writer friend, Marshall Terrill, and the publisher of his book Glyn Morris and me. 2010  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

165 

[image: Image 75]

[image: Image 76]

[image: Image 77]

[image: Image 78]

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Top Left: At the Academy  

Awards. 2008 (My first since  

returning from Fiji). Top Right: 

Jessie and I having some photo  

shop fun. I’m still hoping there’s 

an Oscar somewhere in my 

future. 2010  













Middle Right: Braving the crowd 

at the Academy Awards. 2012  

Bottom Left: At the Academy 

Awards. 2011 















166 

[image: Image 79]

[image: Image 80]

[image: Image 81]

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  







Right: Clowning with 

my mother and sister. 

(This was my first 

visit to my home 

town in over forty 

years). 2012 

  

















Left: With my sweetie, 

Sister and mom at the 

Sioux City Public Mu- 

seum. 2012 













Right: The museum’s staff  

gave me a wonderful welcome. 

(L. to R.: Carolyn Rants, Schery  

Draper, Grace Linden, Sharon, 

Steve Hansen) 2012  
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CHAPTER 13  

 

“THE REIVERS,” STEVE MCQUEEN 



Love, Mentor and another married man… 



I finally met Steve McQueen after 22 readings/interviews for a role  in  “The  Reivers,”  the  film  in  which  he  was  both  star  and producer. I chose to wear a white crocheted dress.7 I went to that meeting  without  a  stitch  on  underneath  it.  Steve  was  very  quiet, cool and kind. Mark Rydell, the director of the film, had me read the  scene  with  the  kid,  Mitch  Vogel,  and  I  didn’t  cry  once,  just like Mark directed me. “Do less Sharon. This woman has seen it all. She’s all out of tears.” 

Whenever I would read that scene for Mark the tears would just run, but Mark did not want any tears. He said,” Sharon hold back the  tears.  Corrie  is  too  tough  for  that.  She’s  been  through  too much.”  I  was  desperately  trying  to  win  the  biggest  role  of  my career, the part of a whore named Corrie, who is the love interest of  Steve’s  character  Boon  Hoggenbeck,  the  head  reiver  himself. 

(Reiver is an old southern expression for someone who is a bit of a rogue). 

So,  now  I  had  the  chance  to  read  for  Steve.  Mark  said,  “Ok Sharon do it again the way you first did it for me. Just let go.” 



7 (See photo, page 157) 
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When  I  finally  started  the  scene  again,  there  was  nothing  at first,  I  just  looked  down  at  Mitch’s  (Mitch  Vogel  played  the  12 

year  old  boy  mentored  in  the  ways  of  the  world  by  Steve’s character).  Sweet  little  face  without  any  emotion,  then  he delivered his great line to Corrie, the soiled angel, “You could be a  nurse,”  and  the  tears  streamed  down  my  face.  I  hadn’t  even changed my expression. Mitch had done all the work. I was able to give Mark what he asked for because of Mitch. 

Steve walked over, took my hand and said, “You’ll be a great Corrie!” The second he touched my hand the sparks began to fly. I felt it all over my body! 

The first day I met Steve on the set I greeted him with a cheery, 

“Good morning!” Steve lowered his head and said, “Hold still, let me get this,” and wiped egg off of my chin. I had just eaten one of those great fried egg and bacon sandwiches that they always had on the set. My embarrassment coupled with his kindly gesture left me shaking. 

Let me back up a minute. Steve wasn’t there on my very first day on the set. I was pregnant that first day and didn’t know it yet, nor who the father was. It was either Bruce Lee’s or the guy I was married to, Ron DeBlasio. I had started bleeding the night before. 

I  called  Ron,  who  was  out  touring  with  Tiny  Tim  and  he  just couldn’t be there for me. He told me to keep my legs together and take a sleeping pill. 
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I couldn’t call Bruce…we were finished. Two nights before we had called it quits because of his wife and kids. Even when we had been  together,  he  was  still  with  them  emotionally.  It  was  killing me.  I  have  a  sister  I  love  and  I  just  couldn’t  stand  to  do  that  to another woman. I could only ignore my feelings for so long, and then  the  guilt  and  shame  would  win  out.  I  tried  to  give  his  jade ring back to him that night, the last night we had been together. He wouldn’t take it, nor let me pay him for it, but in my heart I knew it was over. I couldn’t call Bruce for help now, what could he do anyway? 

I had had enough. Finally, I was through with love. Right! 

That  first  day  I  had  such  pain  all  morning  that,  I  was  ruining every  scene  with  my  grimacing.  When  we  broke  for  lunch,  I struggled  back  to  my  trailer.  At  noon  the  fetus  passed…a  small little  solid  piece  of  pinkish  matter,  about  4  inches  long,  oval  in shape. It had once been alive and now it wasn’t. It looked like a tiny heart. I felt so strongly that it was a little baby girl, my baby girl, “Elizabeth.” 

I couldn’t throw her away, I couldn’t. I broke down and started crying.  I  dropped  to  my  knees,  mourning  her,  and  praying  that God would take her back to him. Finally I was able to wrap her in Kleenex. Then  I carefully placed her in my purse. She was gone and all that pain was gone. I had been pregnant and now I wasn’t. 

At  the  end  of  the  day  Mark  approached  me.  My  immediate thought was they hadn’t been able to get much in the can because I was grimacing so much from the pain. I had forced myself to go on  in  between  the  spasms.  Mark  had  been  unhappy  with  every shot even when technically it was okay and I wasn’t doubled over. 

He kept shooting it over and over again. 
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He said he’d like to ask a favor of me, “I want you to pose for a painting  that  has  to  be  hanging  over  the  bed  in  one  of  the  shots with Mitch and Steve we’re doing tomorrow. The artist has got to start it tonight and finding a model would cost us time. We need to get to work on it fast,” he said. 

“Since this morning set us back so far, you’d really be helping me out by doing this for us. The face will not be your likeness but you are already in costume and the photographer could shoot you quickly  when  we  get  back  to  the  studio.  It  will  only  take  a  few minutes. Just pose for the pictures for me…for the painting. You wanna do that for me?” 

I  didn’t  feel  that  I  could  say  no,  or  even  press  for  certain conditions  after  how  I  had  performed  that  morning.  I  remember feeling  faint  as  he  ushered  me  into  the  room.  I  was  thinking  I could  still  lose  my  job.  Mark  had  the  set  photographer  with  us. 

The  photographer  kept  saying,  “This  should  be  done  right!  She should have makeup, makeup should be here,” he was pointing at my cleavage. She needs body makeup.” 

They  set  me  onto  a  table.  I  only  had  the  corset  and  my  early 1900’s underwear on. Mark was reaching over, pulling and cutting at  my  clothes  and  exposing  my  swollen  breasts  while  the photographer  shot  away.  During  this  time  the  Cinematographer came in and two or three other guys with lights and stuff. 
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The  small  room  was  now  filled  with  several  men  and  me. 

Coming  from  Sioux  City,  Iowa  public  nudity  was  a  big  terrible thing to me. My mom had counseled me not to ever let a man see me completely naked, not even my future husband. 

I  was  playing  a  whore,  and  I  certainly  felt  like  one  being  the only woman in a room filled with a bunch of leering men. I was feeling exploited. 

The worse of all was the blood. I had started bleeding again and the table was drenched. (I have blocked much of it out, and trying to recover it all is still so painful). 

The next day was actually my first of working with Steve. He came up to me, grabbed my hand, and dragged me into his trailer. 

“What’s going on? What happened? Why did you let them do this to  you,  why  didn’t  you  come  to  me?  Don’t  ever  let  anyone  do anything like this to you again!” 

I  was  sobbing  by  this  time  and  I  broke  down  and  told  him everything  about  the  photographs,  my  losing  the  baby,  my unhappy  stupid  marriage  and  life  and  how  I  was  so  scared  of losing the job. 

He  was  holding  my  arms  while  administering  his  firm  lecture about how we were alike, street smart not book smart. “Don’t let anyone into your space…you have about a 3  foot circle of space around  you  and  you  have  a  right  to  that  space.  Trust  your Streets…trust your instincts, get away from that agent, move out.” 

I  did  just  as  he  asked.  When  he  found  out  I  had  left  Ron,  he came to me on the set, took my hand and led me to his trailer. He kept saying “You did it, you did it,” over and over. 

Steve said, “I’ve only been with one other blonde, and it was a mistake. I never am attracted to blondes. I don’t trust blondes!” 
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“What color was your mother’s hair, I asked? 

Steve shrugged and said, “Blonde.” 

Steve found me an apartment on Doheny  Blvd.  in Hollywood where  he  said  both  Marilyn  Monroe  and  Frank  Sinatra  had  once stayed at different times of course. 

The magic was finally unleashed when he said, “Do you want to  get  kinky? Do  you want  to  see my penis? You do, don’t  you, and I want you to see it. Show me your breasts.” He took out his swollen  penis  which  was  hard  and  stiff  and  said,  “Look  how beautiful it is, look, it’s a ‘German Helmet,’ then he laughed. See it. Can’t you see it?” I was frozen in one spot. Steve came over to me, and began peeling off everything I had on. He carried me into the bathroom which was huge with a big tub and Jacuzzi. 

We  washed  each  other  while  laughing  like  children.  Then  he kneeled down and placed his hand to my stomach. I was standing with my legs open, while he gently washed me with one hand, and lifted one of my legs to the edge of the tub, spread my vaginal lips open  and  explored  my  most  private  place.  His  eyes  were  fixed there.  He  kept  repeating  that  I  was  so  beautiful.  Then  he  started paying oral homage to my vagina until I came so hard I shuddered and  fell  against  him.  Then  he  picked  me  up  dripping  wet  and carried  me  to  the  big  bed  where  we  made  love  until  we  were completely exhausted. 
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We  had  good  times  on  the  set  of  “The  Reivers.”  Steve  made things fun. Rupert Crosse, the excellent, black costar and the kid, Mitch Vogel, were a riot together. Steve had a game that the three of us, and once even Bruce Lee played together…it was kind of a hide  and  seek  type  game.  We  got  into  trouble  because  we  were messing  around  on  a  hot  set.  (A  film  set  in  which  furniture  and props  have  been  positioned  for  an  imminent  shoot,  so  labeled  to prevent said items from being moved and thus compromising the continuity  in  the  finished  product).  The  Set  Director  started yelling at Mitch because he was “It.” We were all hiding on that set...not cool! Rupert was enjoying the moment because Mitch got so scared his eyes were wide with fright. Rupert got to laughing so hard  that  he  started  us  all  roaring  at  poor  little  Mitch’s predicament. He was out in the open and no one was supposed to be on that set. Steve came out from behind the closet and took the blame  for  all  of  us.  After  all,  he  was  the  producer  and  the star...that  truly  endeared  him  to  me.  Steve  loved  little  kids;  you can see it in his work on “Cincinnati Kid” even. He identified with kids and genuinely liked them. 

Steve  told  me  that  he  had  been  an  orphan.  I  found  out  later through  my  friendship  with  Steve’s  biographer,  Marshall  Terrill who has written some wonderful books on Steve, the whole truth. 

Marshall even arranged for me and Jessie to visit Slater, Missouri where  Steve  had  lived  with  his  aunt  and  uncle  before  his  mom reclaimed  him.  (We  participated  in  the  dedication  of  the  “Steve McQueen  Highway”  at  the  time  of  our  visit).  When  she  did recover her Steve a conflict soon arose between son and husband which caused her later to put Steve in a kind of reform school. 
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He was getting ready to do another movie and I asked if I could audition  for  it...just  read.  He  said  he  didn’t  want  his  woman working and that he’d already done a very good movie with me. 

There’s no escaping it, as wonderful as he was, Steve was still a guilt-free, un-repented male chauvinist. He held what were even in 1969,  antiquated  ideas  about  the  role  of  men  and  women  in relationships. 

The  first  time  his  wife  Neile  visited  the  set,  I  practically  ran into her. I came out of my dressing room, and there she was, face to face, staring right at me. No words, just that penetrating stare. I felt  that  she  knew.  I  was  so  ashamed.  I  couldn’t  handle  his betrayal to his wife any more than I could handle Bruce’s before. I knew then and there that  whatever this was between Steve and  I wasn’t going to go anywhere. 

Around  this  time,  I  was  introduced  to  a  young  polo  player named John Boyer. He was 23 and still going to college. We hit it off  and  I  was  in  love  again,  I  thought.  I  was  also pregnant…whose? Was it John’s or Steve’s? I didn’t know. I felt I was  getting  sucked  deeper  and  deeper  into  another  emotional nightmare. 

I had told myself that I could control it. I had lied. Now I had to figure a way out. I hoped the young polo player would be it. But the  transition  would  be  neither  smooth  nor  painless.  Before, during and after the relationship with John Boyer, my affair with Steve would endure. 
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Steve and John both had the same coloring. So what the hell, no one  would  ever  know.  I  wasn’t  after  any  money.  I  didn’t  even want to know. I was content to let God hold the answer. 

Steve and Joan Hackett were my two true friends after my near death experience. 

Steve helped me get back to work. He also taught me to drive again. I was learning how to stick shift. After a few lessons he told me to get an automatic, but he still wanted me to get a Porsche. I was  driving  a  1967  Silver  Mercedes  with  a  moon  roof,  and  red leather  upholstery  which  I  had  bought  from  a  German  actor  for $5,000. 

The  guy  was  one  of  Ron’s  clients  at  William  Morris.  He  had imported  it  from  Germany  and  drove  it  for  about  a  year  before returning to  Europe.  I kept  that car for 22  years. Steve remained upset and disappointed over the fact that I never got a Porsche. 

It  seemed  in  or  out  of  relationships,  his  or  mine,  whenever  I was in trouble, I called Steve, or he would just turn up. 

The last time we got together, was when I ran into him purely by accident in Beverly Hills. He had grown a beard for this Ibsen thing he was doing. He was staying at the Beverly Hills Hotel.  I figured  he  and  Ali  MacGraw  had  broken  up,  but  he  never mentioned her or anything about his personal life. Here I was in a hotel  suite  having  an  illicit  encounter  with  one  man,  while  in  an unhappy relationship with another. This time it was my third legal husband, Steve Salkin. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  just  dismissed  all  caution,  and  Steve  and  I  made  love  as  if neither  of  us  had  a  care  in  the  world.  We  didn’t  even  use  any protection. I had a diaphragm at home but it wasn’t doing me any good there. (I had never expected to have sex that day). I felt lost and I guess Steve had his own reasons for needing some escapist sexual recreation. 

Later he told me he had a problem with maybe cancer. I begged him to go down to the Livingston Clinic in San Diego. I told him about Joan Hackett and Cherie the  hairdresser on “The Reivers,” 

and on and on, all that I had learned from them about their battles with  cancer.  He  laid  there  and  we  smoked  cigars  together  and  I said “You’ll have to give up these things you know.” 

He said “That settles it, I will never go.” 

I started justifying why I was with my current  husband. Steve said, “Sharon that ain’t going to work, you know it already. Come here, and shut up!” We made love again. 

Then we went on a mad motorcycle, lovemaking, weekend-get-away. I called the Aunt Jo, my nanny, from Bakersfield and told her I had to finish up “The Six Million Dollar Man” episode I had been  working  on,  and  to  tell  my  husband  I  would  call  him  that night. But that I would be gone for a couple of days and she could take off if she wanted to. 

After  John  Boyer  and  I  split,  we  agreed  to  a  joint  custody arrangement.  This  was  John’s  weekend  with  Chance,  so  they would be gone for a couple of days. 

I made a quick dash over to Sak’s on Wilshire Blvd. and picked up some jeans and a T-shirt. Steve gave me his warm jacket, and we took off in his truck, first to pick up his motorcycle, and then out into the desert. 
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We  drank  many  beers  and  shots  of  tequilas,  smoked  joints, made  love  and  more  love  until  we  were  both  felt  like  zombies. 

Then we passed out. 

I can’t remember parts of it, because I had a total blackout for the first time in my life. I woke up lying on the ground, looking up at this big tire, and couldn’t figure out how I had gotten there. We had  been  sleeping  soundly  underneath  the  stars  until  the mosquitoes  got  to  us.  We  were  finally  forced  to  retreat  to  a roadside dive where we spent the remainder of the night. 

That  was also  the weekend he bought  me a turquoise bracelet and  ring  set,  and  another  ring  with  black  and  brown,  semi-precious  stones,  from  an  Indian  craft-man  who  was  selling  his wares by the side of the road. 

I  still  have  those  relics  of  a  lost  love,  or  may  be  just  another reminder of how far I had strayed from the “Good Girl.” 

And then I discovered I was pregnant again, without knowing the identity of the father. But it wasn’t entirely my fault this time. 

Steve  Salkin  had  insisted  that  we  have  an  open  marriage. 

(Cheating together would keep us from cheating separately, some theory).  So,  it  could  have  been  Steve  Salkin’s  or  Steve McQueen’s, or one of the guys I’d been with during one of those wife-swapping episodes. 

I called Steve McQueen, and he took me to see a Dr. Lazarus. 

The good doctor said, “Your life was saved once, but I don’t know if it can be done again.” He wanted to give me a D&C and a tubal ligation,  and  that  was  what  he  did.  It  was  probably  Steve McQueen’s.  The  only  time  I  wasn’t  wearing  my  diaphragm  was during that mad weekend in the desert. 
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I  guess  this  is  as  good  a  place  as  any  to  address  an  incident which has followed me since the release of “The Reivers.” I was first sent to New York to publicize the film. It was one stop on a tour  of  a  number  of  different  cities.  These  appearances  included press conferences with writers from newspapers and magazines as well  as  broadcast  media.  (I’m  trying  to  remember  which  cities  I went to. I do remember going to Fort Worth, TX) While in New York  I went  on “The Tonight  Show” with Johnny Carson.  I was feeling down and depressed because I had just learned that Sioux City,  Iowa,  my  home  town,  wasn’t  going  to  be  on  the  tour.  The movie wasn’t scheduled to be shown there. I just couldn’t believe that every theatre in the city had turned it down. 

I  had  envisioned  myself  returning  home  in  triumph, 

“Hometown Girl makes good” and all of that. I was starring with the biggest movie star in  the world  at  the time,  Steve McQueen, also the highest paid actor in the world. He was a Superstar, and Sioux City hadn’t even booked his movie in any of their theatres? 

Weren’t  they  proud  of  me,  or  didn’t  they  at  least  appreciate Steve’s  appeal?  I  had  worked  so  hard  to  make  them  proud.  In  a little  girl’s  fashion,  I  expected  a  big  homecoming  parade,  and  a chance to see all the people I had grown up with smiling at me and asking for my autograph at a big opening premier. I could finally make  my  mother,  father,  sister,  grandparents,  uncles  and  aunts proud of what I had achieved. 
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Well, with Johnny that evening I know I must have expressed myself through the emotions I was feeling at the time. But Johnny couldn’t  have  cared  less  about  my  sentimental  feelings  about Sioux  City,  Iowa.  I  was  told  by  my  manager,  Joe  Wander,  (Joe was a sleazy looking version of Marcello Mastroianni...likable and engaging, and he knew the town and how to convince people to do his bidding in his own very clever way) that I would only be asked again  and  again  what  it  was  like  to  play  opposite  James  Garner, and what it was like to kiss Steve McQueen, or maybe how I felt about doing nude scenes. Those were the topics they wanted me to cover. He said if I could, I should change the subject to something which  centered  on  me.  The  thing  about  the  nudity  he  seemed  to like.  He  was  already  working  on  another  film  for  me  and  had some plans of his own. Which I guess included a role with some nudity. 

I was determined not to sit and talk about which was the better kisser, James Garner or Steve McQueen, or how I felt about doing nude scenes for that matter. 

Joe  was  also  the  manager  of  a  struggling  young  actor  named, John  Boyer  That’s  right,  my  John  Boyer.  Joe  decided  that  John could  use  the  press  and  being  seen  with  a  hot,  pretty  young  star wouldn’t hurt a bit. So there I was, with John, on what has become the most infamous evening in my career. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA My  unforgivable  sin  was  telling  a  national  audience,  that though  Iowa  is  a  dry  state,  the  good  citizens  of  Sioux  City  who feel  the  need  to  have  a  drink  or  watch  an  X-rated  movie  in  the evening  after  work,  simply  drive  to  South  Sioux  City,  Nebraska for their entertainment. And that my hometown folk would rather have  a  few  and  watch  “Around  the  World  in  80  Ways”  or  “The Little Sister” than to see one of their own performing in a motion picture  based  upon  a  Pulitzer  Prize  winning  novel  by  William Faulkner,  with  a  screen  play  written  by  Awards  winning screenwriters, Harriet and Irving Ravetch. 

I  had  been  hurt  by  Sioux  City  and  I  was  ripe  to  let  them  all know  just  how  it  felt.  Johnny  loved  it!  He  always  took  his  cue from his audience and they went wild when I mentioned “Around the World  in  80 Ways”  and how the Sioux City’s Civic  Leaders had  ‘Dissed’ me. The next  day Johnny heard from  the Mayor of Sioux City who was demanding that I apologize on the show to all the good people of Sioux City, Iowa. 

A  big  deal  was  made  of  it,  with  a  great  deal  of  promotion. 

Johnny,  who  not  so  secretly  hated  the  Midwest,  had  something other than an apology in mind. He set me up with his writers who provided me with more ammo to hit the Midwestern natives with. 

It  included  a  list  of  statistics  which  illustrated  just  how hypocritical  the  good  people  of  the  Midwest  could  be.  It  had  all been  cleared  by  the  studio  and  the  producers,  so  I  just  followed Johnny’s lead. 
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The aftermath consisted of an avalanche of media commentary. 

Comedians  and  newspapers  columnists  had  a  field  day.  Even Steve Allen wanted to have me on his show to exploit my current notoriety. At first,  I didn’t  take it all very seriously.  I thought  to myself that I had done my job. I had at least made America aware there  was  a  movie  out  there  called  “The  Reivers,”  including  the hometown crowd. 

But the criticism of my performance was not just limited to the Sioux  City  natives  or  even  Midwesterners.  I  was  to  receive  my most direct affront from a fellow actress, a sister under the skin as it  were.  Sometime  later,  I  was  doing  a  quiz  show  with  the wonderful  gal  whose  career  would  later  reach  new  heights  on 

“Dynasty,” Joan Collins, and the  glamorous actress  Jill  St.  John. 

When  I  first  met  Jill,  she  kicked  me  in  the  stomach  figuratively speaking  with  “Oh  you  are  that  nasty  little  girl  who  trashed  her hometown on The Tonight Show.” 

Though  I  felt  like  I  had  had  the  wind  knocked  out  of  me,  I somehow found the strength to run after her as she tried to slide-away. “No, I didn’t trash it, I didn’t mean to anyway. I was just so hurt that in  my hometown there wasn’t  one theatre which  would even screen “The Reivers.” I went on for a bit, forcing her to listen to my explanation. 

I  thought  she  was  trying  to  understand.  Anyway,  she  told  me she was sorry and added that I should stop crying like a big baby. 

That’s  the  way  she  is,  or  at  least  that’s  the  way  she  was  then. 

She’d give with one hand and take it back with the other. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA The film never received the box office attention it deserved in my  humble  opinion.  One  of  the  main  reasons  was  due  to marketing and distribution failures. It belonged to Cinema Center Films  group  who  were  in  the  process  of  selling  out  to  Viacom  I believe.  The  company  had  three  wonderful  acclaimed  films  in release  at  the  same  time,  “Boys  in  the  Band,”  “Something  for Everyone,”  with  Angela  Lansbury  and  Michael  York,  and  of course  “The  Reivers.”  All  three  films  fell  through  the  cracks. 

Studio heads have big egos, and the new crowd wanted to put their money  and  reputations  behind  their  own  productions...even though  Angela  was  nominated  for  the Golden  Globe  Award  for Best  Actress  –  Motion  Picture  Musical  or  Comedy,  and  from 

“Boys  in  the  Band,”  Kenneth Nelson,  was  nominated  for the Golden  Globe  Award  for  New  Star  of  the  Year  -  Actor,  and the Producers  Guild  of  America Laurel  Awards  honored Cliff Gorman and  Leonard Frey as  Stars  of  Tomorrow.  It  was  a film about gays, and way before it’s time. 

In  those  days  studios  execs  and  casting  agents  could  be  very judgmental about actors who dared to play an out and out gay role, which  is  maybe  why  you  don’t  recognize  these  actor’s  names. 

And the Motion Picture Academy nominated Rupert Cross as Best Supporting Actor for our film “The Reivers.” 

To this day, both fans and critics delight in debating the merits of my performance, or lack thereof, on the night of infamy. I can only say that I expressed my most earnest feelings at the time, and if some people choose to hold on to something that happened so long ago, then I can’t help them. I have chosen to forgive, if not forget everyone involved in the whole episode. 
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CHAPTER 14 

HAVING YOUR BABY, JOHN BOYER 



Motherhood was more, and less than I had bargained for… 



My  young  polo  player,  John  Boyer,  was  supposed  to  be  my way out of all the shameful, crippling chaos that was consuming my  life.  All  I  wanted  was  a  chance  to  pursue  the  career  I  loved while  having  a  man  who  loved,  respected  and  supported  me.  I didn’t  think  that  I  was  asking  for  too  much.  But  the  ability  to combine  a  career  and  a  relationship  into  one  healthy  union  is something which has eluded me all of my life. 

John was 23 and I was 29. He was young, handsome, 6’2” with broad  shoulders  and  unmarried.  He’d  only  had  two  girlfriends before meeting me. He was innocent, sweet and really kind. I was hooked. 

I had met him through my manager. I went out with him on a date, and when he brought me home that evening, he just stayed. I was  still  in  the  apartment  Steve  McQueen  had  gotten  me.  John never knew anything about me. He never asked me any questions about my past, and I loved him for it. He accepted me just the way I was. 
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The  White  King  Soap  Heir,  John  Forthmann  Boyer,  was  the way the billing read. 

John Boyer’s father came over with the German Olympic team for  the  L.A.  Games  in  1932,  stayed  and  fell  in  love  with  John’s mother,  Madeleine  Forthmann,  a  concert  pianist.  Her  mother, Nora Forthmann, was the first woman in L.A. to obtain a driver’s license.  There  are  newspaper  photos  of  Nora  Forthmann  driving the  early  streets  of  L.A.  A  female  driver  was  some  news  at  the time. 

Madeleine’s  grandfather,  John  Forthmann,  started  White  King Soap. As the story goes, he was trying to make some kind of horse medicine,  and  made  soap  instead.  He  was  the  one  who  made  all the money. John Boyer’s father tested for the role of Ashley Wilks in “Gone with the Wind.” Leslie Howard won the role, but John’s father won the heart of Madeleine Forthmann. 

My  John  Forthmann  Boyer  loved  surfing  and  was  obsessed with playing polo. He was an All-American boy from a very, very Catholic  family.  They  demanded  that  he  end  the  relationship. 

When he defied them, they cut him off clean. It was I who paid for his  last  semester  of  college.  We  weren’t  married,  neither  of  us believed in it, but we were together. 
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Nemo  was  the  name  of  the  first  of  17  Polo  Ponies  that  John eventually  acquired.  They  were  all  thoroughbreds,  straight  from the race track. John had managed to get a hold of my checkbook. 

He  wrote  a  check  to  the  horse  dealer  for  $750  and  signed  my name. I couldn’t believe he would do such a thing. 

After  that  amazing  breach  of  trust,  I  tried  to  throw  him  out.  I wanted him out of my life. He started to cry. He was seemingly so overwhelmed  by  guilt  and  shame  that  putting  his  fist  through  a backdoor  window  was  the  only  way  he  could  express  it.  (There was  a  tremendous  amount  of  blood).  He  begged  for  my forgiveness. I thought it was romantic at the time. 

What’s  money  for  anyway,  I  thought,  surely  to  get  the  things that  we  need  and  want.  Was  it  so  bad  what  he  had  done,  just taking one check from  my purse which was always lying around and  signing  my  name?  We  were  living  as  husband  and  wife, sharing  what  we  had  with  each  other.  Didn’t  I  owe  it  to  him  to make him happy if it was within my power to do so? Wouldn’t he do the same for me? 

I  was  determined  to  learn  to  ride  those  beautiful  ponies  that  I had paid  for.  I tried like hell to  get into the whole horse culture. 

But those people are a breed of their own. They love to eat, drink and  of  course  ride.  And  they  live  to  care  for  their  animals,  just thinking and dreaming horses every waking and sleeping hour. No matter how hard I tried it just wasn’t gonna happen. Riding them with  John  and  mucking  out  stalls  afterwards,  just  got  as  old  as betting on them had been with Vince Edwards.8 



8 Horses are beautiful to watch. Madeleine, my closest neighbor, stalls and exercises  them.  I  do  enjoy  watching  those  gorgeous  creatures  running  round and round in her corral, but I have no desire to own or ride one ever again. 

187 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA John was great friends with Michael Butler the producer of the cult musical  “Hair.” Michael  was sponsoring a Polo  Tournament at  his  family’s  estate  in  Oakbrook,  Illinois.  John  wanted  to transport his Polo Ponies there and spend the summer with him. 

I was about 6 months along in my pregnancy at the time. 

We flew first to Texas where John played in a tournament, then on  to  Oakbrook.  One  evening  at  dinner  with  the  whole  Chicago cast of “Hair” huddled around me, I fell painfully ill. 

I  immediately  called  Dr.  Spicer,  my  doctor  in  California.  His office  was  in  the  Pacific  Palisades.  I  respected  him  so  much because he was the only doctor I knew who made house calls. Few doctors did that even then. He told me that it sounded to him like my  kidneys  were  going  and  to  get  to  a  hospital  as  quickly  as  I could. I had barely hung up the phone, when I suddenly collapsed. 

I was immediately rushed to the hospital. When I came to, I heard doctors  and  nurses  moving  around  me.  They  wouldn’t  give  me any  pain  medication  because  they  said  they  needed  to  find  out what  was  wrong  first.  Such  pain!  I  was  going  in  and  out  of consciousness.  The  pain  was  coming  at  me  in  waves.  They  just couldn’t tell what was going on inside of me. 

I had these two huge scars on the right side of my stomach from my  appendix  operation  from  when  I  was  child.  They  looked  a little like a forked road. They were not your usual appendix scars. 

One  could  tell  at  a  glance  there  had  been  complications.  Maybe they were also evidence of some possible complications with my pregnancy. They never said. 
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Finally  I  passed  out  again  from  the  pain,  and  they  rushed  me into surgery. Exploratory Surgery was how it was later explained to me, to find out what was going on. The adhesions inside were the size of a grapefruit. They cleaned out all the old scar tissue and sewed  me  up  leaving  the  baby  inside  to  grow  to  full  term.  Then they  wheeled  me  into  a  recovery  room.  I  was  to  have  pain medication on demand. The pain got to be unbearable and about 8 

hours after my operation, my uterus started to contract. My body thought it was time for my baby to be born. My nurse and I held hands  and  prayed.  If  I  could  just  make  it  through  the  next  half hour or so, she could give me my pain injection she said. 

I was screaming for relief from the pain. My bed was suddenly soaking  wet,  my  water  broke  and  I  was  going  into  fast contractions. Somewhere during either the labor or the actual birth of my baby, a blood clot got loose. That clot lodged in my lung, which collapsed and my heart stopped beating. I was being rushed back into surgery when Chance slipped out quite easily. He saved my life. If he had been a difficult birth I would have been a goner. 

All  they  had  to  do  is  to  get  my  heart  beating  again.  Meanwhile during those 4 1/2 minutes, I went on my journey. 

I just knew I had lost my baby! 

189 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA During  the  weeks,  months  and  years  that  followed,  I  had  to fight very hard to recover from the devastation that my body had gone through. After the ordeal of giving birth to my sweet baby, you  can  believe  I  was  not  a  joy  to  be  around  all  the  time.  Poor little,  rich  college  boy  John  Boyer,  was  woefully  inadequate  to play the role he had assumed. My tremendous requirements, both physical and emotional, were just too much for him. Many mature men, and John certainly wasn’t, wouldn’t have been equal to the challenge. 

John’s mother traveled from L.A. to Oakbrook, Illinois to help him  bring  the  baby  home.  I  was  so  heavily  drugged  that  no  one seemed to have noticed that I had lost my memory. And the fact that I wasn’t aware of my own identity, much less the name of the father  of  my  child  was  a  matter  of  even  less  concern.  They  all thought that I wouldn’t make it, and it seemed as though they were both shocked, and a little bewildered by the fact that I had. 

When  we  returned  to  California  we  moved  into  the  Boyer family’s  beach  house.  John’s  Mother,  Grandmother  and  Aunt  all had homes at the family’s compound/estate in Malibu. Each of the three houses had 5 bedrooms. And each bedroom had its own hot water heater and private bath. 

The  family  was  taking  care  of  me  because  of  the  child.  They were also, at the same time, trying to figure a way to get me out of there and keep my child. 
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I had a full time nurse to take care of me, and a nanny for little Chance.  This  seemingly  nurturing  domestic  arrangement  was anything but. It was a tough situation for young John Boyer I was in  pain  all  the  time.  I  was  taking  a  lot  of  medication.  I  could neither read nor write my name. I didn’t know who he was and I didn’t especially like him. And I certainly hated the situation I had found myself in. 

My  recovery  to  something  approaching  a  normal  life  was  a long hard journey, and our fragile relation just couldn’t stand the strain.  Besides  the  nurse  and  nanny,  I  also  had  a  secretary  to answer my fan mail, a very pretty one, who had just been dumped by Phyllis Diller’s son, Perry. She latched onto John and that was what finally broke us up. 

Poor John was going in circles trying to be nice to me when I was  impossible.  I  was  experiencing  both  mental  and  physical torment, while John tried to comfort me and simultaneously keep his  family  at  bay.  Oh  yes,  and  he  did  have  the  new  girlfriend  to manage as well. It was too, too much for the young man. 

Even  though  we  never  married,  his  family  wanted  us  to  go through  a  divorce  to  save  face.  Cardinal  James  Francis  Aloysius McIntyre, the former Archbishop of Los Angeles, had come out of retirement  to  baptize  Chance.  He  also  played  a  pivotal  role  in making the arrangement for our phony divorce. 
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I had a wonderful woman who worked for me, Aunt Josephine Tanzella.  She  took  care  of  Chance  and  stayed  with  me  through everything.  She  gave  Chance  the  love  and  attention  he  needed when I was incapable of controlling my own bodily functions. She was a mother to us both. 

Soon  after  the  agreement,  I  moved  out  of  the  beach  house. 

John’s  family  had  finally  gotten  their  way.  My  old  dependable friend,  Steve  McQueen,  came  out  to  Broad  Beach  Road,  packed me up and moved me to a new place over near Coldwater Canyon. 

During this time, Perry Diller was trying to convince me that an affair with him would make John jealous, and somehow get him to come back to me. Perry thought it was the ideal way to get back at both John and his old girlfriend. I just couldn’t do anything with Perry. He didn’t appeal to me that way even though he was very handsome,  and  kinda  reminded  me  of  Tyrone  Power.  Besides,  I had  already  told  John  that  I  was  going  to  have  an  affair  with Warren Beatty. John laughed at me and said, “Great, can you get Julie Christy for me?” (British Actress Julie Christy was Warren’s reported love interest at the time). 
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I had gone up for “Bonnie and Clyde” and I had come close to getting the part if Warren could be believed. I remember how he said  he  really  wanted  me  for  the  role,  but  the  director  liked  big girls  and  I  just  didn’t  fit  the  bill.  He  had  been  calling,  and  we talked on the phone a lot. But he had such a reputation that I had begged-off. I remember once he said, “Whenever you need a cup of coffee, just give me a call.” Of course, the cup of coffee was a euphemism  for  what  else?  One  day  when  I  was  feeling  so distraught over John, I called Warren and asked him if he’d like to buy me a cup of coffee. I went to the Beverly Hills Hotel where Warren  was  living,  and  we  made  love  several  times.  Between embraces,  he  told  me  how  hard  he  had  fought  for  me  to  get  the role in “Bonnie and Clyde.” I believed him. I was touched. He was saying just what I wanted to hear. He told me he loved small gals. 

He said I was like Leslie Caron, (French Actress Leslie Caron was also  reported  romantically  involved  with  Warren)  with  the  same ballerina’s body. That I guess was supposed to be a complement, though, I don’t know as if I took that way at the time. 

As  I  recall  he  was  very  well-endowed.  I  looked  across  at  the picture  of  Julie  Christy,  the  gal  he  was  supposed  to  be  in  love with, and I just figured he needed variety, maybe even to get it up. 

I  know  that  that  isn’t  true  now,  but  it  takes  a  while  for  a  gal  to figure  out  how  a  man’s  mind,  much  less  penis  works.  I’m  still working on both. But Warren was indeed an excellent lover. 

This  was  before  I  had  my  reparative  surgery,  and  the  way  he accepted  the  fact  was  most  endearing.  He  was  so  sensitive  and gentle,  he  truly  touched  my  heart.  He  was  almost  in  tears  as  he tenderly kissed the scars on my stomach. 
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He  said,  “You  know  it’s  over  when  the  physical  violence starts.” 

By  that  reckoning,  my  relationship  with  John  had  ended  the night  I  had  followed  him  to  his  girlfriend’s  house  and  thrown  a potted  plant  through  the  window.  When  he  bolted  out  of  the house, I screamed that I was going to try to do away with myself. 

Shortly afterwards, I almost landed in a nut house when I tried to  get  John’s  attention  by  swallowing  a  handful  of  sleeping  pills with a bottle of Jack Daniels for a chaser. 

I begged him to take me somewhere, to a hospital, somewhere where I wouldn’t have to be alone. He took me to a hospital that his  mother  had  found  where,  presumably,  I  could  get  the  rest  I needed.  As  we  walked  up  the  lovely  marble  staircase  into  the foyer, I initially thought I might be fine for a night or two. Then suddenly I got frightened. I had to sign a bunch of papers, but they asked John to  sign some too. They went  through my purse, took out my ink pen, hairpins and some other things. They showed us the  room  where  I  would  be  staying.  There  were  several  older women, others about my age, and some even younger. They were all  staggering  around  in  a  daze  like  they  were  really  out  of  their minds. Just the idea of being locked up with those women (They said when they were going through my purse, one of the women might get into my bag and use the pen or hairpins to do some kind of damage to themselves or others). I started to realize I was going to be locked up for the night with some real crazies...and that there wouldn’t be any way out. 
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All of a sudden my blood ran cold. I had this feeling of déjàvu, and a great foreboding came over me. John leaned down and told me  he  was  not  going  to  leave  me  there.  Finally  he  started expressing the kind of concerns I had been trying to get from him all along. He asked the attendant if he could take me out to dinner before he left. I had gotten pass my hysterics for the moment, as I was now receiving the attention I had so wanted and needed. 

They unlocked the doors and let us exit. 

My feelings of relief were short lived. He had also promised me earlier that day his family would not take Chance away from me. 

He did keep that promise, but he didn’t take me to dinner. He took me back to the beach house, and then left me there to be with his girlfriend. 

My life was seldom as simple as one man one problem for very long.  I  had  another  suitor  at  the  time,  one  of  the  Beach  Boys, Dennis  Wilson.  He  loved  to  play  Madeline’s  piano  at  the  beach house  because  of  the  very  high  ceilings.  He  said  he  could  really write something on that piano with the fantastic acoustics there. 

He  also  told  me  how  much  he  loved  the  ocean.  Sometimes when he had caught fish, or lobsters from his boat, he would bring me some of his catch. He told me there wasn’t a day he wasn’t in the ocean. 

Sometimes  he  would  bring  people  over  when  I  wasn’t  there, and  poor  Aunt  Jo  never  knew  whether  to  let  him  in  or  not.  One day  I  had  come  back  from  town  and  Dennis  was  in  the  huge driveway  screaming  at  a  van  full  of  drunken,  stoned-out  people. 

One  of  them  was  a  Manson  look-a-like  with  a  pile  of  girls following him. 
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This must have been at the end of November of 1972, I think, when  again,  I  found  myself  in  a  conflict  between  my  needs  and desires.  I  managed  to  keep  away  from  his  embraces  for  quite  a while, but finally I fell apart from all the stress I was under, and he was  there.  He  came  into  town  to  help  me  paint  the  little  house Steve McQueen had helped me rent up in Coldwater Canyon. He had  come  in  the  guise  of  a  knight  rescuing  a  damsel  in  distress. 

Steve  was  away,  and  I  never  found  Bruce’s  number.  I  took  it  as another  sign  from  God,  and  rejected  the  idea  of  calling  Screen Actors Guild to track Bruce down. 

Dennis’ timing was just right for once. 

Later  that  night,  after  my  famous  Beach  Boy  had  painted  my whole living room, he returned. He rang the  doorbell repeatedly. 

And each time I told him to please go away, but he just wouldn’t leave.  I  would  think  he  was  gone,  for  a  while,  and  then  he’d  be back going from window to window. I shouted at him from inside, begging him to go home to his wife. 
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I thought  he had finally  left  for  good.  I went  back to  bed and tried  to  sleep.  But  I  kept  thinking  about  him.  Then  suddenly,  he was there! He had come back and somehow managed to crawl in through  a  window.  I  could  have  sworn  I  had  locked  them  down tight. 

He made it into my bedroom. I felt this nude body crawling up under  the  covers.  I  was  afraid  to  look  at  first.  Then  I  felt  him grabbing  my  legs  and  spreading  them  apart.  I  lay  quite  still  and listened as he told me over and over how mad he was for me. He said I just had to let him go down on me, and that afterwards he would  leave.  I  was  so  hot  and  crazy  from  trying  to  drive  him away,  I  didn’t  have  the  strength  to  hold  him  off  any  longer.  We made love all night with the promise that he would go and never come back again. 

When he came over the next night, I refused to let him in. From outside, he told me that he had confessed everything to his wife, I absolutely lost it. I was really scared. I told him to leave. I said, “I will deny it all. You had no right to tell her, and hurt her like that. 

What in the world are you trying to do to all of us?” He said, he felt  guilty  all  of  a  sudden  and  had  to  confess.  The  whole  crazy argument transpired through the peephole in the door. I continued to refuse his pleads to be let in. 

Years later, I had an interview with a woman for a job, and she started asking  about  my  old  managers and the times when  I was living  on  Broad  Beach  Road.  She  told  me  that  she  had  been married to one of the Beach Boys, and had heard that I had had an affair with him. I didn’t recognize her at all from my walks on the beach…but  I  thought  that  the  best  way  to  deal  with  this  woman was to deny everything. 
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But in those days just saying “No” didn’t mean a thing. Men were bigger and stronger, and in those situations I always chose to relax and take a chance on having a good time, rather than fighting, and maybe getting injured. 

John  Boyer’s  best  friend  was  another  Polo  Player  named Lonnie Stein. Lonnie’s girlfriend was Bunny Hearst of the Hearst Castle  and  newspaper  family.  I  just  loved  her.  She  became  my best  friend during that period.  Lonnie had a cousin  named Steve Salkin.  He  was  a  CPA.  I  needed  someone  do  my  taxes,  and  I wanted a new man in my life as well. This time there didn’t seem to  be  a  conflict  between  need  and  desire.  My  friend  Bunny  was determined to see me meet someone who was a little more normal than my usual choices. 

I  thought  I  had  done  that  when  I  chose  John  Boyer.  Oh well...and that’s how I met my nice, normal, third husband, Steve Salkin. 
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CHAPTER 15 

“THE PREMONITION” AND HUSBAND # THREE 

STEVE SALKIN 



Searching in vain for a safe harbor... 



Steve Salkin, the CPA, was supposed to be my way back into something approaching a Lifestyle consistent with the Midwestern Values  from  which  I  had  strayed  so  far.  At  the  time,  I  was desperately  trying  to  resurrect  the  “Good  Girl,”  not  only  for  my own sake, but for my child’s as well. 

I had found a father figure for my young son and a house in the up  in  Benedict  Canyon.  The  American  Dream  was  mine  at  last, right? Wrong! 

It  wasn’t  very  long  into  our  marriage  before  my  normal  CPA husband started questioning me about my thoughts on the concept of an open marriage. I quickly got the hint. But I played the dumb blonde until I figured out what my next move should be. 

I  had  gotten  a  guest  starring  role  on  the  hit  TV  series  “Six Million  Dollar  Man.”  We  were  shooting  on  location  up  in  Utah. 

The series star, Lee Majors and I were doing phone sex at night, and  pretending  like  nothing  had  happened  the  next  day  at  work. 

Though it wasn’t what  you might call, “Sunday school conduct,” 

it never went further than that. 
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When I returned from Utah and Steven McQueen and I had had our mad, motorcycle weekend, the net result was that I was more confused, and more guilt- ridden then I had been before. 

That’s when  I  finally let my CPA  Husband talk me into Wife Swapping.  We  wouldn’t  cheat  on  each  other,  we  would  cheat together.  Yikes!  Well,  I  was  tired  of  trying  to  justifying  my actions to myself, and I didn’t want to admit that I had made the wrong pick again. So, I finally agreed to just watch him make love to my neighbor. I could join in when and if I desired. Of course, her boyfriend would be there with his own expectations. 

There I was watching my husband huffing and puffing to please another  woman,  while  her  boyfriend  was  going  down  on  me.  It felt  like  nothing.  There  wasn’t  any  turn-on  for  me.  Steve  Salkin was  having  a  hard  time  climaxing,  and  I  couldn’t  stop  staring  at the bald spot on his head which I hadn’t seemed to have noticed before. 

It  was  some  kind  of  strange,  flashback  to  my  ordeal  in  the hospital, when I had been hovering above the bed, fixating on the bald spot on the head of the doctor who had saved my life. Maybe I was just lamenting the loss of a clean death for this sordid life I seemed to be trapped in. 

I  engaged  in  the  group  sex  thing  with  my  CPA  husband  a couple times, even though it was never my thing. I had completely soured against him even before I realized I was pregnant again. 
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It could have been Steve Salkin or, Steve McQueen’s or maybe the  girl  next  door’s  boyfriend  or  even  a  Dentist  friend  of  Steve Salkin,  with  whom  we  had  also  partnered.  Most  likely,  it  was Steve McQueen’s. 

Then in 1975, I got the role of Sheri Bennett, in a low budget, independent  film  “The  Premonition.”  That’s  where  I  met  Dale Trevillion.  He  was  associate  producer  on  the  film.  Again,  I  took an opportunity to escape the grasp of one man by finding another to replace him. 

I  couldn’t  stay  with  the  CPA  after  I  watched  him  fornicating with  my  neighbor.  I  just  got  sick  and  couldn’t  handle  all  of that...so when I left to do “The Premonition,” I never went back. I ran off with Dale Trevillion. 

In 1975 as I left for location in Jackson, Mississippi, I could no longer  deny  that  I  was  in  another  failed  marriage.  My  normal, straight-arrow  CPA  husband,  Steve  Salkin,  turned  out  to  be  a sexual  deviant.  May  be  I  was  as  well,  but  being  stuck  with  my own neurosis didn’t mean that I had to be stuck with his. 

I  had  tried  to  accept  his  whole  free-love,  “Let’s  be  open  and honest  about  the  fact  that  we  aren’t  meant  to  be  monogamous crap.” I tried it, but I didn’t like it. I believed in traditional values, no  matter  how  much  my  own  had  been  corrupted  by  the Hollywood  culture  of  casual  sex  and  leisure  drugs,  which  I thought I needed to embrace, if I were to survive in this town. 
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After so many years in Hollywood, I had been indoctrinated to believe that no one wanted to work with someone who was uptight and couldn’t play the game. 

I met Dale Trevillon on the day I landed in Jackson Mississippi. 

I  soon  came  to  believe  that  he  was  the  answer  to  my  dreams.  I hoped  I’d  found  someone  in  the  business,  who  could  understand my situation, and include me in his life as a real life partner. And most  importantly,  someone  who  would  embrace  my  young  son and be the strong male influence he needed. 

It seemed so very right at the time. I guess that’s true for every woman’s feelings at the start of a new relationship. 

Dale  is  credited  on  the  film  as  an  Associate  Producer,  but  he was really more of a Line Producer. He had seen my work on the 

“Six  Million  Dollar  Man”  and  told  the  Director  and  Producer about  me  he  said.  He  had  also  arranged  for  the  cooperation  of State Officials for permits and things through his old school mate, U.S. Senator Trent Lock. 

He  seemed  to  be  on  top  of  everything  that  was  happening  on the  set,  and  I  was  very  impressed.  From  starting  old  cars,  to rewriting the script, he had it all covered. He was also very kind to everyone  in  the  process,  especially  so  to  little  Danielle  Du  Bois, who was only 6 years old at the time and playing my daughter. 

202 

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  

I terribly missed my son Chance who then just 4 years old. The way  Dale  interacted  with  this  precious  little  girl  gave  me  the assurance  that  he  was  the  right  man  to  introduce  into  my  son’s life. 

The  disenchantment  with  my  marriage  to  Steve  Salkin  was starting  to  really  wear  on  me.  I  had  agreed  to  be  totally  faithful and only engage in sexual activities with other men if Steve was there and a part of it. It was all wrapped up with trying to be hip, accommodating  my  man’s  wishes  and  feeding  my  neurosis.  I really  was not  into it. But  I thought  I should be. Those were the times you see. Sex was supposed to be free, easy and natural, and enjoyable with anyone with whom you were attracted. 

It  was  sorta  my  turn  to  come  up  with  some  variation,  which would  keep  our  sex  life  fresh  and  interesting.  I  wasn’t  looking forward to  procuring a date for Steve Salkin.  But  if  I  saw a  guy that  could  possibly  turn  me  on,  it  meant  I  had  to  get  the  guy  to bring along a date for my husband. 

When  I  first  met  Dale  I  didn’t  feel  any  great  attraction,  so bringing  him  into  my  complicated  relationship  with  my  husband wasn’t even on my mind. Love at first sight was not the case. He had driven me back to the production office. I had a sore foot and he said he could massage it for me, while we waited for everyone to complete some last minute details for my arrival. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA He  started  talking  about  the  location  of  the  pituitary  gland  on the inside of the big toe and massaged it really  hard. He said  he was  activating  the  gland,  and  it  was  responding.  What  a  line!  I took it all, hook, line and sinker. He was a nonstop talker. He was single. He was once married and was now divorced from his high school sweetheart. He told me he was a Black Belt in Karate, and started  showing  me  ways  to  protect  myself  from  would-be attackers.  Warm  remembrances  of  Bruce  Lee  crept  into  my subconscious. 

That evening we all went to dinner with the State Film Commissioner, Director, producer and an assortment of friends and hangers on. I have never liked that part of the business, the partying. I love the work, but not entertaining the fat old producer’s wife with tales of how I made it in the business repeatedly, while being the life of the party. I was beat and bored. 

I could hardly keep a strained grin on my face. At one point Dale came to where I was sitting and said, “I have a joint, meet me outside! It will make you feel better.” 

Not only did he have a joint, he also had a toot of coke under his long pinkie fingernail. I had never seen anything like it. But I had  already  begun  to  trust  him  after  the  foot  massage.  And  his date was a gorgeous girl who was a former  ‘Miss Mississippi.’ I was  impressed  with  his  taste,  or  maybe  with  the  idea  that  Miss Mississippi’s would probably have a good taste in men. 

After I had taken a drag of the joint and snorted the coke, I got a  rush  that  I  have  never  forgotten  to  this  day.  It  had  been  laced with heroin I found out later. 
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I  asked  him  if  Miss  Mississippi  was  his  girl,  and  if  he  was sleeping  with  her.  He  wouldn’t  answer,  but  he  got  really embarrassed. That made me like him even more. He wasn’t going to  say  anything  about  the girl he was  escorting.  I thought,  a  real Southern Gentleman. I said to him, “You can tell me, it’s okay.” I added that I wouldn’t take it the wrong way and think less of him or the beautiful girl. I admired his not wanting to tell me, but I just had to know. 

By this time, I was laughing and feeling really wonderful! What was  I  smoking,  and  what  was  in  that  coke?  I  had  never  tried  it before, and now I never wanted to live without it. It was that fast, Dale had hooked me. 

He said he had been to Woodstock. I was impressed by that too. 

I had missed out on the Hippie drug scene. I felt as if I now had a chance  to  claim  it,  and  my  lost  memories  as  well,  if  I  tried drugs...all through my new friend, Dale Trevillion. 

As  the  days  rolled  on,  I  saw  how  he  worked  on  the  set,  so helpful,  so  conscientious,  and  really  indispensable  to  the production. 

I  had  a  scene  on  the  steps  of  the  state  capitol.  And  it  was supposed to be raining. It  was cold in Jackson, and I was on the end  of  a  couple  of  fire  engines  spraying  water  over  me.  I  was freezing and exhausted. I had to cry that whole day for the scene. I was trying to find my adopted daughter who had been kidnapped by  her  own  natural  mother  who  was  an  escapee  from  a  mental institution. 
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We had been smoking and tooting coke on the way back to the hotel. The total effect was that I was truly vulnerable. He started taking off my clothes, and then he carried me into the bathroom, put me into the tub  and gave me a bath.  It took a while before I finally  started  to  thaw  out.  Then  he  carried  me  to  the  bed  and started massaging me. 

He also gave me a shot of Jack Daniel’s before leaving. He was ensuring  his  investment,  doing  what  he  could  to  prepare  me  for work the next day. 

The next day was the same. We were working very long hours and I had all these emotional scenes. I was a mess. And I think the marijuana and coke had really hooked me. On our way back to the hotel that evening, he was very quiet and so was I. 

After  he  helped  me  to  my  room,  he  came  in  and  pulled  me down  onto  his  lap  and  kissed  me.  I  started  sputtering,  trying  to explain about the kind of marriage I was in, and how if he wanted me he’d have to find a partner for my  husband because that was our arrangement. 

Dale  just  stopped  and  looked  at  me  with  this  sad  expression, and moaned. I took it to mean that he wanted me for myself, by myself  and  I  would  be  enough  for  him.  He  just  held  me  while  I cried. Dale never left, and I never went back to Steve Salkin. 
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I had Aunt Jo put Chance on a flight to Jackson. He flew as if he  were  5  instead  of  4  with  a  whole  plane  of  stewardesses watching  him.  Aunt  Jo  was  happy  I  was  getting  out  of  the marriage to  Steve Salkin and she did  everything  in  her power to assist me. 

The sex with Dale was always strange. He’d always give me a bath  and  a  long  massage  which  was  great.  Then  “Pow”  it  got kinky, too kinky for me. He loved anal sex, but I had never done it before. He got me really drunk with Jack Daniel’s, and of course, he had the Marijuana laced with coke. He said it would lessen the pain that way. I did it with him, but I didn’t like it. It hurt like hell. 

He coached me all the way through the ordeal. “Strain honey, like you are going to the bathroom, you’ll open up to me.” 

Yuck,  I  think  now.  But  I  wanted  to  please  him  and  I  was convinced something was wrong with me not to enjoy it the way I was supposed to. He said I had to open my anus and he got me a plug to wear during the day to make it wider for him at night. As usual  pleasing  my  man  was  the  priority,  and  if  I  couldn’t  do  it, then something had to be wrong with me. I was the one who was somehow inadequate. The coke had lowered my resistance to  all of his advances. He just wore me down. 

He told me later that mostly, he just raped women. He got to a certain point in the relationship, and then he would just take them. 

They  didn’t  call it rape  in  those days, but  that’s what  he said  he did.  He  told  me  that  he  had  been  raping  girls  since  he  started having  sex,  and  no  one  ever  complained  about  it.  When  I  think about it now, there was no way he was going to let me say, “No” 

to  anal  sex  that  night.  I  did  at  one  point,  but  “No”  didn’t  work with Dale when he wanted something badly enough. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA We picked Chance up at the Airport after the shoot and spent a week  in  Louisiana,  and  then  went  on  to  New  York  where  we stayed  in  Dale’s  apartment.  I  put  Chance  in  school  at  PS  109, down in the Village. He got into fights with kids when he bragged about knowing the “Six Million Dollar Man,” They accused him of lying. Dale taught him to bite, and he used it to defend himself. 

(I had called the Producer and asked if I could do the show just so Chance could meet his TV Hero. Chance loved it). 

New  York  was  just  too  hard.  The  weather  was  cold  and sloshing  through  the  sleet  and  snow  wasn’t  my  idea  of  a  winter wonderland. I wasn’t a teenage girl out on my first big adventure. 

My  New  York  was  gone  forever.  This  New  York  was  just  too tough. 

I took Chance back to John Boyer and Broad Beach Road, and told Steve Salkin I wanted a divorce. I had put a down payment on three  little  cabins  in  Topanga  Canyon.  I  had  known  Topanga Canyon  through  Steve  McQueen  and  Will  Geer,  especially.  He had played the Grandpa in “The Reivers.” I felt comfortable there. 

It would be my hideout from the smog, noise, traffic and buzz of Hollywood. 

I wanted to  live in  one  cabin  and rent  out  the other two. This would be my safety net. I could even turn down work if I wanted to and still get by. 

I wanted to get back to New York and Dale, because we were planning  to  drive  with  his  belongings  back  to  California,  and  on the  way  go  through  Mississippi  and  Texas  to  raise  money  for  a movie his wife had written. He was still in New York working on the  film  script  with  her.  I  had  wanted  his  support  to  leave  Steve and now I had it. 
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We wanted to make movies and we even made up a contract to do so. I had contacts in L.A. and he had them in Mississippi and Texas  through  his  classmate,  Senator  Trent  Lock.  We  crawled through Mississippi seeing friends and potential investors, but no one wanted to invest in him or me. By the time we got to Texas the  Volkswagen  Van  we  were  driving  was  practically  done.  We had  to  stay  in  some  little  town  while  a  mechanic  fixed  it  well enough to crawl back to L.A. The whole trip was a bust. 

So  here  I  was  with  my  new  partner  in  a  sexless  relationship based  on  a  business  contract  with  no  business  prospects.  What little there was of a normal fashion had quickly ended. I was okay with that. It had always been painful and unexciting with him. But I hadn’t quite realized that I was hooked on the drugs. Along the way, at every stop,  with every friend we tried mushrooms, LSD, heroin, grass and more coke. 

I should have said good-bye, but I felt guilty. He kept harping that  I  had  disrupted  his  career  in  New  York,  and  he  needed  my help here in L.A. for a while. And that I needed him too, to help me with Chance. We could still be partners, he said. He also said he  had  been  in  film  school  with  a  guy  who  was  now  a  big producer, Joel Silver, and he knew he was better Joel. He said he knew he could make it to the very top in 3 years, if I just stuck by him. 
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Dale got really excited. He said that if he could  get his name on my  property  while  he  was  doing  some  engineering  consultation work  at  Tecolote  together  we  could  borrow  $100,000  on  my cabins, and he could borrow the rest from his brother. After the 17 

acres was secure, he would  quit claim  my cabins, and we would all be partners on the 17 acres. 

I  wasn’t  legally  married  to  Dale,  though  except  sexually,  we had  been  living  as  husband  and  wife  in  every  other  way.  I  felt married.  And  our  arrangement  did  provide  me  some  protected from all of the sexual predators in the business. I could say I was married and that allowed me a little protection. (Even at age 71I’m still getting hit on from both younger and older men). 

I really thought there was common law marriage in California. 

In Wyoming for example, if a couple lives together for 6 months, you are considered married. Now I know I was wrong. 

Dale was my partner. He helped me with Chance while  I was working.  I  paid  to  have  his  scripts  photocopied,  the  fancy stationery  he  had  to  have,  clothes  from  Fred  Segal,  food  and shelter. 

He bought an old red 1966 Corvette shell with his money, but I paid for the restoration. It went on and on. I worked occasionally, and  he  would  make  a  film  every  once  in  a  great  while.  During whole our 30 year relationship his total was about $300,000. 
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But Chance and I, or our careers were ever enough for him. He thought  of  himself  as  a  “Big  Shot”  in-waiting.  He  just  knew  he was  going  to  make  it  really  big,  and  when  he  did,  he’d  pay everyone back he had to use along the way. He owed his ex-wife money  for  a  script  she  had  written.  Dale  received  $25,000,  but hadn’t  given  her  anything.  And  I  can’t  remember  all  the  many friends  that  he  had  ripped-off  with  one  scheme  or  another.  He always swore he was going to make good with everyone. He said they  only  would  have  squandered  that  money  instead  of  making an investment in his future succeed, which was a sure bet. 

He never showed the least bit of interest in my career. From the beginning he only cared about  what  I  could  do to  aid  his  career. 

He always turned off the TV whenever I tried to watch my show 

“The Young and The Restless.” When I was working on the film, 

“A Gift from Heaven,” he refused to visit the set. 

At some point, I guess he just gave up and persuaded me to do the same. He said that I would never get any bigger or make any real money, and that I was simply getting too old. “Do you really want to see yourself looking not so good, up there on the screen?” 

He wore me down. His solution was retirement, and relocation to  the  Fijian  Islands.  He  wanted  out  of  this  country.  He  was running  from  something.  I  never  knew  or  asked  about  his finances,  fearing  his  wrath.  He  managed  everything.  He  even signed  my  checks  and  deposited  them.  And  I  didn’t  even  know where. 

For  thirty  years,  my  life  with  Dale  consisted  of  breakups  and make-ups,  drugs,  verbal  and  physical  abuse  and  the  occasional affair. 
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CHAPTER 16 

“THE STUNTMAN,” BEYOND METHOD ACTING 



Trying to be real in a world of illusions… 



The “The Stunt Man” starred Peter O’ Toole, who was a delight to  work  with.  He  was  brilliant  even  in  rehearsals,  playing  the sadistic  director.  Even  though  I  was  an  experienced  actress watching him creating his character with the aid of Richard Rush, the real director, was quite an education. 

I read my part for Richard at his house in Bel Air. I think I read a  few  times  before  finally  getting  the  gig.  Then  I  met  and immediately fell in love with Claude, the French woman who was his personal assistant. She was also a very sexy gal along with her many talents. She could do everything. When they later married, I was not surprised. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA My role was that of a movie hairdresser in this movie within a movie. I think I got it because I asked Richard if I could use him as a prop. My creativity or boldness seemed to have captured his imagination, and it was just the sort of thing the ballsy hairdresser would  have  done.  As  I  sat  him  down  in  the  chair  and  ran  my fingers through his hair as I pretended to dye it, his assistant at the time,  Claude,  read  the  dialogue  with  me.  Not  quite  the  same  as reading  with  the  actor  that  you  will  be  playing  opposite,  but Richard loved it just the same. 

I’m always so happy and thrilled when I get job. And that’s the way  I was feeling then in spite of my dismal  domestic situation. 

Dale  and  I  had  broken  up  again.  It  wasn’t  the  first  time  and  it wouldn’t  be  the  last,  but  we  still  maintained  a  civil  working relationship  because  he  said  he  would  always  have  feelings  for Chance  and  want  to  care  for  him.  I  needed  him  to  do  just  that while I was on location. 

Peter  O’Toole  was  playing  the  role  of  this  Svengali-like director of a movie which seemed to have been jinxed. They had lost  a  stuntman  in  one  of  a  long  series  of  mishaps  when  this deserter  from  the  Vietnam  War  happens  upon  on  the  set.  The deserter,  played  by  Steve  Railsback,  while  on  the  run  from  the police, is  allowed to  hideout with  the movie people in  return for replacing the dead stuntman. 

It was a hard shoot. And it took forever to get the movie onto the big screen. Though to this day, many people tell me it is their favorite movie of all time. Peter was up for an Academy Award, and  of  course  he  should  have  gotten  it.  I  am  a  member  of  the Academy  and  I  admit  I  do  vote  emotionally,  and  I  suspect  that most members do the same. 
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We  were  on  location  at  the  old  Hotel  Del  Coronado  (It’s  was considered quite a historical landmark even then, and reported to be haunted). That’s where the entire cast and crew stayed. But we hadn’t  been  there  very  long  before  the  ghosts  start  with  their hijinks. Every morning before the sun even came up I took a walk on the beach while waiting for the kitchen to open. There wasn’t any way I was going to spend any more time alone in that room than I had to. 

Too many things happened at the Del Coronado for anyone to convince me that ghosts don’t exist. For example, I was brushing my hair one bright sunny morning around 10 AM not very scary at all  you’d  say.  The  phone  rang  and  I  set  my  hairbrush  down carefully  on  the  bathroom  sink,  answered  the  phone,  and  then went back to the bathroom to finish doing my hair. No brush! 

I looked everywhere, even under the bed. I thought I may have taken it with me while I sat on the bed talking. No...I kept looking. 

Then the window  which  I had opened  earlier crashed down.  I lifted it up again, and stuck a book under it to hold it high enough to get some air. I went back into the bathroom and looked under the  tub  for  my  hairbrush.  It  was  one  of  those  old  fashioned  tubs with  the  claw  feet  underneath.  Nothing...I  went  back  into  the bedroom and checked the bed again. Nothing! I finally gave up. I went back into the bathroom to brush my teeth, and there was my hairbrush  balancing  on  the  edge  of  the  sink.  It  was  actually waving  slightly  as  if  someone  had  just  placed  it  so  precariously that it would titter in a deliberate effort to freak me out. 

215 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA The  hairs  on  the  back  of  my  neck  stood  up  and  my  arms  had goose-bumps. I got out of that room and ran downstairs with my hair  looking  wild.  The  toothbrush  was  still  in  my  one  hand.  I quickly  joined  two  of  the  wardrobe  girls  who  were  sitting  at  a table  in  the  dining  room.  I  just  invited  myself  to  their  table  and pushed into a vacant chair. 

They  saw  me  shaking  and  they  asked  what  was  wrong.  I  told them what had happened as best I could in my excited state, while trying not to sound too crazy. They told me that they had moved out  because one of them had woken up while having the feeling that she was being smothered by a pillow. But later, they couldn’t find anyone there. The other girl was working and was not in the room  at  the  time.  So  the  girl  who  had  felt  that  she  was  being smothered had been all alone. 

Windows kept opening and shutting and they just got spooked. 

They asked to be moved. They were, but they weren’t allowed to reveal why. 

I  remember  looking  out  the  windows  and  thinking  what  a beautiful day, much too nice to believe that all of this weird stuff could  possibly  be  happening.  We  were  just  working  long  hours and our imaginations were running away with us seemed to be the only explanation. 

216 

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  

Nonetheless, I hit the beach and there I ran into Claude. That’s how we started our long walks together. It became both a physical and mental exercise for us. I didn’t say anything about the ghosts. 

I didn’t know her that well, and she was too close to Richard Rush and the producers. I didn’t want her to think that I was a flake. I wanted  her  to  see  me  as  together  and  professional.  But  as  time went by we began to share secrets and our bond was sealed. I was able to forget about all the problems in my life when Claude and I had our therapeutic walks. 

Claude  was  also  great  friends  with  Tippi  Hedren  the  fine actress  and  animal  conservationist.  Tippi  would  sometimes  give her lion cubs to look after at Richard’s mansion. She showed me photos  of  these  little  cats  and  told  me  how  she  had  given  them bottles of formula to suck on. She even took me to Tippi’s huge ranch,  and  showed  me  all  the  big  cats.  I  was  with  Claude  when Tippi  gave  her  two  little  baby  leopards  to  nurture.  I  dearly  love Claude and Richard to  this  day. Though Richard has had a heart transplant they are still together and very much in love. 

I  went  back  to  my  room  and  everything  looked  normal.  The maid must have come in, the window was down and the bed was made.  My  hairbrush  was  arranged  with  my  other  toiletries  very neatly in the bathroom above the sink. 
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It seemed like only minutes later, when I woke up again with a start.  It  was  freezing  cold  and  I  was  trembling  from  the  chilling wind  blowing  through  the  open  window.  The  window  was  wide open  again  and  the  lights  were  now  on.  I  got  up  and  closed  the window, turned off all the lights and went back to sleep. 

A short time later, I was woken for the third time. Now I could hear children running and laughing in the hallway and tapping at my door. I turned on the lights, put on my robe and went outside into the hallway. When I walked past the elevator it seemed to be moving slightly. I heard the children running and laughing around the  corner  in  another  hall.  I  ran  towards  the  sounds  and  no  one was there. Suddenly there was only silence. 

Then I heard a door slam. I ran back to my room and the door was  closed  and  locked  tight.  I  couldn’t  get  back  inside.  We  had our own keys and the door just didn’t automatically lock, you had to  turn  the  key  to  lock  it.  Were  those  kids  now  inside  of  my Room? I banged on the door and it slowly creaked open. No one was there, but the window was again wide open. 
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I ran down past the elevator. It was still moving. But the barely noticeable  motion  had  now  been  replaced  with  violent  thrusting. 

Oh  no!  I  remembered  that  someone  told  me  the  elevator  didn’t work and wasn’t ever used. I ran down the long, curving stairway into the office and bumped into Chuck Bails the Head Stuntman on  the  film  and  Richard  Rush’s  best  friend.  Chuck  was  also playing  the  Head  Stuntman  in  the  film  within  a  film.  He  was standing right in front of the office’s doorway, talking to the night manager.  I  gushed  out  to  him  every  detail  of  what  had  just happened. 

He  just  returned  from  some  late  shooting  and  had  another Stuntman there with him. I guessed they had had a few to unwind, because they both seemed to be a little tipsy. Chuck slurred out to the other guy, “Let’s just go up there and nail the window down for the pretty lady!” 

The office manager who had been listening to  all of this said, 

“If you are having problems with that room, I can move you right now to another one in our new addition down the road.” I didn’t hesitate. I moved that very night into the new building. 

We  didn’t  have  the  same  kinds  of  supernatural  activity  in  the new building. But there were three or four false fire alarms. When these  alarms  occurred,  everyone  would  gather  outside  in  their pajamas, nightgowns and robes, after being torn from their dreams by the shrieking of the alarms. We stood outside speculated if this was the real thing or just another false alarm. After a bit the fire-trucks would come and declare the building safe. 

Setting  off  the  fire  alarms  was  the  final  bit  of  mischief  those ghosts at the Del Coronado played on us. The alarms didn’t scare me like those windows, though. 
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Meanwhile  I  had  my  long  walks  with  Claude  on  the  beach  to distract  me.  We  were  like  little  girls  running  and  skipping  for miles! It was really fun when the soldiers from the nearby base ran by.  They  weren’t  allowed  to  even  look  our  way.  But  we  were determined to make them look. We took to wearing bikinis on our walks  and  when  they  came  running  by  in  their  formations,  we dashed into the water and splashed around and gave them a show they  had  to  pretend  they  didn’t  see.  It  must  have  been  difficult orders for horny young warriors to obey. 

Claude was Richard Rush’s assistant not his lover, she swore to me. He had a girlfriend who came down from Beverly Hills. She was tall and thin and had the look of the times. She was well put together,  but  I  didn’t  think  the  look  was  very  classy.  I  always wanted to be thought of as classy. Who doesn’t? 

She  bought  gifts  for  all  the  cast  and  crew  for  Richard.  This wasn’t even near the end of the shoot. Claude and I laughed at her. 

I  did  anyway.  Claude  wasn’t  a  gossip  and  always  defended Richard. This girl was buying cheap copies of Louie Vitton bags and briefcases for us that none of us would have been seen dead with. I guess I was a little cruel in my comments to Claude about Richard’s  girlfriend’s  taste,  but  I  saw  Claude  and  Richard  as  a couple long before even they knew they were in love. 

I  had  such  a  good  time  with  Claude  listening  to  her  talking about her love of wild things. Not too long ago she climbed a tree after her cat and got bit by a deer tick and has had one bad episode after  another,  health  wise,  including  Lyme  disease  and  other things. 
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My  big  scene  in  the  movie  comes,  when  I  as  the  hairdresser have to give the new Stuntman/Deserter a dye job so that he can double for the film’s hero in the movie-within the movie. I had to seduce Steve Railback’s character in the scene, and I knew it had to be really sexy. But how graphic, I could only guess? Hollywood movies  had  been  getting  progressively  more  graphic  in  their depiction of sex, with increasing nudity from the sixties on. 

No matter how hard I had tried to get into the character, I still wasn’t  comfortable with public nudity. And no  matter what  they said  or  did  about  a  “Closed  set”  it  was  a  still  a  case  of  public nudity.  I  had  tried  everything  I  could  think  of  to  get  myself psyched up for the scene. I even flashed a crowd of fans who were there  to  watch  movie  magic  being  made  in  person.  I  may  have convinced some of the cast and crew that I was the embodiment of the  sassy,  sex-driven  character  I  was  playing,  but  I  hadn’t  even come close to convincing myself. I was a nervous wreck! 

It  started  off  with  the  dying  of  his  hair.  He  had  come  in  with Peter  O’Toole  (The  director)  looking  like  the  scary  Charles Manson  character  that  Steve  had  just  played  in  a  TV  Movie 

“Helter  Skelter.”  When  my  character,  Denise  the  hairdresser finishes  with  him,  he  comes  out  looking  like  the  biggest  heart throb  ever...blonde  and  gorgeous.  Denise  is  so  turned  on  by  her new creation that she ends up raping him in a pile of dirty laundry, partially supplied by the gal that the new Stuntman/Deserter really wants, the female lead, played by Barbara Hershey. 
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There  is  always  a  camera  angle  from  which  to  shoot  that conceals more then it reveals. Up on the screen you don’t see the pink parts, but when someone is hanging around the set, they can get  to  a  vantage  point  from  which  they  can  see  everything  their small  second  brains  can  conceived.  The  Closed  Set  sparks  the Peeping  Toms  in  men,  and  sometimes  even  women.  They  will hide anywhere to get their voyeuristic desires gratified. 

Afterwards  their  eyes  are  all  glassy,  and  you  can  tell  through the  rest  of  the  week  whenever  one  of  them  says  hello  to  you  or good  morning  if  they  had  been  among  the  set-crashers.  They’ve gazed  on  your  pinkest  part  and  can’t  get  it  out  of  their  minds. 

Their  eyes  shine  through  a  frozen  stare  and  you  know  they’ve devoured your private parts with those same eyes. 

They even hideout in the rafters and under tables. That’s where this man had hidden, right below where we were shooting. He was half  hidden  under  some  equipment  trying  to  look  like  he  was doing something important. I finally caught a glimpse of him and whispered to Richard Rush to get the guy out of my crotch view. 

Richard misunderstood me and said something to Steve Railsback, and then yelled “Action!” 
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As Steve pulled down my pants, grabbed my naked bottom and squeezed my cheeks, he accidentally spread me so wide that this guy got his eyes full of what he was really there for. I jumped up after the take, pointed my finger at the intruder and roared for him to “Get the hell off the set!” Believe me, he was removed quickly. 

Then  we  shot  it  again,  and  again,  about  10  more  times.  We were shooting in a warehouse not on a sound stage. We were on location and there was a big crowd outside. I had to walk through them to get to the lunch wagon and my dressing room throughout the day. The crowd was getting noisy and louder and Richard kept shooting that scene over and over. 

Finally the shooting day was finished. By this time, it was dark and everyone had gone back to their rooms.  I had finished up in my dressing room and started the short walk to the parking lot. I wanted to get some items out of my car before heading to my new dwelling in the Del Coronado’s extension building. 

On my way to the car, I was grabbed from behind without any warning. I was slightly angry, and high from all the sexual energy of the day spent rubbing underneath Steve Railsback’s hard-on. I was angry at Richard Rush for not hearing me correctly about the guy  ogling  my  crotch  and  frustrated  from  the  unfulfilled  sexual friction Steve and I had produced. 
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The guy flew. He was down. But he was starting to come at me again. When I got the chance, I jumped inside my car and locked the doors. He stood there as if daring me to come at him. I drove right at the creep. Thud--God! I had hit him, maybe killed him. I wasn’t  thinking,  just  reacting.  I  was  in  a  “Fight  or  flight”  mode and I had always ran before but this time circumstances made me a fighter. This time he ran. I saw him slowly rise and limp away as fast as his injuries would allow. 

After catching my breath and ensuring that he hadn’t returned, I walked  out  of  that  parking  lot  heading  in  the  wrong  direction. 

Then I found Chuck Bails, suddenly towering over me. My body crumbled  against  his  and  I  begged  him  to  buy  me  a  drink.  I couldn’t  be  alone,  and  it  was  just  my  luck  that  I  ran  into  Ol’ 

Chuckie Baby. 

He bought me that drink, and gave me a toot of coke as well. 

Then we went back to his hotel room. He was the port in the storm that  just  appeared  when  I  really  needed  one.  But  he  was  also determined  to  get  what  he  needed  as  well.  Without  thinking  too long or hard about it, I came to the conclusion that here was a big strong, good looking man who could protect me, at least for rest of the night. 
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Afterwards when we were lying there, and he was smoking his cigarette and I was feeling safe and at peace, his pillow-talk turned to business. He remarked that he would never use an actress in one of his films that he had slept with. At the time he did have some projects  in  the  works,  and  now  the  big  jerk  was  informing  me, without  so  much  as  a  decent  interval,  that  I  wouldn’t  have  a chance at any of them. After screwing me I was no longer eligible for a role in one of his crummy movies. He would never hire me for  anything.  What  a  slap  in  the  face!  I  didn’t  stay  the  night.  I found my way back to my place alone. 

Later  when  he  wanted  to  have  sex  with  me  again  I  informed him as sarcastically as I could muster at the time; that nobody on a shoot  gets  me  more  than  once.  I  finally  had  the  character  of Denise down. 

I had her down all right. But all the mooning and flashing had backfired.  I ended up feeling more like that pile of dirty laundry than an alluring temptress, and it got worse. 

After my sex scene with Railsback and the knife attack, trying to avoid running into Chuck the next day, I decided to go dancing rather than drive back to Topanga that weekend. I didn’t want to face  Dale  and  everything  that  went  with  my  life  in  Topanga.  I wanted to make the most of my time away from all of that and I also  really  needed  to  get  the  icky  feeling  of  being  with  Ol’ 

Chuckie Baby out of my system. 
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So consistent with my MO and to kill two birds with one stone, I put myself in a place where I knew I would be picked if I chose to, and I chose to. He was a Bouncer at one of the nightclubs near the hotel. 

Chuck  Bail  had  put  me  down  even  before  he  ever  got  his project together, if he ever did. I needed to be with someone who didn’t  know me or could do anything for me, someone who was just plain attracted to me. 

The  Bouncer  had  come  up  to  me  several  times,  bringing  me drinks,  and  watching  me  dance  with  other  guys.  He  told  me  he was  watching  out  for  me  and  wanted  to  know  why  I  was  there alone. He told me to wait  for him and he would make sure I got home okay. We ended up going back to his place. 

Here was a person who wasn’t on the shoot, a regular guy, not knowing who I was, just a face in the crowd. This was my attempt to escape from a reality that was just too painful, plus it was very like  Denise.  Once  you  finally  get  into  character,  sometimes,  it’s hard to get back out. 
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Dale had informed me before that awful night when I had that knife  to  my  throat,  that  he  was  going  to  drive  Barbara  Hershey down to start her work on the film. 

He  also  informed  me  that  she  had  opened  the  door  to  him, topless, a few days ago, and confessed to having had a good time with  her.  He  also  said  that  it  didn’t  mean  anything.  And  if  she were to say anything to me, I was to consider the source. He also said  she needed  a ride to San Diego  for herself  and later for her housekeeper. He was complaining that he felt like she was using him for her personal chauffeur. 

Dale hadn’t even touched me in a sexual way for some time. He didn’t want me and he never allowed me to forget it. Though there were many times when he had been with other women, I was still not  supposed  to  be  with  any  other  man.  I  finally  came  to  the realization that the only way that I would be able to cope with this arrangement was to beat him at his own game. 

And like everything I do, I put my whole heart and soul into it. 

After  I  had  made  my  decision,  I  didn’t  want  to  know  about anything. I didn’t want to hear any confessions and I wasn’t going to make any. 

Poor  Barbara,  most  of  my  dialogue  with  Steve  Railsback  had been trashing the film’s leading lady because in between her film roles,  she  had  done  commercials  for  Dog  Food  and  feminine Hygiene  Products.  So,  my  dialogue  was  referring  to  all  those actors  who  had  abandoned  the  pure  love  of  their  art  to  make  a buck, and then hated themselves for it. 
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But now, I felt jealous that it had given her career a big boost and the chance to play the role that I thought I should have. 

She was not  the most accessible person in  the world  and now my  so  called  man  had  chosen  to  be  intimate  with  her  over  me. 

Well, it all became fodder which I could, and did, use to flesh out my character. 

During  most  of  those  years,  Chance  was  the  one  consistent reason  for  me  to  keep  on  living.  I  would  never  do  anything consciously to hurt him. And all the time I thought I needed Dale for  Chance  as  well.  I  really  thought  Chance  loved  and  needed Dale. 

I began to think I wouldn’t make it in this life if my eyes were really open and I was aware of what I was doing, what everyone else around me was doing as well. I felt like I was living in Fuck Town, USA. And now, I was ready to join them and just give up on my idea of a moral wholesome lifestyle, and just embrace this hedonism  which  surrounded  me.  Of  course,  that  didn’t  work either.  It  took  me  sometime  to  admit  that  even  to  myself.  I  was either a bad girl or a sick girl. Sick meant being helpless. But bad meant that I was making my own decisions. The denial had started long ago and continued. 
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I  was  spared  seeing  Dale  delivered  Barbara  to  the  hotel.  Dale dropped her off before bringing Chance to me. 

I was saved again, seeing Chance’s sweet little face. He stayed with me for a couple of weeks. The wardrobe girls wanted to put him in the movie and they did. He is an extra in the funeral scene in  the  movie  within  the  movie,  when  Barbara’s  character  is visiting the grave of her lost lover as an old woman. Barbara got upset  and  started  asking  Richard  why  her  son  couldn’t  do  what Chance  was  doing.  Why,  when  she  was  the  star,  wasn’t  she notified? 

“Oh God, save me from all of this pettiness,” I thought. 

I told her that it was probably because Chance just happened to be visiting me at the right time. Barbara snarled. 

She  was  always  talking  down  to  people  and  being  downright rude.  I  remember  hearing  her  say  that  she  was  sick  and  tired  of Steven  Railsback  being  called  “Brilliant.”  Later  when  an interviewer  asked  her  how  it  was  to  work  with  me,  she  said, 

“Well, I really didn’t have any scenes with Sharon Farrell.” Right! 

She had me removed from the only scene we had together. In the scene  I  was  supposed  to  spray  her  with  water  to  simulate  sweat. 

That  was  fine  with  me.  One  of  the  real  makeup  girls,  a  real sweetheart, did it. It was she that you saw in the movie. My only concern  was  that  Barbara  might  be  mean  to  Chance.  Though  I never heard her say or do anything along those lines. 

229 
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Barbara Hershey had a way of being standoffish and cold most of the time. She was thinking about changing her name to Barbara Seagull  during  that  period.  She  had  already  changed  her  son’s named to Free. At the school where he and Chance both attended, (Barbara  and  I  were  neighbors  at  the  time  in  Topanga)  Free preferred to be called Tom to fit in. 

The wardrobe girls especially, and the rest of the cast and crew made a point of being nice to Chance. I remember Peter O’Toole being extremely kind. He even taught him how to play catch. The Sound Men let him listen to all the conversations that were going on.  Even  when  the  actors  weren’t  in  scenes,  we  were  stayed miced-up ready for our next scene. But we would often forget to turn them off when we took a break. 

Chance  loved  it  all.  He  especially  enjoyed  hearing  the  toilets flush  when  someone  on  break  had  taken  their  live  mics  into  the restroom.  He  was  at  the  age  where  that  sound  was  extremely funny. Some of the Sound Men’s senses of humor seemed to have been arrested at around age 8 as well. They enjoy listening to mics that hadn’t  been turned  off, too.  I never was aware that this was going on before Chance told me. 

John  Boyer  and  his  Mom  pick  up  Chance  a  week  before  we finished the shoot. 
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Now the shooting of “The Stuntman” was over, it was time for the usual Wrap Party that went on and on sometimes for days. We were  still  high  from  the  satisfaction  at  completing  the  work,  of course.  And  all  that  coke!  No  one  slept  for  at  least  a  couple  of days. We were burning our candles at both ends and no one cared. 

After  a  while  a  Film’s  Company  starts  to  bond  and  create  a little family. There is always a sister on every set that you didn’t get  on  well  with,  inspired  by  petty  gossip  and  bickering  and  a brother who always says the wrong thing, or a cousin who might be upstaging  you, or  you him…well you know families. It is the same with a movie crew and you grow fast attachments. Shallow they may be, but it’s always a letdown after you finish a movie or a TV series. 

Barbara Hershey was being super sweet at last. It was just the role she had been playing in the film and I congratulated her on all of her magnificent work. Though I wanted that part so very much, I’ve  got  to  give  the  devil  her  due,  she  was  truly  wonderful.  She asked if I was staying over or going back that night. I figured she was  looking  for  transportation  and  I  didn’t  want  to  be  her chauffeur any more than Dale had. I needed one myself. I told her that  this  was  one  party  where  I  was  going  to  stay  until  the  very end. 

That  Wrap  Party  was  a  Wrap  Party  to  end  all  Wrap  Parties! 

Celebration time was here and we were ready for it. There was an abundance of booze, drugs, sex and rock and roll. 

231 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  really  wanted  to  sneak  out  and  go  and  hide  and  lick  my wounds.  But  I  couldn’t  tell  her  that.  If  I  could  have  magically transported myself back to Topanga I might have; but I was with people here that were my family. And I just couldn’t handle being alone  right  then.  I  was  so  messed  up,  while  still  yearning  to wallow in that which was messing me up. 

It was a two-hour drive to get back home and God only knew what was waiting for me there. I didn’t know whether Dale would be there or not or if anyone would be with him. I didn’t want the film  to  be  over  and  closing  the  party  was  just  an  excuse  for  not going home. 

I was  going in  circles as to  how and when  I should  go home. 

But  there  was  no  way  I  wanted  to  drive  home  alone  and  a  crew member, an electrician named Thomas saw to it that I didn’t. He had always been very kind and polite. I allowed him to kinda latch onto  me.  Thomas  was  a  little  bald,  but  still  kinda  cute.  He  was unassuming and easy to be with. Mostly I liked his personality, I thought. I didn’t find him threatening in any sexual way. He was maybe the only one I remember who wasn’t leering at me after my scene with Railsback. He might have been hired later. But that fact alone singled him out. 

Anyway, his big truck had gone ahead while some of the other electricians  were  driving  home  together.  He  offered  to  drive  my car up if I dropped him at his house in the Valley. I went for it. I finally  decided  I  wanted  to  leave  when  I  saw  Chuck  moving toward me. 

We  slipped  into  the  rest  room  snorted  some  coke.  Then  we were gone before anyone noticed. 
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At  one  of  our  stops  he  bought  some  good  music  and  I  was chauffeured back to L.A. in a nice mellow daze. He had plenty of coke and some of the most expensive French Champagne Claude could  find  in  San  Diego,  a  bucket  of  caviar,  crackers,  fruit  and cheese as to nibble on during the drive. We kept the Champagne bottle we were drinking in a huge bucket full of ice. 

I was finding out that the crew knows how to make the most of a movie set. Now I knew where all those cases of Pepsi had gone. 

The crew ripped them off. 

By  the  time  we  got  to  his  place  I  was  so  high,  drunk  and wobbly, that he had to carry me inside. He said I should stay the night and go home in the morning. 

He was looking better and better, and he was just so sweet and gentle. He was like an old pair of slippers, just so comfortable, and the  Lemon  Quaalude  he  had  given  me  helped  me  come  down...I was  in  heaven.  I  vaguely  remember  his  saying  something  like, 

“Show  me  what  you’ve  got...give  me  a  taste  of  older  woman. 

Show me what you’ve got to give!” 

Number one, I didn’t feel that old, and he was the one with the balding  head;  and two,  I felt like he had slapped me in  the face. 

Mind you, this was said after we’d already had sex once. I slurred, 

“Okay, I’ll show you how it’s done. But  I need some more coke and  another  half  of  a  Lude,  Thomas  my  man!”  And  with  that,  I passed out on him. 

I woke up very  early, thinking  I’d run down to  the beach and maybe meet up with Claude. Then I saw this guy I didn’t know in bed beside me. I looked around and waited for things to fall into place. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Oh  yeah, “Show me how it’s done old  woman!” still  stuck in my head. When I went to the bathroom to pee, I found a number of Ludes rolling around on the floor from his prescription bottle. I scooped them up. And on my way out I also lifted his arm off the Champagne bottle, took a bag of coke we had been lying on and snuck out of his house. 

I jumped inside my car and drove off with all the Champagne and caviar and tapes that were still inside the car. Then I tried to figure out how to get out of the stupid Valley. I was so pissed he had  called  me  “old,”  but  I  was  satisfied  as  the  dickens  with  my bounty.  I found a phone about  a half hour’s drive from  Topanga after I’d gone around in circles for at least an hour, everything in the  valley  looks  the  same.  I  called  home  and  told  Dale  where  I was. That should give anyone who might be there time to get out. 

When  he  answered  he  sounded  as  if  he  was  still  half  asleep. 

Dale had given up his apartment in town and moved back into my house  in  Topanga.  Chance  was  at  the  beach  with  John.  When  I found a hairbrush filled with long brown hairs in my bathroom I didn’t ask any questions. I kept my mouth shut. But the scent of Barbara  Hershey  lingered.  I’d  recognized  her  hairspray  and perfume anywhere. 

I was beat and beaten. I climbed into the bed next to Dale. Still half asleep, he moved over and put his arm around me. He wasn’t interested in me as a woman and I knew it. I didn’t care because I had my secrets too, and I was tired. I was out of work, again...and again,  feeling  deep  down  in  my  heart  that  I  might  never  get another  job.  My  participation  in  the  making  of  “The  Stuntman” 

was finally over, I had returned to reality. 
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“THE LAST RIDE OF THE DALTON GANG,” PLAYING 

OUTLAWS GOT WAY OUT OF HAND 



Falling in love with love is a sucker’s play. 



I finally got a reading for a role in a movie for which it seemed like  every  actress  in  town  was  after,  and  was  certain  they  were going to  get.  I was at MGM to read for the role of Flo  Quick in 

“The Last Ride of the Dalton Gang.” Flo was an ex-school teacher who was running a bordello. She fell in love with Bob Dalton, the gang’s leader, and gave up her house with its gaggle of girls to rob banks and trains with the infamous gang in the late 1880s. 

Lynn Loring, who was married to Roy Thinnes the star of the hit  TV  series,  “Invaders”  at  the  time,  had  given  up  a  wonderful acting career to become a producer. She arranged the meeting for me. She was actually the Line Producer for the film though never credited. Lynn was kind enough to let me come in and read. She truly helped me even to  the point of suggesting how I should do my hair and makeup for this period role. She was just so talented and  creative  in  every  aspect  of  the  business.  She  eventually achieved  the  lofty  position  of  president  of  MGM/UA  Television Productions. 
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When  I received a call back, it was to  read this time with  the actor  who  was  playing  the  role  of  Bob  Dalton,  Cliff  Potts.  Cliff had  just  finished  a  mini-series  in  Hawaii,  and  was  still  very  hot. 

He was also a very handsome leading man, a Brad Pitt type. There were many savvy people in the business who thought at the time that he was destined to have a Brad Pitt type career as well. 

As  he  entered  the  room  he  greeted  me  with  the  biggest  smile one  could  imagine.  I  liked  him  instantly  for  being  so  kind  to  a fellow actor who  was still trying to  get  a job.  Cliff and  I had so much chemistry in that office, that I was certain I would do well in the reading even before we started. 

We just sizzled in the scene as we read together. Afterwards we started  laughing  so  hard  that  we  unable  to  stop.  I  think  we  may have scared each other a little, but it was a thrilling kind of fear. 

With Cliff’s help I had killed it. I just knew it. Even the director had exclaimed that he wished the camera had been rolling and we were in wardrobe. 

I walked out of that office two inches off the ground. I had the role! 

We  had  2  months  before  shooting  started  to  learn  to  ride  our horses really well. There is a scene where we had to ride alongside of railroad tracks and jump from our horses onto a moving train, and we all really did it. 
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Her character had fallen in love with the youngest brother of the clan, Emmett Dalton, played by “Chips” star, Larry Wilcox. Julie told me I reminded her of her sister, Barbara, so we bonded almost immediately.  Julie  was  sweet  and  dear,  perfect  casting  as  the preacher’s daughter who was just a little bit naughty. 

During  those  2  months  we  had  rehearsals  and  continued  with the intense riding lessons. After each lesson, I wouldn’t be able to walk  for the rest  of the  day, my inner thighs were just that sore. 

We had a number of meetings and rehearsals with the rest of our outlaw gang and we all eventually bonded. 

Randy  Quaid,  Bo  Hopkins,  Jack  Palance,  and  Dale  Robertson rounded out our extraordinary cast. It was a lively, talented bunch, and  we  were  to  shoot  on  location  which  usually  presented  many opportunities for hijinks. So I was expecting a real adventure. 

One afternoon after at the end of our riding lesson, Julie and I went out to have a beer and got a little drunk. We jokingly decided that  we  were  both  going  to  have  serious  affairs  on  this  shoot.  I hadn’t been getting along with Dale for several years and we were already  living  pretty  much  separate  lives.  He  had  moved  into  an apartment  in  Hollywood,  but  hadn’t  severed  all  ties.  He  still wanted us to be friends with privileges. In his case the privileges didn’t  have  anything  to  do  with  sex.  It  was  all  about  money borrowing privileges. 
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Julie was single and ready to fall in love. I was four years into a relationship  that  had  again  proved  that  I  didn’t  know  anything about  men  or  how  to  choose  one.  I  was  following  my  old, somewhat tired routine by now, of finding a new man to help me clear away the debris left over from the last one. 

I  had  already  picked  Cliff.  And  Julie  confided  in  me  that  she had  always  had  a  crush  on  Bo  Hopkins.  She  had  made  up  her mind even before we departed for location that Bo was going to be her husband. I dreamed the same dream about Cliff. I had no idea or even any thoughts about whether he was already married or not. 

Bo reminded me so much of Steve McQueen. He could even do a  great  imitation  of  his  voice  and  posturing  that  was  downright scary.  Our  friendship  has  survived  a  brief,  drug-induced  sexual encounter which he likes to brag about when he’s had a few and I like to deny when I’m sober, which is all the time these days. (The rascal called me a few weeks ago in his Steve McQueen voice. It gave me goose-bumps. My heart seemed to stop for a few seconds even after all the years that Steve has been gone). 

I told Dale at least a month before that I was through with him. 

He had given me a whack over something and I felt like this was my chance to finally get away from him for good. I would be out of town, and Chance would be at the beach with his dad. Dale had taken up with an old girlfriend of producer, Dick Rosetti, over at 20th Century Fox. She was on the rebound from breaking up with Dick and her father was also a really big producer. Dale thought he could make that work for him, somehow. 
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When  I  arrived  on  location,  I  was  one  sad,  lonely,  sexually frustrated thirty-eight year old woman with a plan.  Looking back on it now I think all of those guys somehow sensed that about me. 

Maybe, the way he-dogs can sense when a bitch is in heat. All  I know is things sure didn’t go according to plans. 

I would eventually become intimate with four of the actors on that  shoot  if  you  include  the  little  mishap  with  Bo.  Veteran character actor, Jack Palance would be the first. 

Every morning a shirtless Jack Palance would put his aged, but still  buffed  body  on  display  for  all  to  see  as  he  engaged  in  his daily exercise ritual. Gosh, he was buff! Even with his unattractive face, with that broken nosed, boxer-look, the aging actor was still a presence to be reckoned with. 

Whenever  I  would  walk  near  him,  he  would  stare  at  me  with that evil grin he had, and scratch his nails slowly on the wall near his  face.  He  was  strange  and  really  scary.  I  hoped  that  he  was putting  on  an  act  and  that  I  didn’t  really  have  anything  to  fear from this old dude. I just refused to believe otherwise. 

One night we all went out dancing. I was dancing very closely with Cliff. We hadn’t done anything yet, but we had telegraphed our  intensions.  We  both  knew  it  was  just  a  matter  of  time. 

Suddenly Jack grabbed me and I spun right out of Cliff’s arms. I yelled, “Cliff!” 
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Jack continued spinning me until I started to feel a little dizzy. I was  tripping  all  over  myself  and  Jack  as  well.  I  just  couldn’t follow  him.  “Please,  please  stop,  I’m  sorry,  I  just  can’t  follow you.” 

To  this  day,  I  pride  myself  on  being  a  great  dancer  who  can follow  anyone,  but  here  I  was  tripping  over  my  own  feet  and embarrassed beyond words. I just wanted to disappear. Then Jack leaned in close and whispered in my ear, “Just relax, I will do it all. I will carry you along, just relax into me.” 

I did relax, because to do otherwise would have required me to try  to  break  the  vice-like  grip  of  an  incredibly  strong  old  man, which  couldn’t  help  but  cause  a  scene.  I  didn’t  want  that.  All  I wanted was to dance even closer with Cliff if that were possible. 

Then  almost  magically,  we  started  gliding  across  the  floor  in perfect unison. He was a great dancer. His dancing was as strange, kinky and weird as his personality, but also undeniably great. The floor  cleared  as  he  spun  me  around  in  the  most  bizarre  dance  I could ever imagine. I was now locked into it. All the other would-be  dancers  had  become  voyeurs  to  this  surrealistically,  erotic spectacle. 

He  frightened  me  to  my  core,  but  when  everyone  started  to applaud, I became conscious of the fact that I wasn’t all alone with that sexual beast of a man and totally at his mercy. Their applause brought me back to reality and the fear soon subsided. 
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He floated away and Cliff quickly caught me in his arms. 

I  was  also  being  courted  by  Randy  Quaid,  who  was  10  years my  junior.  Randy  had  arrived  on  location  before  Cliff.  We  had played together like little kids. He was so funny, in a really silly, charming  way,  but  still  just  a  playmate.  There  was  no  sexual attraction there for me at all, though there wasn’t any doubt about his intensions, and now Jack Palance was in the mix. No! No! No! 

This was not the plan at all... 

One  afternoon,  following  many  long  hours  of  shooting,  I  was wearily  climbing  the  stairs  up  the  side  of  the  hotel  to  my  room, when Jack seemed to appear out of nowhere. He grabbed me from behind  as  stealthily  as  a  cat  with  a  mouse.  He  had  pounced without  warning.  I  didn’t  have  time  to  think.  I  froze.  I  couldn’t react.  I  pleaded,  crying  “What  are  you  doing?  Jack!  Stop  this! 

Please stop, don’t, don’t do this.” 

I  just  couldn’t  believe  that  this  was  happening  in  broad daylight, where anyone could have seen us. He wouldn’t stop. He continued to hold me down. 

In a flash he was underneath my skirt. I tried to struggle but it was futile. He was so strong. 
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I  went  into  some  level  of  shock  and  started  to  respond  in  an automatic  kind  of  way.  I  was  frozen  with  fright  and  was  totally focused on survival. Then at some point, I realized I wasn’t going to  die.  I  remember  it  coming  as  a  great  sense  of  relief.  That adrenaline  rush  started  to  subside  and  somehow  I  knew  that  my guardian  angel  had  come  through  for  me  again.  I  felt  like  I  had entered into a protected safe zone. 

I heard Jack humming or growling in the far distance with his indifference to  what  I was feeling. Then another rush of intense, mixed  emotions  overcame  me.  I  suddenly  became  terrified  of what was happening to my mind. I had begun to misinterpret this sense of peace in terms of pleasure. 

I became more frightened by my reaction than I was of him and he  scared  me  to  death.  Had  the  years  of  a  loveless,  platonic relationship with Dale made me so desperate that I was giving off signals,  “Any  man,  come  one,  come  all,  desperate  woman  in need.” Was this my own fault? 

I had just done a scene when Cliff and Bo Hopkins characters first  came  to  my  house  of  prostitution.  It  was  the  first  time  my character  had  met  Bob  Dalton.  He  and  his  friends  were  buying horses from me. I knew it was a matter of hours before I would be intimate with Cliff. It was getting so I could not stand being next to him without thinking of having him inside me. All day, playing that scene over and over, just waiting for when the day’s shooting was over and Cliff and I could finally unleash the magic. And here I was, being raped by Jack Palance on cement stairs. 
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It didn’t take long for me to discover that a scrubbing with soap and water wasn’t gonna get the job done. Then the door suddenly opened. I screamed! 

It was Cliff. I was mortified. I was so broken down and torn up emotionally  that  Cliff  just  assumed  it  was  induced  by  my  desire for  him.  Of  course,  I  couldn’t  tell  Cliff  about  Jack,  whatever would  have  resulted  from  that  would  not  be  good.  Maybe  Jack would be punished, but so would I. And in my traumatized state, I was certain that I was somehow partially responsible for it. No, I wanted to bury my rage and guilt and let Cliff enjoy his night of conquest unblemished. 

He  slipped  off  his  clothes  and  got  into  the  tub  and  held  me while I sobbed. Without any words at all, he made love to me in the tub and took me again on the floor of the bathroom, and then carried me to the bed and made love to me long into the night. 

It  was  good that it was  Saturday  and that  we had Sunday off. 

We didn’t leave the room all day. I didn’t anyway. Cliff went out for food. I never said anything about what happened with Jack. I pretended  that  it  hadn’t  happen.  My  trick  for  surviving,  and  it works most of the time. 
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Jack  continued  to  try  to  intimidate  me.  The  scratching  of  the wall  whenever  he  was  standing  near  one  had  become  his  trade mark, along with the leering and that evil grin. I was never going to forget what had happened, if he had his way. He never failed to let  me  know  that  he  was  still  there,  always  waiting  for  another opportunity. 

I made sure everyone knew I was with Cliff which didn’t make Randy  any  too  happy.  Nothing  bothered  Jack,  though.  His  grin seemed  even  broader  and  more  hideous.  He  knew  he  had  gotten there first. 

Then in the middle of the shoot Dale showed up with Chance. It was so great.  I had missed Chance so much. Dale had driven up without alerting me that he was even thinking about visiting. 

I  walked  up  to  the  car  and  greeted  them  in  the  middle  of  the road.  Dale  asked  if  I  wanted  him  to  stay  and  I  said  no.  He cheerfully  drove  away  without  making  a  scene.  He  acted  as  I hoped he would, and I was thankful. 

Right  away  Chance  and  I  started  to  have  a  ball.  He  always loved being on sets and everyone there, missing their children so much, just embraced him as a sort of surrogate offspring. Without fail, a child on a movie set is always welcomed and treated with love. 

The sexual things cooled off fast in front of Chance. He quickly inherited a slew of uncles. They all went from competing for my sexual favors to competing for Chance’s attention and affection. 

245 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Everyone  was  very  sweet  and  protective.  Julie  Hill,  Randy Quaid,  Cliff  Potts  and  Dale  Robertson  were  all  my  baby  sitters. 

One  afternoon  while  I  was  shooting,  Julie  and  Chance  went  out and  found  frogs.  Chance  kept  all  those  frogs  hopping  about everywhere in Julie’s suite. Julie was bonkers about children and was having a good time with Chance. She ended up having 3 or 4 

little blonde babies of her own. 

We all kept playing with our growing collection of frogs right up to the end of the shoot. Then we had a huge ceremony where they were all released back into the creek where Julie and Chance had found them. 

Then I received a frantic call from John Boyer, Chance’s dad. 

He told me that Dale had just come out  to  the beach and picked Chance up without asking or telling anyone. They had been out of their minds with worry, and the police had even been called. Once John  knew  Chance  was  with  me,  he  calmed  down.  But  he  still wanted him returned immediately. I had to promise to fly Chance back the following week for his  grandmother’s birthday. Chance just  loved  all  the  excitement.  To  this  day  he  can  do  a  great imitation of Randy Quaid. 

I really thought I would be able to control my affair with Cliff. 

I  hadn’t  learned  he  was  married  until  we  were  on  location  and well into the affair. It didn’t matter I thought I was in love. I was feeling a bit selfish and at the time I was only concerned about my own needs. He talked about loving me, but still having feelings for his wife, the usual stuff. Over and over Cliff would try to get me to talk. But I never talked about anything. 
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Near the end of the shoot he told me that his father was flying his  airplane  up  and  they  would  be  flying  back  together.  The sudden  impact  of  it  all  ending  with  the  conclusion  of  the  shoot really  knocked  me  for  a  loop,  but  what  had  I  really  expected would happen. I didn’t know. I guess the way he told me made it feel like rejection. My ego was so fragile that anything short of, I love you and want to take care of you forever would have felt like rejection. 

I just wanted to be loved and protected and have a good male role model for my young son. And I was willing to trade whatever was required to get it. Now I realized that he didn’t want be with me and didn’t want to take me with him. Even though I thought I was in love with him, it just wasn’t going to be. 

I didn’t handle it well at all. I stopped seeing Cliff and started spending all my extra time with Randy. I was mean to him I guess, cutting him off without any explanation. 

Randy  knew  I  was  on  the  rebound,  so  I  was  able  to  talk  to Randy  about  Cliff and all my fears of  going back to  Dale.  After the  years of a loveless,  sexless, abusive relationship  with  Dale,  I needed and wanted some loving affection and sexual attention as well. I had ended up settling for half of that list. 

Randy and I had gone straight to the airport after we finished 

“The Last Ride of the Dalton Gang.” I just left Chance there to fly home alone. 
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I needed Randy. I was seeing my last chance to get away from Dale fading in Randy’s sad, weary eyes. I left the little guy at the airport with strangers. 

I’m still haunted with nightmares of what could have happened to  my  son,  flying  as  he  did  back  to  L.A.  with  only  a  stewardess accompanying him. The airlines do that when a child is 5 or over, and flies alone. Chance had flown alone before. But this time John hadn’t  gotten  my  message  or  forgot  or  something.  No  one  was there  to  meet  him.  I  might  have  just  left  a  message  on  John’s answering machine. I don’t remember. 

Chance  stayed  at  the  airport  for  hours  until  they  located  the Boyer  family. When  I heard that,  I  felt like the  worst  mother on the planet. 

Just  thinking  about  writing  this  chapter  makes  me  I  feel horrible. I had nightmares last night about what a terrible mother I had been. (I think that’s why I couldn’t even crawl out of bed until 11AM today.) 

Shortly after I got back from Fiji, after Chance and I had gone through  all  the  confusion  upon  my  return,  I  confronted  Chance with my regrets. And I confessed and apologized for my sins for being an absentee mother. 

He  told  me  to  forget  it,  that  I  was  a  great  mom  and  he  had  a wonderful time, and I should never worry or think about it again. 
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I was sobbing then as I am now writing this passage. I still felt horrible, as I continued to beg his forgiveness for being a no good tramp mother. Chance laughed at me. He told me to stop feeling bad  about  it.  “Mom,  I  never  would  have  been  able  to  drive  the plane  if  I  hadn’t  been  flying  alone,  and  I  flew  to  New  Orleans alone and I got to fly the plane then too. How many little boys get to do that?” I sobbed even more. 

Later Dale said his feelings were really hurt, that when Chance got back to L.A. from the shoot, he hadn’t called for him to pick him up. 



Randy  was  living  with  a  gal  in  L.A.  but  he  said  it  wasn’t working out and he wanted to end it. We had decided to drive to San  Francisco  after  the  shoot  and  then  drive  down  the  coast  to L.A. We were just killing time and trying to delay confronting our respective relationship  problems, which had been placed on hold during the shoot. We tried to help each other get through it. 

I couldn’t bear for the shoot to be over. I was so afraid I would go back to Dale. 

While we were in a hotel in San Francisco Randy got a call on the phone, it was his girlfriend. She was in the lobby waiting for him to come downstairs. He left  me, saying he  was going to  tell her to go home and that they were through. 

While he was gone I shaved off all my pubic hair. I didn’t want to  be  a  grownup  woman  anymore.  I  didn’t  want  to  be  a  wife  or mother with all the responsibilities that went with them. I wanted to be the little girl I once was. I wanted to be pure and clean again. 

I  wanted  someone  to  nurture  and  shelter  me  from  the  harsh realities of life. I didn’t know how to be a woman. 
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Something was wrong with their car and they were outside in the dark trying to fix it. Time stood still, for those 2 hours we spent helping  them  with  their  car  problem.  I  was  holding  a  flashlight while Randy and Dennis worked on the car. That time seemed so normal and healthy. It really calmed me down. It was a peaceful time you don’t forget. 

The  next  morning  I  had  to  get  out  of  there  quickly  because Randy’s girlfriend had called and said she was coming back to get some  of  the  stuff  she  had  left  behind.  So  he  drove  me  to  Bo Hopkins’ house where  I spent the next  few days trying to figure out my next move. 

I  could  sunbathe  nude  at  Bo’s.  I  was  going  through  this sunbathing in the nude, in front of anyone phase, trying to get over my  fear  of  working  nude  in  films.  I  figured  if  I  could  take  my clothes off in front of friends, I could possibly do it on a set. 

I had lost out on so many roles because I was so scared to take my  clothes  off.  There  was  more  and  more  nudity  in  films  at  the time. I was losing work because I couldn’t get past my inhibitions. 

Being free and open and unafraid of anything was the hallmark of the  times,  particularly  in  Hollywood.  But  I  couldn’t  seem  to  get with it. I had to be stoned out of my mind before I could expose myself. 
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I  stayed  in  Bo’s  daughter’s  bedroom.  Bo  let  me  use  his  big wonderful,  black-tiled,  black  everything  bathroom  which  was reserved  for  his  special  friends,  i.e.,  lovers  and  his  daughter, whenever  she  was  visiting.  (She  lived  in  another  state).  It  was  a real movie star’s bathroom. He had the best Hollywood bachelor, fun house I’d ever been in, in all my days in Hollywood except for Sammy Davis Jr’s. It was really spectacular. 

One  day  when  Bo  was  playing  big  brother  to  me  and  a  small group  of  us  were  sitting  by  the  pool  drinking  beers  and  getting stoned,  Bruce  Boxleitner  the  star  of  the  1980’s  TV  series,  “The Scarecrow  and  Mrs.  King  dropped  by.  And  Farrah  Fawcett  was with  him.  They  were  sitting  at  the  far  end  of  the  pool,  while  I worked  on  my  tan  and  on  getting  high  at  the  near  end.  Farrah wasn’t there for long and after she left, we all got really drunk. 

Bruce said he never peeked, but about a year later I heard that he had told the story many times, and confessed that he had indeed peeked,  and  that  it  had  been  the  first  time  he  had  ever  seen  a woman  who  was  clean-shaven  down  there.  One  of  the  many reasons he liked to hang out at Bo’s, he reportedly said was that, you never knew what was going to happen, or who was going to drop by, or what would be dropping off at Bo’s. 

Many a husband had been forbidden by their suspicious wives to visit Bo’s without them. Bo was notorious for giving the very best Hollywood parties around. They were wild and crazy affairs where no producers were allowed.  Bo never judged  any one.  He was and is another one of my true friends. 

251 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA When  I did  see  Dale again  I only  confessed to  the affair with Randy.  Even  though  we  had  been  broken  up  for  over  a  month before  I went on location and we hadn’t been intimate for  years, he reacted violently. 

After  some  naming  calling  with  words  like  Tramp  and  Slut being  hurled  my  way,  he  swept  out  of  the  room.  As  he  later explained when he defended his actions, I had been blocking his exit  and  he  had  tried  to  get  around  me.  The  only  thing  I  could recall was seeing stars as I rolled about on the floor. 

Eventually he got around to telling to me how tired, old and just plain badly I looked. He said I really needed some work done on my face and body. He told me this was a good time to have a face lift and to have something done about my sagging breasts. Why do we women listen to anyone who is telling us how bad we look? I guess it’s because own insecurities won’t let us not listen. 

Around that time I ran into my old buddy, black comedian, Paul Mooney,  and  told  him  what  Dale  had  said.  “Honey,  he’s  right!” 

He said, “Run to that doctor, do not pass go, do not get sent to jail. 

Run and beg that doctor to do it, you should have done it a month ago. Do it now, before Dale gets all that money you made on “The Last  Ride  of  the  Dalton  Gang”  and  have  his  face  and  breasts fixed.” 
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Paul  was  and  is  a  very  funny  guy,  but  through  his  humor maybe, the truth was revealed. I did just that. I got my first  face lift. I hoped that it would quiet me down. For a while I would be physically  out  of  the  world  of  seeing,  meeting  and  dealing  with people. It  would take some time before  I would have to  face the world again. I had to stop running from my demons. I hoped this would  give  me  time  to  gain  the  strength  to  do  just  that.  I  could sleep and sleep and sleep some more. 

I’ve  recently  taken  a  look  at  pictures  of  me  from  “The  Last Ride.”  I  don’t  think  I  looked  badly  at  all,  and  there’s  also  that record  of  three  men  who  must  have  agreed,  if  the  way  they pursued me and eventually got me is any evidence. 

I  figured  I’d  never  see  nor  want  to  see  either,  Cliff  or  Randy again,  and  again  I  was  wrong.  I  saw  both  again,  but  without the western trapping of boots, hats, guns and horses neither seemed to measure up to the fantasy we had created on location. The illusion of the shoot was over and any interest I had in either had passed as well. 

Dale was another matter altogether. My new reality was to be dominated by him just as my old one had been. The plans I made to  get  away  from  him  for  good  had  all  gone  a  rye.  I  ended  up getting  screwed  by  three  men  on  one  shoot.  And  now, emotionally, I was worse off than before I departed for location. 

Not only was Dale still in my life, but he was now in an even stronger position to control me. I needed someone to take care of me and Chance after the procedure. Dale did that. He was back in my house and sleeping in front of the fireplace, only because I was in too much pain to have anyone lying next to me. 
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I  thought  initially  it  was  a  punishment,  “You  can’t  have  me, you are too much of a tramp,” and I can’t forgive you routine. As it  turned  out,  it  was  much  more  complicated  than  that.  I  later discovered  that  he  was  having  erectile  dysfunction  issues  and using my infidelity to blame it on me. I was willing to try again. 

He had had his affairs and I had had mine. But we seemed fated to be together, so I thought we could just make the best of it. But he would never discuss his problem. His sole interest in me became my  money,  which  he  could  now  take  so  easily  while  I  was incapacitated and beyond. 

He had his life, and I had mine. We were each alone, but still together. This was to be my life for many more years to come. 
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CHAPTER 18 

“HAWAII FIVE-0,” JACK LORD’S THIEFDOM” 



I learned a lot from that hard taskmaster. 



In 1979 I received two offers to costar on TV series. The first came  from  Ted  Bissell,  best  known  for  his  costarring  role  with Marlow Thomas on the hit series “That Girl.” Ted’s new series in which  he  was  producing  as  well  starring,  had  him  playing  an undercover cop and I was to play his stripper girlfriend. The other offer came from Jack Lord, the producer and star of the colossally successful  series  “Hawaii  Five-0.”  With  Jack  I  would  play  the only female detective on the elite crime fighting team. 

My  former  agents,  Morgan  Paull  and  Sharon  DeBord,  had recently dissolved their agency, which left me temporarily without counsel  during  the  time  I  had  to  make  this  important  career decision. 

Jack  had  been  calling  me  at  home  every  night.  I  told  him  I didn’t have an agent, and about the offer I had received from Ted Bissell.  He  said,  “You  already  have  the  job.  I  can  offer  you $10,000 a show. You don’t need an agent. You can trust me. Hell honey, save the 10 percent!” 
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The main reason I refused Ted’s offer was his bazaar behavior when he visited my home. Ted had scared me when he came out to  Topanga  and  right  away  promised  me  $7,500  a  show,  plus  a $125.00 gram of cocaine a day out of his own pocket. Well, that was astounding, and shocking. 

He  sat  in  my  home  in  a  chair  opposite  the  fireplace,  talking non-stop,  while  I  sat  on  the  sofa  nearby  in  stunned  silent.  Why was I stunned, why was I silent? Ted was coming on to me with Dale right there in the room. He acted as if it was the most natural thing you could imagine. 

Even-though Dale and I hadn’t intimate for about 3 years, Ted didn’t  know  that.  Ted  was  just  too,  too  cheeky!  He  leered  as  he told me how beautiful my body was, and how much he loved my facial features. He told me I had always turned him on. It was just too much. I freaked…and said, “No, I don’t think so.” 

My decision was also influenced by what was best for Chance. 

He really wanted to go to Hawaii. What kid wouldn’t? I thought it would be a good experience for Chance to live and go to school in Hawaii. 

Jack had caught me, hook, line, and I had even swallowed the sinker. 



Mr. Jack Lord 
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In  1967,  Leonard  Freeman  offered  Jack  the  starring  role  in Hawaii Five-0. According to Freeman, he sent Jack the script for the  pilot  episode  on  a  Saturday.  Jack  accepted  it  and  boarded  a flight to Honolulu on Sunday, reporting for the first day of filming on Monday. It was a preview of Jack’s reputation for always being ready,  with  his  lines  learned;  a  reputation  which  won  him  both praise, and criticism through Five-0’s twelve-year run. 

“Even in the shows that aren’t awesome, McGarrett is still the baddest, coolest cop on the planet.” 

Jack was married to former fashion designer Marie L. DeNarde, whom  he  had  wed  on  January  17,  1949.  They  had  been  married four days beyond their 49th wedding anniversary at the time of his death. 

~ Drogers, Salem, MA 



NOW BACK TO MY STORY 



Initially  Dale  and  I  stayed  at  the  Cabana  Hilton  Hotel,  where many  celebrities  stayed  while  vacationing  in  Hawaii.  Dale  was supposedly  along  to  act  as  my  manager,  and  possibly  get  some writing  assignments  on  the  show.  It  was  our  headquarters  while we searched for a house to rent. Chance didn’t come over until a few weeks later. 

Early  in  our  stay,  I  met  the  fabulous  singer,  Olivia  Newton-John and her British boyfriend at the hotel pool. We agreed to all have dinner together that night in one of the lush hotel restaurants. 
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We got married. We’re on our honeymoon,” he said in rapid fire fashion. 

We were all, seemingly, having a good time laughing, singing and  partaking  of  the  party  favors  that  Chevy  was  tossing  across the table to everyone. Olivia was the only one who was straight. I don’t think she even had a drink. We all got so blasted that it took us  awhile  to  realize  that  Chevy  and  his  new  wife  were  having  a terrible  argument.  He  got  up  and  stormed  off  leaving  his  new bride alone with us. When he returned later, everything just went on until morning like there had never been any interruptions. 

At the time, I couldn’t yet realize that such frivolous, fun times would soon be a thing of the past. 

When  Jack  Lord  finally  met  Dale,  he  hated  him.  Jack  said  I reminded him of an old friend of his, Laurie Wilson. She was an old time performer he had had a crush on way back when. By this time, she had been promoted to the position of family friend. She was not only still accepted, but even loved by Jack’s wife. 

Laurie had been with a man who had bullied, beat and took her money. Jack said Dale was the spitting image of the guy. 

Dale  continued  to  wear  his  dyed  blonde  hair  shoulder  length, with mustache and beard. Jack couldn’t stand the sight of Dale. He told him to stay away from the set, and to cut his hair or go back to  California,  he  didn’t  care  which.  Jack  said,  “I  don’t  want anyone on my set impersonating Jesus Christ.” 

Jack yelled at him across the parking lot of the studio. “Do you really think you are, Jesus Christ?” 
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Dale went back to L.A. and I had to deal with Jack alone. Jack was  an  odd  one  in  his  own  unique  way.  He’d  follow  me  in  his limo  when  I  wasn’t  working  to  see  where  I  shopped.  He  wore disguises,  but  as  tall  as  Jack  was,  and  in  the  stage  makeup  from the studio that he always wore, he was pretty easy to spot. 

Jack would also pop-in on me from time to time at my house. 

When  I  least  expected  it,  he  would  just  appear  in  front  of  me.  I would be coming out of my bathroom, and he would just be there in the living room waiting for me. 

I lived in  a duplex on Diamond Head  right  on the beach.  Bill Smith, my costar on the show, and his family lived upstairs. Bill and I were both scared to death for our jobs every day. 

But I think Bill was even more scared of himself...he wanted to knock  Jack’s  block  off.  And  it  took  all  the  will  power  he  could muster to control himself. When Jack was yelling  at me or other members  of  the  cast  or  crew,  and  putting  someone  down,  Bill’s jaw muscles would clinch as tight as a vice. You could tell he was ready to blow. Any minute, one felt that Bill would take Jack out, and this muscular specimen could have easily done it. 

Bill  was  trying  to  prove  to  the  “Hollywood  Heavies”  that  his reputation for being difficult to work with was unfounded. Now he was here in Hawaii proving he could take anything thrown at him and  not  blow.  Jack  was  always  asking  for  it.  But  somehow  Bill managed to control his temper. 
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He  said  it  wasn’t  proper  for  me  to  drive.  So,  each  morning  he would stop by and pick me up in the limo and driver provided to him by the studio. 

Jack would go off on furious rampages with only the slightest provocation. Once he yelled at me for not hanging up my clothes. 

He was right of course. Working on location was different. But I hadn’t realized how different. He yelled in front of the whole crew that I was slovenly, and was acting the diva. It was humiliating. 

When  I  worked  in  Hollywood,  the  wardrobe  ladies  had  fits  if you  touched  your  clothes.  They  put  them  on  you,  took  them  off you, and you weren’t allowed or expected to touch your wardrobe, only  wear  it.  They  even  had  it  sent  out  to  be  dry-cleaned  every night. But it was a good lesson. Afterwards I never left my clothes lying  about  to  have  someone  else  pick  them  up  even  after  I  got back to Hollywood. 

I  had  also  acquired  the  habit  of  discarding  old  pages  from scripts. The first script you’d get would be white pages, and as the writers  worked  on  it,  the  first  rewrite  would  be  pink,  then  the second  would  be  yellow,  the  third  blue  and  it  would  go  on practically until the show was finished. Finally, the shooting script would be a rainbow of colors. I was throwing the old parts of the script  that  had  been  rewritten  in  the  trash  can  on  the  set.  Jack started  screaming  that  I  was  being  wasteful,  throwing  the  pages away  like  that.  “How  dare  you,  he  said?  You  could  use  them  at home as scratch-paper for grocery lists or for your son to draw on the back.” 
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He was right again. He said fans loved to get letters from stars on  old  pages  of  scripts.  He  had  a  rule  based  on  his  clear philosophy for everything. 

Once we were shooting a “Crime Scene” setup, where I had to go into the jungle with several other cops to examine the body of a murder  victim.  On  the  way  out  I  had  to  pass  a  fellow  officer.  I patted him on the back, as if to say, “Good work!” 

Jack  found  out  I  had  touched  the  guy  during  the  scene  and accused me of pawing him sexually. In front of everyone, he told me I had to control my sexual impulsiveness on the set, and just do my job. He said, “Don’t you ever paw any man on my set again or you’ll be fired.” Then Jack quickly touched my breast before I even knew what he had done. He yelled, “You should be wearing a  bra.”  I  sheepishly  defended  myself  by  declaring  that  I  was. 

“Then why are  your breasts jiggling so much in the scene if you have a bra on? Do you want someone to grab them? Is that it?” 

He  walked  away  muttering  something  about  how  he  couldn’t believe that I didn’t even know how to buy a proper bra. 

There was also the day my period started. I stood up from the desk and there was blood on the back of my slacks. He went off! 

“How  did  this  happen?  Why  weren’t  you  prepared?  Do  you  do things like this on purpose to get attention? Why aren’t you more of a lady?” 

Whew, he was really tough. 

From the first day of shooting we knew that Jack Lord wanted me  and  Bill  Smith  to  take  over  the  show.  Jack  had  planned  to retain the Executive Producer title and pay, but he was going off to  develop  a  new  show  where  he  would  be  portraying  a  Sea Captain sailing out of the Hawaiian Waters of course. 
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Jack’s  character,  McGarrett,  had  gone  undercover  as  a  Sea Captain to bust the drug dealers, and he really had gotten into me, or  my  character.  There  was  even  a  kiss,  and  an  old  fashioned fadeout to indicate “You know what happens next,” on that show. 

Jack was sending me flowers every day and treating me, I realized later, in  a very weird manner.  I thought  he treated every leading lady the same. Though apparently, he had just been in character. 

That was some kiss! It even came with a bit of tongue. But there could  be  no  future  in  his  special  caring  for  my  character.  I  had died in his arms. 

It  was  during  that  one  guest  star  appearance,  that  Jack  had started  talking  about  how  he  wanted  me  to  play  two  roles,  two sisters,  and  he  wanted  to  direct.  He  had  even  come  up  with  the idea for the script, gotten it written and had the power to see that he  was  hired  to  direct.  It  turned  out  so  well  that  he  had  been nominated for an Emmy Award for Directing. 

He really acted like he owned the show. He didn’t. There were conflicts  of  which,  as  cast  member  we  weren’t  aware.  The  ego struggles  between  the  Network  Executives  and  the  Executive Producers of the show finally succeeded in torpedoing the series. 

My goodness we were all in shock. No one ever saw it coming. 

Jack  and  his  “Hawaii  Five-0”  disappeared!  And  any  chances  for the new show went with it. 
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Jack  had  started  forgetting  his  lines,  and  then  changing everyone else’s, so he wouldn’t be alone in his struggle. He also wrote  his  lines  on  scrapes  of  paper  and  even  the  walls.  I  had worked with Darren McGavin, the brilliant star of “Kolchak, The Night  Stalker,”  and  many  TV  and  movie  roles,  on  two  different series, where he read his lines off teleprompters. Different actors handle  losing  their  capacity  to  memorize  lines  differently. 

Unfortunately,  there  was  a  streak  of  cruelty  in  Jack  which manifested itself in a desire to bring everyone down with him. It caused him to lose the new show and the old one as well. 

Though  they  talked  on  the  phone  every  day,  Chance’s  father, John Boyer, who had been nice enough to let me have Chance stay with me for a while in Hawaii, wanted him to return to California. 

Chance had had a great adventure living in Hawaii. He took the bus to school there every day, and made lots of friends. He always seemed to be the happiest living at the beach. 

One  morning  Chance  and  I  saw  an  old,  local  Hawaiian  man carrying  a  strange  looking  fishing-pole.  Chance  ran  outside  to watch him, and ended-up making friends with him. I wandered out and watched this old man reeling in these small fish. I talked the man  into  letting  me  buy  his  handmade  pole  for  Chance.  By  the next day the old man had made himself another. And from then on the two would fish every day. Chance would ran to meet him after school,  and  every  night  our Cook prepared the little fish Chance had caught and we ate them. 

I  never  had  a  completely  peaceful  moment  in  Hawaii  after those few days at the Cabana Hilton. I was deathly afraid at almost any minute Jack would sneak in the door and busting everyone. 
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I told Dale that I wanted to break up with him. I just hated all the  drugs  around  Chance.  I  also  told  him  that  the  abuse,  being pushed around, and the slapping had to stop. There were too many people around, Bill and his wife upstairs, their teenage son, Billy, his girlfriend, and Billy’s male teenage friend living at such close quarters for Dale to  get  away  with  it.  I  was trying hard to  enjoy this break from being used like a doormat all the time. 

Dale finally went back to California, but he didn’t go happily. 

He demanded $20,000 from me if I wanted to  sever all relations with  him.  I  was  in  shock.  I  didn’t  have  a  hunk  of  money  any where’s near that size. I was getting $5000 a week, but Dale had gone through everything on clothes and drugs. 

What  a  guy!  Oh,  what  I  could  have  saved  if  I  had  had  the money to pay him off then. 

Dale went back to Topanga and stayed in my house and let my rentals  sit  vacant.  I  told  him  he  could  take  the  rental  money towards the amount he wanted to get out of my life. But this guy is like  glue,  I  just  couldn’t  get  away  from  him.  Though  we  were physically separated his spirit seemed to always be hovering over me. 
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I was truly fretting Chance’s departure. I held my breath until finally hearing from John Boyer that he and Chance were on their way  to  Broad  Beach  Road.  I  was  really  alone  again.  I  sat  down and the tears started flowing. I couldn’t stop it. I was sobbing and heaving from guilt and fear. 

I  felt  like  such  a  terrible  mother.  I  didn’t  know  how  to  spend time with him. He wanted to play and play and have me join in. 

But  I  never  felt  comfortable,  just  playing.  I  could  sort  out  his vitamins,  clean  his  clothes,  taking  care  of  him  without  any problems.  But  the  “Play  thing”  was  beyond  me.  Being  a  mom overwhelmed me. There was just too much pressure to be perfect. 

I  wanted  him  to  have  friends  and  be  comfortable  with  other people and to  enjoy them.  I didn’t  want  all that responsibility of being the only one he loved. I had never been around kids; I didn’t know what to do or how to do it. I couldn’t ever remember being one.  Those  precious  childhood  memories  were  among  the  one  I could no longer recall after my near-death experience. 

I felt like I didn’t love him enough, because of the way I was. 

When I was with him, I usually just catered to his every whim. I let  him  do  whatever  he  wanted  as  long  as  he  wasn’t  hurting himself or anyone else…it wasn’t nearly enough. 

I remember thinking that  I had to  get  out  of this black, heavy cloud of depression that was bearing down on me. I had to think of a way out. I had to shake off the thoughts of not being a good mom,  and  abandoning  my  child  for  my  career.  I  had  to  think  of other things. I couldn’t take any more mother-guilt, or Dale, with all the abuse and demands, “Get me a job writing for Jack Lord! 

Give me twenty grand! Give me, give me, and give me!” 
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Alone! Well, not really alone. Looking at the view outside my window, I could see Bill Smith flecking his huge muscles, his son, and son’s friend. They worked out, every day, in our big yard. It was just a few feet from the sandy beach in front of our house. 

There he was teaching the  young men how to pump iron, and having a good, fun-time doing it. I started to feel lustful, watching that happy mass of testosterone on displayed before me. I craved the  physical  attention  of  a  strong  virile  man.  But  before  I  could savior  the  moment,  a  shot  of  guilt  ran  through  me.  Bill  was married. I was working with him, and I knew and liked his wife. 

Wrong! 

The son Billy had his girlfriend, Sunny, with him. And he was Bill  and  Michele’s  son,  so  wrong  again...but  Billy’s  friend  was alone  and  unattached.  The  18  year  old  with  his  hormones  still raging  became  a  tempting  candidate.  I  was  40,  pretending  to  be 34,  and  in  the  perfect  frame  of  mind  to  empathize  with  a  fellow being with uncontrollable urges. 

I  had  been  lying  about  my  age  ever  since  I  had  used  a  little deception to get that audition for “The Reivers” now it would soon catch-up with me. 

The  scene  from  “Tea  and  Sympathy”  also  ran  through  my mind,  when  Deborah  Kerr’s  character  says  to  her  much  younger lover, “When you speak of this in the future, please be kind.” 
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Gross! I considered myself younger in my mind’s eye than my birth  certificate  indicated.  I  was  still  young,  and  feeling  unloved and undesirable. 

I found myself alone with him not so many days after Dale and Chance  had  left.  We  were  talking  and  laughing  about  life.  And then somehow, the conversation turned to how he knew that Bill and  his  wife  weren’t  having  sex,  and  that  Dale  and  I  hadn’t  had any either. He pointed his finger at me and said, “That’s what you need. And don’t tell me I’m not right. You are a good mom, that’s not why you are so miserable. You need to get laid!” 

Out of the mouths of babes, and what a  ‘Babe,’ he was. Then he  said,  “I  think  it  would  be  a  great  idea  if  Bill  and  you  got together. Bill really needs some good loving. And it wouldn’t hurt anyone.” 

It was at this point that I realized just whose muscles I had been looking at all those times. I blurted out, almost like a reflex, “If I was going to have an affair with anyone, it wouldn’t be with some old guy.” 

I was laughing, but I knew I meant it. I had said it in a joking fashion, so if he was shocked by the idea we could both play it off without too much embarrassment. He stepped back, chuckled, and threw his arms in the air, declaring, “Well what about me?” I gave him  a  long  hard  look,  then,  I  took  his  hand  and  led  him  to  the bedroom. 

When I was confronted by Bill’s wife later, she hit me with the truth as hard as she possible could have, “You’re 40 years old and he’s only 16! We are sending him home,” she screamed. 

I gasped! He had lied about his age too. 
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I broke down crying and sobbing and thinking about Debra Kerr’s character. Had he been kind? 

I ran out of there and jumped into my Van. I was trying to drive while crying and sobbing, and making a mess of it all. I crashed into  the  back  of  this  car,  and  who  jumped  out  of  it,  cursing  and yelling  at  me,  but  the  Hawaiian  actor  who  had  played  my  love interest in one of the earlier episodes of the shows. 

When he recognized me his  anger quickly vanished.  I learned that he was also a singer and a musician. He had been on his way to perform a gig at some big hotel when I had rear-ended him. He invited me to go along. 

The show was great. I was amazed that he could do standup as well, and sing so lovely. Later in his dressing room he helped me to, temporarily, push away all of my bad feelings. I was consoled as he held me in his big strong arms and made love to me. That’s the  romantic  version,  that  I  can  usually  imagine  when  I  try  hard enough.  More  accurately,  he  provided  some  much  needed distraction, as he screwed me on the dressing room floor. Though, not for the last time, I had taken what was available when I needed and wanted so much more. 

I never saw him again. I found out later that he was married to a beautiful white, “Haole Girl,” as we were called by the indigenous people. He never asked me to pay for the damage I had done to his car with my old Van. And he had helped me get over my teenage lover. So, you could say, I had more than broken even. 
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When I got back that night, the kid was waiting for me in a dark room with his head in his hands. He said he was sorry he had lied to me about his age. I told him I was also sorry for my lie. He said he had to go back home, as the family had insisted, but that when Bill’s wife left, he wanted to come back. He wanted to be with me if I still wanted him to. He also wanted me to buy him a ticket. My god! He was a baby. He was a baby with muscles and facial hair, but  still  a  baby.  I  had  thought  he  was  at  least  18  years  old.  He looked  23  or  24,  but  he  wasn’t.  He  was  just  a  sweet,  horny  kid, and another kid was the last thing I needed. I couldn’t handle the responsibilities for the one I already had. 

What I needed immediately was a shower, and a good douche to  wash  away  the  sins  I  had  committed  an  hour  earlier.  He  had become  an  inconvenience  in  more  ways  than  one.  I  was  feeling perfectly selfish. But I still thought I had earned the right to some emotional relief, after all I had been through with Dale and Jack. I had just wanted to  forget  about  all the  garbage polluting my life for as long as possible,  while blindly adding more to  the heap.  I wish I could remember the name of my teenage lover, but I can’t. 

Then no sooner than I had ushered the kid out of the place, the drug  dealer’s  friend  showed  up  again.  His  name  was  Johnny.  I remember he had brought a black girl back to the house one night and was looking for baby oil to give her a massage as a prelude. 

At  the  time,  I  felt  somewhat  shaken  by  his  behavior.  I  wasn’t disgusted, that’s not the word, but amazed. My mouth must have dropped open. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  had  never  seen  nor  been  so  close  to  a  mixed  couple’s relationship  before.  He  was  so  white  and  she  was  so  black.  She was  twice  his  size,  and  he  was  at  least  5’11.”  She  wasn’t particularly  attractive.  She  was  heavy  and  wore  lots  of  makeup over her very dark ebony skin. She was sexy, though. They were sexy  together.  I  could  feel  the  heat  between  them,  and  he  was always  looking  down,  pretending  to  be  embarrassed.  Though  I could tell he wasn’t. 

He  was  desperately  trying  to  find  that  baby  oil.  I  surprised myself by thinking how strange and different they were, even as I was  turned  on  by  them.  It  had  been  just  a  brief  meeting  in  the hallway,  but  all  these  thoughts  whirled  through  my  mind.  I  was jolted! Blackness had permeated my consciousness, for those few seconds, in the hallway. It made me look at Johnny differently. He knew something that I didn’t. 

When Johnny was first introduced to me, his looks completely turned me off. He reminded me of a young Peter Ustinov, an actor whose appearance had always turned me off. 

When he entered the house, he seemed surprised that Dale and Chance  were  gone,  but  he  quickly  realized  the  new  possibilities available with their absence. He held up this huge bag of cocaine he had flown in with, and a couple of bottles of champagne. I was his.  The  memory  of  his  one  night  stand  with  the  black  girl  still turned me on. And the coke and champagne helped to open me up to the idea of exploring my newest sexual fantasy. 

What  a  sick  joke!  I  had  turned  into  a  coke-whore,  who  was having an interracial sexual encounter by proxy. 
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He  stayed  with  me  for  a  few  weeks  before  going  home.  We corresponded  with  old  fashion  romantic  letters.  I  wrote  to  him every day while  sitting  on the set  in  my trailer.  They  were long, long letters of love, thoughts and feelings about everything under the sun. We fell in  love during that time. He had taken over my finances  to  the  point  of  paying  my  bills  for  a  fee.  He  had  also arranged to meet me at the airport when I returned to L.A. Though I was still having second thoughts, it looked like I would be out of Dale’s clutches at last. 

On  the  way  back,  I  ran  into  that  talented  actor  and  unique personality  Gary  Busey  on  the  long  walkway  to  the  plane.  He suddenly grabbed me and laid a whopping big kiss on me. A really good one! I had first met Gary when we were very  young actors sitting in an agent’s office. I had felt an instant crush then. We sat in chairs across from each other, and stared awkwardly. There was always that wildness about him that reminded me of Max, the kid from my third grade class in Sioux City. 

I  didn’t  feel  any  great  attraction  now,  but  the  prospects  of returning to Dale or trying to make a relationship out a coke and champagne  inspired  sexual  escapade,  felt  like  another  occasion requiring some distraction. Beside, Gary had come on so strong I couldn’t help but feel for a time like the most desirable woman on the planet. 
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Once  aboard,  the  inevitable  happened.  Gary  and  I  ended  up performing an awkward, “Mile high” in one of the toilets, during which  he  had  somehow  managed  to  wiggle  out  of  his  sneakers. 

The  smell  was  to  gag!  Did  I  say  Awkward?  Gary  Busy,  you should  wash  your  tennis  shoes  or  your  feet,  I  thought.  Then  I thought maybe it’s the “John.” I was right the first time. Gary said, 

“No, it’s my feet.” 

Why? 

I guess I was feeling overwhelmed by the prospect of having to see  Chance  and  Dale  again,  and  all  that  entailed,  while  stressing over  my  relationship  with  Johnny.  How  was  that  really  going  to work  back  here  on  the  mainland,  swamped  by  all  the  daily  little dramas? I took advantage of another opportunity to avoid dealing with it all with coke and sex as my aids. 

While  Gary  was  walking  down  the  gang  plank  with  his beautiful  blonde,  I  scurried  up  to  him  and  slipped  the  cocaine bottle in his jacket pocket. I told him it was good seeing him, and he kissed me on the cheek. He then he introduced me to his friend, and told her what a great actress I was. 
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Johnny was waiting with flowers. He had rented a limo. There was champagne and more cocaine. We made love in the back of the limo on the way to Topanga. Then all of a sudden I started to heave.  We  got  the  window  down  just  in  time.  I  was  puking  my guts out and sobbing at the same time. 

Sloppy seconds! What  a slut  I had become. That’s all  I  could think, psychological disorders and drug abuse didn’t play any part in it. We can be, oh, so hard on ourselves. 

I think I also went up to Lake Tahoe once with Johnny, when Chance was spending a weekend at the beach. But it was over. I don’t remember much. We were doing so much coke and “coming down” with Quaaludes and liquor, so everything is a blur now. I walked in on him kissing another girl at his friend Nick’s house up the  road,  and  I  saw  a  part  of  him  that  turned  me  off.  At  that moment,  I  knew  it  was  over  for  me.  We  had  both  cheated,  so  it was just a wash, in that regard. But how could we be truly in love if  we  couldn’t  be  faithful  even  for  the  few  months  we  had  been together. 

Earlier he had decided that I should sell my cabins in Topanga. 

And  I  didn’t  want  to.  My  “Living  in  one  and  renting  out  the other,” financial option was dear to me. In case I couldn’t work or didn’t want to, it would always be my safety net. I called Topanga my “Fuck you Hollywood House!” 

At the time, I wanted to believe I could love him, but it turned out to be just another case of using drugs and sex to try to escape from  the  tragedy  of  what  was  left  of  my  life.  If  escape  wasn’t possible,  than  at  least  I  could  deaden  the  pain  for  a  while  and continued to hope for God’s redemption. 
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Little  did  I  know  then  what  horror  awaited  me  from  such  a seemly innocent encounter? 
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CHAPTER 19 

“OUT OF THE BLUE,” DENNIS HOPPER 



A cold shoot in hell… 



I’ve heard that Dennis Hopper died a couple of hours ago. God Bless his sweet, nasty soul! 

I only worked with Dennis on one occasion in what has since become a cult classic, “Out of the Blue.” Dennis was both the star and the director, and I played his wife. The young hot, and at the time, bankable actress Linda Manz played our daughter. 

The  film  was  really  about  the  daughter.  It  was  a  very  dark coming  of  age  piece.  The  story  exposed  her  torturous  years growing  up  with  Dennis’  character,  an  alcoholic  and  sexually abusive father and me, the drug addicted, irresponsible mother. It was a very, very, dark film! 
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Dennis  and  the  producer  of  “The  Stuntman,”  “Easy  Rider”  and now “Out Of The Blue,” Paul Lewis saw me coming off the plane from Hawaii. I was drunk and stoned and laughing, outrageously. 

Dennis  and  Lewis  had  stopped  to  watch  my  antics.  I  had  come down  the  stairs  with  Gary  Busey  who  was  also  returning  from vacation in Hawaii. My boyfriend Johnny, who had come to pick me  up,  had  finally  seen  me.  He  grabbed  me,  twirled  me  around, and planted a big kiss on my mouth and said, “Oh how I’ve been waiting to do that!” Dennis said to Paul, “Who the Hell is that girl, she’d be perfect as my wife in “Out Of the Blue.” Paul said I just worked with her on the “Stuntman,” that’s Sharon Farrell. Dennis said, “God, I know her too, from the old days. She’s the one we have to get.” At least that’s how the story was related to me. 

I had first met Dennis while I was dating, Dean Stockwell, back in  about  1963. All  of these  years later Dennis  and  I were finally both unattached at the same time, (Dale and I were still separated) and now we’d be working to together. He also liked for me to give him things. Gold chains were all the rage while we were shooting 

“Out  Of  The  Blue,”  and  Dennis  had  gotten  a  hold  of  some  of mine. I snuck into his room after we broke up and stole them all back. 
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When I flew into Vancouver it was dark and rainy, and the cold air whipped right through you. I was driven to a hotel where every movie  person  in  the  country  seemed  to  be  staying.  There  were quite  a  few  government  regulations  that  us  Hollywood  movie people  couldn’t  ignore.  Canada  made  it  cheaper  for  Hollywood producers  to  make  movies  in  Canada,  but  they  also  had  several restrictions. Maybe this hotel was part of the whole deal with the Canadian Government. Anyway, I decided then and there, that if this  nasty  old  hotel  was  good  enough  for  everyone  else  it  was good enough for me. 

On the first  day of shooting  I met a very pale Dennis  Hopper looking  very  sickly  dressed  in  a  suit  and  tie.  So  weird!  At  this point  he  had  been  hired  as  an  actor  only.  We  shot  a  couple  of scenes, and after a few days we all went to check out the dailies. 

During the whole session Dennis kept up a steady diatribe about how he would have directed it differently, how great he was, and how he was responsible for all the success of just about every film he had ever been in.  Before the  end of the next  day our director had stepped down and Dennis had taken over. 

One time Peter Fonda told me he had co-written “Easy Rider” 

and he had a huge hand in directing it as well. I quickly found out that  Dennis  made  up  stories.  Oh,  who  really  knows  and  who cares? But I was more inclined to believe Peter after working with Dennis. 

Dennis  would  keep  me  up  late  into  the  night  going  over  and over things, with his none-stop talking. I started to feel I had died, and I was now in hell. I started to think I would never get off that film alive. 
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Dennis  usually  operated  out  of  an  alcohol  and  drug  induced haze. He could go from semiconscious to a gale force rage quicker than  anyone  I  have  ever  known.  There  was  one  scene  where  he wanted a lot of blood and the makeup lady just didn’t have it. So he dumped about 4 or 5 bottles of ketchup in a bowl, and placed it underneath  the  table.  When  he  put  his  head  down  to  cry  or  act upset, he reached for the bowl and came up with so much bloody ketchup  on  his  face  that  it  just  looked  weird  and  wrong  for  the scene. The thing was I knew it was weird and wrong, and so did everyone  else  while  we  were  shooting  it  over,  and  over  and wasting the entire day. When we all looked at the dailies the next night, Dennis got so mad that he poured tomato sauce all over the makeup assistant sitting in the seat in front of him. 

Dennis  rewrote  the  script  every  morning  before  shooting,  and everyone  was  given  a  chance  to  have  their  input.  Then  between setups he would ride around on a motorcycle buying drugs for all of us. He was the Cocaine King, supplying all of us. 
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Gosh!  I’m  not  trashing  him,  that’s  the  way  it  was.  That  was how we did it. We worked long hours not paying any attention to the  Screen  Actor  Guild  rules.  We  couldn’t...the  film  wouldn’t have  been  finished  on  budget  if  we  had.  So,  Dennis  ran  out  and found the best blow we’d ever had. He got it for the whole crew. 

He worked hard and he played hard. No one could keep up with him. He never slept. He didn’t want to miss anything. 

He  talked  and  talked  and  talked  all  night.  He  just  sat  and snorted  cocaine  until  his  nose  was  full,  and  then  he  started  with the drinking. During the day it was just beer and that didn’t count. 

The  liquor  was  what  made  him  weird.  I  almost  said  mean.  He wasn’t just a mean drunk; he was funny, interesting, very talented and mean. 

After being persona non grata with the movie industry shakers and  movers,  I  guess  he  wanted  his  friends  to  share  his  good fortune or maybe just to worship  at  his  altar, so he called up his actor  friend,  Don  Gordon.  Don  flew  in  to  play  a  role  which  a Canadian actor had being doing. Dennis just fired the Canadian to make room for Don. 

What a director! Yeah, you had to love him. 
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I was practically paralyzed with fear of his never ending series of petty atrocities during most of the shoot. 

He  also  abused  everyone  on  the  set,  cast  or  crew,  it  didn’t matter. The crew just laughed  at  him behind  his  back and  called him, “Asshole.” 

He cut the hell out of an actress’s hand while shooting one day. 

He offered her a knife the wrong way, and then, dared her to take it. When she tried to, he pulled hard and laughed. She had dared him first, I guess. He was dangerous, but so was she. Dennis had that  effect  on  people.  You  had  to  watch  for  your  safety  around him. 

There  was  this  one  scene  which  called  for  me  to  walk  into  a room, and start the scene, just before he yelled, “Action!” When I was waiting to make my entrance, Dennis came up behind me, and stuck amyl-nitrate under my nose and held it there until I couldn’t hold  my  breath  any  longer  and  had  to  inhale.  I  barely  make  it through the door. 
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The  first  thing  Dennis  would  do  in  the  morning  was  to  roll  a huge  joint  for  everyone,  and  pass  around  beers.  We  all  stayed stoned.  And  you  had  better  be  there  at  that  meeting  in  the morning,  because  if  you  weren’t  he  would  write  you  out  of  the movie. I felt like a prisoner. Seriously, like I was his captive. We all did. 

I had made one of my huge mistakes by sleeping with him the very first night I arrived. I had had a semi-crush on him from long ago, when he and Dean Stockwell had been best friends. 

I  had  made  up  this  fantasy  about  him  which  bared  no resemblance  to  the  true  Dennis  Hopper.  My  return  from  Hawaii had  left  me  alone  and  quite  miserable.  Dale  was  living  in Hollywood, and still demanding $20,000, which I didn’t have, to go  away.  He  said  he  still  loved  Chance,  and  would  help  me  out until I made up my mind about things. 

In my desperate fantasy, I wanted Dennis to be the man of my dreams, the talented, loving man, who couldn’t get with me before because of wives, best friends and bad timing. I wanted him to be my  love  at  first  sight  again.  I  was  ready  to  jump  into  a  real relationship  with  him  without  delay.  It  was  a  way  of  reclaiming the first  blush of romance  I had with  Dean, and maybe a part of the “Good Girl” which I still retained the essence of at the time. 

Dennis, I hoped, would reconnect me to a better me. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA That  first  night  consisted  of  endless  foreplay,  because  he couldn’t  get  it  up!  He  went  on  and  on  about  the  power  of  a woman’s  vagina,  how  it  was  shaped  like  a  fig  and  how  many poems had been written about it. He studied my vagina for hours, and doing everything he could to satisfy me, but he never even try to  get  inside.  He  loved  sex  and  worked  hard  at  satisfying  a woman,  and  did;  but  his  penis  just  wouldn’t  cooperate.  It  laid there  like  a  slug.  I  thought  it  was  because  he  of  all  of  the  drugs and alcohol is had consumed day. But it was probably a problem with his prostate, I guess. 

The day after our affair, if you can you call it that, he told me to meet him at the hotel bar downstairs after work. I did what I was told.  I  sat  there  and  waited  for  him.  He  eventually  sashayed  in with two beautiful, but very young girls, (Jail-bate) and asked if I would be up for a foursome after we had had a few drinks. I was hurt and he could tell it. Then he asked me to go back to his room with him, and that I could just take off all my clothes and watch him with the two girls. My eyes started to spill over with tears. He pulled me to one side and told me that he was not monogamous, and that was the way it was. Though, he said he wanted me to be faithful to him; I would have to do whatever he told me, if I really wanted to  be his  woman. He told me to  go wash my  face in  the bathroom and straighten up. “You are my woman, and I care for you as much as  I  can, but  there will be others.”  He  gave me his gram of coke, and told me he was going to order me a brandy to buck me up. Then he said, “Hey, it’ll be fun!” 
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He promised me we’d go to Cannes together, and that he’d help me with my career in any way he could. And he also said we’d go back to L.A. and live together. While I was listening to him I was dying inside. I could hardly breathe. I started gasping for air. What he  was  suggesting  was  a  fate  worse  than  death,  it  would  be  a living hell, and I felt I was already there. I started to pray and pray and pray...God I prayed, “Hear me, please!” 

I did go to his room with him and the girls. He didn’t waste any time in starting the process of what he called auditioning them. He had one girl totally naked, while the other one merely sat on the toilet and refused to  shed her panties. She kept  saying,  “I am  an actress, and I can pull off what you want without exposing myself. 

At  this  point,  Dennis  turned  his  attention  toward  me.  There  a scene in the film where Dennis’ character runs off with his friends one  night  into  the  city.  He  wanted  me  to  play  the  scene  in  the nude.  He  wanted  me  standing  there  nude,  watching  him  as  he leaves. I told him I didn’t think it was necessary for me to be in the  scene  at  all,  and  I  would  not  do  it.  I  started  silently  saying 

“The  Lord’s  Prayer”  over  and  over.  He  was  laughing  at  me  and pulling at my clothes. It was so cold that I was wearing jeans with tights  and  leggings  on  underneath.  He  had  his  work  cut  out  for him. The harder he tried, the harder I fought to dissuade him. He couldn’t get them off. I finally pulled away and ran out of there. 

He  ran  after  me.  But  I  manage  to  get  inside  my  room  before  he could catch me. I thanked God that I would be spending the night in my room alone. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA The next day on the set, he kept unzipping his pants and taking out his penis. He tried to shove it in my mouth during a scene. He kept  tossing  it  around  trying  to  get  me  to  take  it.  He  was determined  to  humiliate  me.  The  scene  called  for  me  to  lie  on  a bed. So, he really had me in a vulnerable position. When I turned my face away from his exposed penis, he urinated on me, with all the crew watching. He tried to make a big joke of it. Afterward I jumped up and started to cry. Inside I was praying for grace and for protection from this terribly troubled human being. 

Most of the cast and crew laughed out of embarrassment. Some of  them  walked  away,  and  vowed  they  wouldn’t  return  until  he apologized to me. He did. He got down on his knees, and begged me forgiveness. He tried to take off my shoes and kiss my feet. He said it was all a joke. He begged me to urinate on him. I thought this must be my punishment for every sin I had committed in my whole live. 

I was definitely finished with Dennis romantically. I was hurt, and  angry  at  him  for  what  he  had  done  to  me,  and  even  angrier with  myself  for  allowing  him  put  me  in  that  situation.  I  had jumped in without even checking to see if there was any water in the pool, or even if there was a pool at all. I had jumped off the board onto solid cement. 
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That night my hairdresser had persuaded me to go out dancing with  her.  She  was  so  scared  I  wouldn’t  be  able  to  say,  “No”  to Dennis, that she felt I had to have a chaperone. We finally landed at  little  spot  where  I  hookup  with  a  really  cute  guy  who  was wearing  a  black  cowboy  hat.  It  was  so  dark  in  the  place  that  I couldn’t really tell how old he was, as close as we had gotten to each  other  by  then.  I  really  wasn’t  concerned.  If  he  was  old enough to be in a bar, then what was the harm? 

He was a young fisherman, who had just returned from the sea where he worked with his Dad and Uncle, on their fishing boat. I think they must have gone out really far and stayed a while. My fishing cowboy was a really  fun  guy  and a  great  dancer as well. 

He  was  treating  me  and  my  girlfriend  very  nicely,  like  a gentleman should. 

I took him back to the hotel with me and we were together for the next week. Dennis was furious. He saw us at the bar one night and asked us to  join his entourage. He managed to  humiliate me and this sweetheart of a guy out of pure meanness. 

Dennis  started a fight  with the poor guy almost  as soon as he sat  down.  He  broke  a  beer  bottle  and  went  after  my  new  friend with a jagged edge. When the cops showed up everyone stood up for Dennis. My friend was asked to leave. Dennis threatened that if he ever stepped foot in the hotel again, I would be fired and my sweet  friend  wouldn’t  be  walking  out,  he’d  be  carried.  He  said, 

“Consider yourself lucky to have gotten away with just a bloody nose.” 
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I wasn’t in love with the guy, though he was really sweet. Even after  that  disastrous  night,  he  kept  sending  me  huge  boxes  of frozen  shrimp.  When  Chance  came  to  visit  me  we  used  to  toss them  outside  to  the  sea  gulls  from  our  window.  It  was  just  too much to eat and shrimp doesn’t keep well. 

Dennis  loved  fantasizing  about  domineering  women.  He  told me he used to sit on the floor trying to look up his mother’s skirts as  a  kid.  He  liked  to  sit  on  the  floor  and  have  a  woman  stand above  him,  and  tell  him  how  naughty  he  was.  He  liked  being punished. He was very disappointed in me because he considered me a masochist. So, he decided to treat me accordingly. 

He was very kinky, and you can see it in his films. There is one scene in “Out Of The Blue” where he and his friends go out on a drunk. (The scene we had rehearse in Dennis’ room) He picks up a gal  and  has  her  sit  on  a  toilet.  Finally  he  gets  her  to  spread  her legs.  She  has  on  white  panties.  That  actress  won  her  point.  Her white panties stayed on; and I won mine. You will not see me in the scene standing there nude watching his antics like he wanted. 

Though the other girl can be seen nude, playing with herself in the corner. 
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One  day,  Linda  Manz  ran  in  all  excited  and  said,  Dennis  had followed her into the bathroom and begged her to show him her crotch. She was telling me this story while laughing hysterically. 

“He was so funny,” she said. “While he was looking at me down there,  he  had  me  pinch  his  nipples  really  hard,  and  he  came! 

Aren’t dicks supposed to get hard?” 

Later  Dennis  pulled  me  aside  and  told  me  that  even-though Linda was a little girl (We both thought she was about 12 or 13, actually  she  was  18),  that  she  had  hair  down  there.  He  was  just amazed.  I  was  amazed  and  horrified,  that  the  two  of  them  were telling  everyone  this  story  so  casually.  Both  of  them  were laughing their heads off. Then later Linda’s manager got involved, and the thing was hushed up. Everyone has changed their stories in the retelling of that one. 

Dennis  did  go to  Cannes, but  he didn’t  take me with  him. He and Linda Manz went. Manz’s role had earned her a best actress nomination  at  Cannes,  and  “Out  Of  The  Blue”  competed  for the Palme d’Or at the 1980 Cannes Film Festival. They both lost. 

I had started writing this chapter, weeks before Dennis’ death. I had called his agent a while ago to get Dennis’ number. I wanted to apologize for my not showing up when he had gotten his star on 

“The  Walk  of  Fame.”  I  left  a  message  for  Dennis.  But  I  didn’t hear  from  him  or  anyone  else.  I  had  left  my  address  book  with Dennis’  number  in  it  in  the  Fiji  Islands.  So  afterwards  he  just drifted out of my mind. 
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And is he ever pissed? He’s probably making the rounds to all his old buddies, if I know Dennis, before he gets dragged off to hell. 

He’ll like it there. He’ll  be at  home. But  I must admit  there was something  very  likable  about  Dennis  even-though  he  was  an absolute terror. 

Well Dennis you are gone. You were a very talented actor and director  yet  a  tortured  soul,  and  mean  as  shit  as  well.  God  only knows why you were so mean and nasty, and where you are now but I still think hell is still a pretty good guess. 
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CHAPTER 20 

“THE YOUNG AND THE RESTLESS,” 



Working on a “Soap” blurred the line between life and reality... 



In 1991 I was working at Glen Ivy trying to sell Time Shares. It was the longest spell I had gone through up to that time, without an acting job. I was down and out and living in Beverly Hills. 

Chance  needed  cement.  He  was  at  the  age  when  skateboards and bicycles held his total interest. Topanga has no sidewalks and only two lanes paved roads, winding roads, hiking and horseback riding trails. 

Around that time Dale asked to move back in and eventually he did.  He promised he’d never strike me  again  and he didn’t  for a long time. Chance loved him I thought, and needed a strong male influence  in  his  life.  Dale  also  loved  to  play  with  Chance, something I could never do well. Dale said that we should find an area where Chance could ride his bike on the sidewalks, go to the library,  take  buses  and  just  be  a  normal  kid.  We  settled  in  a  3 

bedroom  apartment  I  had  found  on  Moreno  Drive  across  from Beverly Hills High. 
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I  also  found  some  great  new  agents  at  the  time,  two  actors turned  agent,  Sharon  DuBord  and  Morgan  Paull.  Morgan  had played  an  aide  to  General  Patton  in  the  movie  classic,  “Patton.” 

He also had an interesting role in “Blade Runner.” 

They  both  eventually  left  the  business  to  pursue  different dreams.  Sharon  left  me  to  get  married.  The  wonderful  character actor  Jack  Elam  called  his  buddy  Morgan  and  simply  said,  “Do you  know  anyone  who  wants  an  eighty  foot  yacht?”  My  agent bought the sailing yacht and he and another friend soon departed for an around the world cruise. They just sailed off for a once in a lifetime adventure. (Look Morgan up on the web, he tells the most incredible story about his trip). 

Before Morgan took off he got me some fantastic offers. As a joke  I  think,  he  got  an  offer  for  me  to  pose  for  “Hustler Magazine.”  That  magazine  was  after  every  actress  in  town  in those days.  I turned that one down...but he found others more to my liking. 

I was offered  a  guest  starring appearance on  “The Young and the Restless.” I remember studying my lines for the role at one of the tables at Glen Ivy. I kept my job there for as long as I possibly could. 
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I had a wonderful writer friend in New York who interviewed me  while  I  was  doing  a  TV  Series  called  “Rituals”  which  lasted only one season. When she found out that I was being considered for a regular role on the show, she went out of her way to help me with  magazine  articles  and  chats  to  several  Soap  Opera  Press people. 

The  wonderful  Melanie  Thomas  Scott,  one  of  the  stars  of  the show, became another powerful ally in the cause. She had been a little girl when she  had  seen me in  “A  Hard Case of the  Blues,” 

and  my  performance  had  made  a  huge  and  lasting  impression upon her. Also the Y&R producer, Ed Scott, loved “The Reivers,” 

the movie I did with Steve McQueen years before. To them I was still a movie star. 

When I first started I wasn’t on contract. I just had a few shows. 

Nina, a very popular character on the show at the time needed her mom. And that was me. The mom had been living in Detroit off of a few regular Johns. It was another “Lady of the Night” role. She was a soiled dove with many bad habits. It was a wonderful role. I knew I would have some fun with this one. 

I  was  getting  lots  of  press  from  my  girlfriend  writer  in  New York  and  my  character  became  quite  popular  with  fans.  Soap Opera fans are the most amazing and loyal fans ever. So, Bill Bell decided he had to make me a regular. 
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I  did  love the speed though.  In films  you  wait and wait to  do your scene. First they shoot a long shot, which is called the master shot, and a medium shot and finally the close ups. It can all really drain an actor. But on the other hand, no one ever walks into your sight  line  or  moves  behind  the  camera  and  starts  chatting  to  a friend while you are doing your scene. 

The real work I did on the show consisted of memorizing lines. 

All  the  time,  day  and  night  and  on  the  weekends  I  worked  on those darn lines. 

My character also smoked, and that was horrible. I had to not only  memorize  30  pages  a  day,  but  kill  myself  with  cigarettes? 

We’ve  all  been  advised  to  never  smoke  by  every  doctor  we’ve ever seen.  I tried to  get  out  of smoking with  every producer and director  I’ve  worked  with,  with  pleads  like,  “Can’t  I  just  hold  it for a moment and angrily snuff it out? My dad and Aunt both died of cancer, from cigarettes! Please, let me just hold it.” 

Once  when  I  worked  with  the  great  character  actor,  Robert Ryan,  way  back  during  Universal  TV  days,  he  tried  to  convince the director to give me a break. A real scene ensued with everyone yelling  over  each  other  about  whether  I  was  going  to  smoke  or not.  I  got  labeled “Difficult” just because  I was  concerned about my health. But with the help of Mr. Ryan I was able to prevail. 
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“How  can  you  not  smoke  when  it’s  one  of  your  character’s many  vices,”  they  argued.  Furthermore  smoke  rising  out  of  the corner of the screen looks so “Film Noirish,” it  helps the look of the show. My character was also a boozer, but liquor was just tea because  it  looks  the  same  color  as  booze.  With  the  cigarettes though, sometimes you really had to take a puff. 

I kept lighting them and putting them out. It’s really hard to act after you’ve taken a drag off a cigarette. You are so dizzy from the smoke in your lungs you have to overcome that before you can do the  work.  And  when  you  stop  getting  dizzy  you  know  you  are hooked. I must have stopped smoking 10 times in my life because of the business. And it always seemed to be a CBS Show. 

It’s amazing that all actors don’t die of cancer. 

One of the extracurricular activities in which we had to engage was  the  “Meet  and  greet”  with  our  affiliate  stations  across  the country. I was doing one in Wisconsin, and I visited a dairy farm near the Fox River for a photo op. The smell of the farm and the name of the river brought back memories of Sioux City, Iowa and a pet fox I had. The strangest things have triggered memories over the  years that had been  lost since my out  of body  ordeal.  (I also have  a  Green  Bay  Packer  Jersey  from  that  trip.  I  left  it  with  my other possessions in Fiji). 

When you are a Soap Opera star you are always getting invited to open a mall, supermarket, or an amusement park. It was at one of  those  openings  that  I  met  the  gorgeous,  young  star  of  “The Guiding Light” and son of Cloris Leechman, Morgan Englund. 
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The fans were  always a  joy though. They made  us actors feel good  about  all  the  struggles  we  had  to  endure  to  deliver  their favorite shows to them. 

But this time I would be there with a group of Soap Opera stars from  New  York  and  it  was  always  fun  to  meet  other  actors, especially the soap operas actors. They are so cute, as all of  you gals  know.  I wish  I could remember all the other stars that were there too but I can only remember Morgan. 

The gal that brought us in was a big Soap Opera fan as well as a press agent and the mother of an overly anxious, teenage daughter. 

The daughter quickly latched onto me and started shadowing my every movement. She was young, hot and ready to rock and roll. 

We  heard  that  this  agent  usually  only  hired  male  Soap  Stars. 

Jeannie  Cooper  and  I  were  the  only  women  there  except  for  the agent and her horny little daughter. 

At  this  mall  opening  we  signed  autographs  until  our  fingers ached. We were there signing from 8 AM to 12 PM and then we had to start again at the amusement park. We got to ride on all the rides or I should say, had to, which was more the fact. 
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After we concluded our duties that first night, we went out to a great  restaurant.  Everyone  got  very  drunk  and  the  coke  vials started to appear out of thin air. We were all eager for some R&R 

after a long, long day. Jeannie Cooper went home after dinner. But the rest of us first had to ditch the agent so we could go dancing. 

Morgan  and  I  quickly  paired  off.  He  reminded  me  of  John Boyer and my son Chance, those same comfortable blonde, good looks.  The  other  three  Soap  Opera  hunks  had  picked  up  some beautiful  local  gals.  We  were  drunk  for  sure  and  into  dirty dancing. 

Finally  it  was  time  to  go  back  to  the  hotel.  One  of  the  hunks suggested sneaking into the closed pool, climbing over the fence, and  going  for  a  swim.  And  suddenly  I  was  being  shoved  up  the fence by my butt by one of the gals and Morgan. Sometime during this exercise the ugly, horny little under-aged daughter of the press agent  reappeared.  She  said,  “If  I  can’t  come,  I  will  tell  on  you.” 

Gosh! This was the only real fun we had had since we landed. 

One  of  the  guys  climbed  back  over  the  fence  and  helped  her over. He told her that he was the boss and she had to listen and do what he said. “You will call me, dad.” He said she could stay with us, but she was not allowed to get into the pool. And if she didn’t obey him and went in anyway, he would personally drown her and leave her for dead. Some dad... 

It was a big pool and very dark over at the far side where I had squatted. I was so drunk that the sky seemed to be spinning. We had  flown  in  from  L.A.  and  worked  really  hard  all  day  signing autographs until our fingers ached, and hugging all the fans until we  were  bruised.  Some  of  them  squeezing  us  so  hard,  our  ribs practically cracked. Now it was play time. 

295 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA All  the  young  Soap  Opera  hunks  had  taken  their  dates  and congregated  over  by  the  lighted  end  of  the  pool.  I  was  the  only one  there  over  35,  way  over.  I  could  have  been  a  mom  to  all  of them, age wise. All the hunks were trying to score and succeeding. 

I took off all my clothes and stacked them in a neat little pile, while  looking  forward  to  some  much  need  relaxation.  I  jumped into  that  warm  pool,  submerged  myself  and  instantly  felt  better. 

But when I came up I was looking right into the eyes of gorgeous, young Morgan Englund, who I had mistakenly thought was at the other end of the pool. He said “I’ll bet all kinds of younger guys come on to  you all the time.  I saw  your body  when  you jumped into  the  water.  You  are  so  beautiful.  My  god  Sharon,  your  body looks better than any of these gals in the pool!” 

I  had  started  to  swim  to  an  even  a  darker  corner  of  the  deep end.  He  followed.  And  by  now,  we  were  both  laughing.  I  said 

“Yeah, I look good, it’s dark! Go away you fool you only like me because I look like your mom. Gosh, you could be my son!” 

He dunked me and I came up sputtering, and he kissed me full on the mouth. I tasted chlorine and something yummy. I couldn’t resist.  He  was  so  sweet  and  playful  and  somehow  it  seemed  so harmless. What could come of it? Who knew? Who cared? It was escape time... 

We  snuck  into  my  hotel  room  where  we  gave  each  other massages. Then of course one thing led to another. We made love all night. He was buffed in all the right places, a wet dream come alive and throbbing, right off the TV screen. He was such a hunk and  only  a  few  years  older  than  my  own  son.  Shame  on  you Sharon! 
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Early  the  next  morning  we  were  awakened  by  that  obnoxious little teenager was banging on the door. We stayed quiet until she left. Then Morgan made a dash for it. 

It was just awful the way he treated me that whole day. I had a terrible hangover as it was and the insult he added my injury was even  more  painful.  He  just  ignored  me.  He  refused  to  make  eye contact  and  actually  looked  over  my  head  to  avoid  it.  I  was devastated. 

I  found  out  sometime  later  that  he  was  married  to  his  high school sweetheart, a School Teacher. Oh my god, had I corrupted him? 

I didn’t see or hear from Morgan for more than a year. Then at another soap opera awards show in L.A. he popped up behind me, turned me around and gave me a big hug. He told me he’d never stopped  thinking  about  me  and  how  much  he  missed  me  and wanted  to  see  me  again.  He  obviously  hadn’t  brought  his  wife with  him,  the  horn-dog.  Suddenly  Dale  rolled  in,  and  jarred  the atmosphere. I had to introduce them. Morgan and Dale exchanged glares,  shook  hands  and  started  chatting  about  some  football game. 

I  was  searching  for  a  way  to  remove  myself,  when  Jeannie Cooper  swooped  by.  I  was  able  to  escape  by  following  Jeannie while asking her some inane question. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Jeannie  grabbed  my  arm  and  asked  me  what  was  wrong.  I finally just confessed to her about what I had done. She paused to absorb  it  all,  then,  she  started  laughing  her  head  off.  “Sharon  it was  an  incestuous  fantasy  for  both  of  you.  He  reminded  you  of your  son,  and  you  do  resemble  his  mother.  Sometimes  your comedy acting is very much like Cloris. Don’t even worry about it. You were drunk! Tell me, how was it? I’ll bet it was good. He’s a hunk and a half. Are you going to meet him later?” 

By making a joke of it Jeannie had gotten me past what could have been a terribly shameful night of regret. We laughed until we were about to pee in our pants. We both had to literally run to the bathroom. When we finally finished our business and helped each other  zip  up  our  long  gowns,  we  plopped  down  onto  the  comfy sofa  in  the  fabulous  ladies  room  at  the  Hilton.  I  gave  her  feet  a quick massage while she smoked a cigarette. 

Then Jessie Walden who played the villainess on “The Young and  the  Restless”  came  in  and  flopped  down  beside  us.  She propped  up  her  feet  onto  my  lap,  lit  up  her  cigarette,  and demanded, “Me next! So what are you two laughing about?” 

And Jeannie said, “We’re laughing at you silly girl, and Sharon has to do my other foot first or I’ll be lopsided! So, you don’t get one!”  We  all  just  laughed  and  laughed,  and  Jeannie  gave  me  a wink. 

I loved Jessie Walden too. She thought actresses who could cry at  will  were  overrated.  They  were  just  feeling  sorry  for themselves.  I  told  her,  “Well  it  helps  if  you  can  feel  sorry  for yourself. It’s easy and if it doesn’t work, you can just be sorry for the whole damned world. But speaking for myself, I’m especially good at it when I’m ovulating.” 
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When  I  first  joined  the  show  as  a  regular,  one  of  the  Show’s heartthrobs,  Victor  Newman,  had  been  the  first  to  congratulate me.  He  was  very  kind  and  really  gave  me  some  meaningful advice. He said,  “Never, but never, ask Mr. Bell about  anything. 

Just  smile  and  say  good  morning,  that’s  it.  Take  all  of  your problems and small talk to Ed Scott, your Producer. Bill Bell hates dealing with actors at any time, regarding anything, acting, scripts, etc.”  He  told  me  very  carefully  and  respectfully  how  Bill  didn’t like to deal with that sort of thing. He told many actors not to go to  him  with  any  problems  they  were  having.  When  anyone  ever did they were written out of the show. He told me that too. 

I  forgot  what  he  said  to  me  when  I  saw  Mr.  Bell  with  an oversized red growth on his face covered with makeup. I was on one  of  my  health  kicks,  which  I  would  become  obsessed  with from time to time. I gave him a couple of bottles of Noni juice and some literature, “How to Beat Cancer.” I was written off the show the very next week. 

It was all right with me. I had a bad accident at the TV Studio when I tripped and fell down some steps. I busted out a few front teeth while trying to carry all my wardrobe and bags down a spiral staircase  to  my  dressing  room.  (Carrying  wardrobe,  I  must  have been  having  flashbacks  from  my  time  working  with  Jack  Lord). 

My  dentist  made  an  emergency  appointment  to  put  some temporaries in. 

I  must  say,  there  wasn’t  a  great  deal  of  sympathy  for  my suffering. And certainly no one was rushing to pay my dental bills. 

Working on the soap had been strange, wonderful,  exhausting and fulfilling all at the same time. I both loved and hated it! It was time to go… 
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CHAPTER 21 

“FIJI,” ESCAPE TO PARADISE 



Buying into another illusion… 



When  I  was  doing  “The  Young  and  the  Restless,”  Larry Wilson, a neighbor, asked if he could bring some guests from Fiji to the set. Larry was an FBI Agent who traveled to Beqa Island in Fiji  (The  fire-walking  island)  every  year  with  his  team  of  FBI Divers  for  training  and  recreation.  One  of  the  guests  was  a member  of  the  Fijian  Parliament,  who  was  accompanied  by  his wife and daughter. Larry’s training site was near where Bill Aul, Member  of  Parliament,  and  his  wife  Mary  had  their  house  on Beqa. By way of thanking us for the tour of “The Young and the Restless” set, our grateful guests invited us to their island. 

After  Dale  had  abandoned  his  dream  of  becoming  a  big  time Movie  Mogul  retirement  on  this  tropical  island  soon  replaced  it. 

The  invitation  to  visit  Fiji  came  at  just  the  right  time  for  Dale’s mid-life crisis induced new thinking. He had quickly decided that, if  practical,  our  future  would  be  in  Fiji.  This  exploratory  trip would hopefully confirm it. 

Dale had taken total control over my finances to include all the property  I  had  acquired  before  I  met  him.  How  did  he  get  his hands on my house? It entailed drugs, a few smacks on the head, and a game of Russian roulette. 
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We  were  in  a  car  going  down  the  twisting  Topanga  Canyon Road  towards  the  beach,  Dale  was  driving.  Without  warning,  he pulled  out  a  gun,  put  it  to  his  head  and  squeezed  the  trigger.  I started laughing at him. We had just seen “The Deer Hunter” and I assumed  that  he  was  playing  some  kind  of  sick  game  with  an unloaded gun. 

Suddenly he swerved the car off the road and stopped it. “You think it’s empty? No, I’ve just one bullet. If you don’t cooperate then there’s nothing left for me, but to end it right here. You say you love me and you trust me. All these years I have taken care of your son and now I ask you to do something for me, and you have the nerve to question it? We have a chance to get this land, which will be in both our names. I promise to give the house back to you and Chance when the deal is done. And if you don’t put this gun to your head right now, you are a chicken-shit! I can’t go on like this.  If  you  keep  saying,  no  to  everything,  I’ll  just  have  to  teach Chance how to play this game. Do you want that?” 

Of course I didn’t… 

I was still drugged from the coke and grass we had just done. I had  been  whining  and  crying.  But  when  he  mentioned  Chance’s name,  I  started  sobering  up  fast.  I  was  still  a  little  dizzy  and having  a  hard  time  believing  this  was  actually  happening.  “Just pull the trigger. We’ll let God decide. Life is not worth living to me, not like this.” He put the gun to his head and squeezed again. 
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I  didn’t  know  how  we  were  going  to  die  by  gunshot  or  car crash, but I knew at least one of us was going to die that day if I didn’t do something quick. I tried to talk him down like they do on the  suicide  hotlines.  I  suggested  that  we  get  out  of  the  car,  get some fresh air, and talk it over. Curiously, he agreed. 

We climbed down into the Topanga Creek bed.  It  was almost dry at that time of the year. We walked and talked and before long we  were  both  crying.  Dale  told  me  how  he  had  to  have  this  to survive. He said he had run out of options and it was this deal or nothing. I started to feel sorry for him. It was true that he cared for Chance when I was off making movies, and I had been more than satisfied to leave matters that I found overwhelming or just boring and dreary to his attention. With my emotional disorders, I could be  a  handful  at  times.  That  was  also  true.  Maybe  I  did  owe  him this? 

We were both stoned, but I still had enough sense to realize that I would be putting at risk the property I had been counting on for security in my old age. I stalled and resisted as long as my nerves could stand it. Then finally, I agreed to put his name on the deeds to  my  house  and  place  the  property  in  a  Family  Trust.  We  got back  in  the  car  and  went  and  did  just  that.  I  was  so  scared  and stoned that the signature on the document doesn’t even look like mine.  But  it  was  witnessed,  and  that  document  has  given  Dale equal ownership to all of my property to this day. 

So we went to Beqa to have a little vacation and to check out the feasibility of moving there. We also made a quick side trip to New  Zealand.  We  took  a  drive  up  the  NZ  Coast,  but  it  was  and everything closed up tight by 6:30 PM. We couldn’t find anything open that weekend. So we didn’t have a lot of fun. 
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Dale quickly decided to take them up on their offer. When we got  back  to  L.A.  he  refinanced  my  house  and  took  out  over $50,000  to  buy  5  acres,  right  on  the  beach  in  Beqa.  The  asking price was only $20,000. This was the spot where Dale had planned to  build  our  house  and  a  helicopter  landing  site.  Dale’s  Mother had recently died, and he received about $175,000 as his share of her estate. We bought the land for $20,000 with the money from my  house.  With  the  rest  we  built  a  house  and  3  other  buildings. 

One of the structures was for storage, another for the generators, and a third provided a residence for a caretaker. 

When we first moved to Fiji Dale left me in Ba, which is on the western part of the island.  It  is  very rural  and very isolated. The population  mostly  consists  of  Indians,  the  descendants  of  the indentured laborers the British brought over from India more than 100 years ago. They still wear their saris, the women have red dots on their foreheads, and the men pinch women in the marketplace. 

It’s their culture. 

In  Ba  I  didn’t  have  a  car.  I  had  to  take  buses  or  walk everywhere  I  went.  It  took  me  half  an  hour  to  walk  to  the  bus station. In the evening I used to just run all the way home to beat the fall of darkness. 
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Dale left me alone to take care of his growing menagerie which then included two parrots, a pig, a goat, a cow, chickens and four dogs. The number of dogs later increased substantially when one of our 3 German shepherds mated with our female Doberman and later  produced  12  offspring.  For  a  long  while  I  was  the  sole caretaker for this mini-petting zoo. 

Dale  really  kept  me  busy  in  Nadi  Town  after  Ba,  and  later  in Beqa, with all those animals. I had a one ton pig named Hamsley that  I  took  care  of  since  he  was  a  piglet.  I  had  to  make  bananas and  rice  for  his  morning  meal  and  rice  and  cassava  for  dinner.  I had  to  milk  the  cow  every  day,  mostly  for  cream  for  Dale’s espresso.  I also cared for her little bull which I called Bully. If I didn’t, I’d get a lick on the head. 

It kept me busy and out of Dale hair which was exactly what he wanted. He even kept the door to his computer room locked so I would be totally in the dark as to his activities. 

This was the content of my dreary life for my first few years in Paradise. 

Even when Dale allowed me a break from my drudgery, it was usually because he felt the need for some diversion, and he’d let me tag along. Such was the occasion of his birthday excursion to Beachcomber’s Island. 

Besides  being  Dale’s  birthday,  it  was  also  Easter  Friday.  We went  to  this  wonderful  little  island  that  is  totally  Fijian.  It  could reasonably be described as “Disneyland a la Fiji.” It was about 35 

minutes from Nadi, Denerau by Jet Ski. 
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And circling the island by parasail with a motor boat dragging me around was also great fun. (Dale was afraid of going up and stayed on  the  beach).  The  great  Jacuzzi,  wonderful  massages,  dancing, drinking and eating the fabulous barbecued Fijian Lovo, (A Lovo is an underground barbecue in which an entire feast is cooked over hot  rocks  while  buried  in  earth.)  rounded-out  our  entertainment. 

And we still found time to make runs to the bathroom to do crystal meth. 

Dale  really  tied  one  on  and  I  wasn’t  much  better  off  after consuming  so  much  of  the  lovely  drugs  and  liquor.  He  laughed, 

“You might as well have fun. You aren’t driving back!” 

After our big day of fun we made a late run for home. The last boat  of  tourists  had  departed  at  least  20  minutes  earlier  and  one always  wanted  to  be  near  some  kind  of  help  if  anything  went wrong in those waters. But we missed our chance for that. 

Dale  had  gotten  his  crystal  meth  supply  from  some  Chinese smugglers  (They  were  arrested  later,  I  read.)  just  before  we  left, and on top of that we were both smashed by the time he said we’d better leave before the last boat. We were already too late. 

About 5 miles from the shore of Denerau, Dale started having trouble with the engine. I kept telling him to call Dave and Jackie, our  New  Zealand  friends,  who  lived  in  Nadi  Town  on  the  cell phone. He got vicious and started cursing at me. He said he could handle it, and for me not to be so stupid. 

Fiji  doesn’t  have  a  Coast  Guard  to  protect  its  boaters.  You couldn’t expect help unless you had told someone where you were going, the route and the time you planned on returning. You really had to cover your ass. 
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The ocean water we were going through kept gorging up these little  pebbles  from  an  underground  volcano.  They  got  caught  in the engine and it would sputter and die. Then Dale would work on it and it would cough, sputter and finally spit the pebbles out and start up again. 

He just laughed at me when I started crying and begging him to call someone. His laughter was instantly silenced though when we suddenly  flipped  over.  Thank  God  we  had  our  life  vests  on!  We were safe for the moment, but Dale’s cell phone was soaked. He still  had  it  in  his  hand  and  now  he  was  eager  to  make  that  call. 

Dead! Instead of keeping it and trying to dry it out, he cursed the phone  and  me  for  saying  “I  told  you  to  call  them,”  and  threw  it into the ocean. 

So who was the stupid one? 

Then  he  decided  that  we  should  swim  for  shore.  I  screamed 

“No  way!  I  will  never  make  it.  Let’s  stay  with  the  Jet  Ski. 

Whenever you see a boat accident in the movies, the boat always shows up, but there are no people because they’ve tried to swim to shore  and  they  never  make  it.  They  are  not  on  the  boat  and  the boat is all right.” 

I  kept  repeating  myself,  hoping  that  if  I  couldn’t  make  an impression with logic, then the repetition might persuade him. 

He said, “This Jet Ski is in a fast, deep current and there are no islands for it to run into. If you stay here you will be carried by the current  all  the  way  to  Australia.  I  am  going  to  swim  to  shore,  I swear I will come back to get you. And if the Jet Ski goes down just  swim  in  the  direction  I’ll  will  be  going  that  will  be  towards shore.” With that, he swam away and left me to fend for myself. 

307 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I knew I couldn’t swim that far, 5 miles against a swift current, I thought my only chance was to try to get out of the water. I tried to  crawl  on  top  of  the  Jet  Ski.  I  kept  dragging  myself  up  then losing my grip and slipping back into the water. 

Finally  I  was  able  to  work  myself  into  a  sitting  position, balanced on top of the Jet Ski which was now upside down. My hands were bleeding, but I was out of the water. He had swum off leaving me clinging to the side. I sat there precariously, sometimes accidentally sliding off, until I saw a rope that was dangling on top of the water. I snatched it up and quickly tied it to my leg. And for the next 5 hours I desperately tried to maintain my balance. 

As the sun started to set and the light dimmed, a fog rolled in on  me.  I  continued  to  search  the  horizon  for  boats.  One  or  two came  by,  but  they  were  far  off  in  the  distance.  I  was  screaming and yelling for help until I lost my voice. My throat was dry and raw. I was crying and screaming and cursing God. No one saw or heard  me.  The  sun  was  setting  on  my  last  day  on  earth  and  I wasn’t  even  going  to  have  a  pretty  sunset  for  my  farewell. 

Nothing  but  fog...I  was  pissed!  I  screamed  some  more  at  God.  I was so angry for a while I forgot how scared I was. 

I looked toward the setting sun and my fear slowly diminished. 

I turned to look behind me towards the shore. It was now so dark that  the  shore  line  had  disappeared.  There  was  only  pitch blackness in its place. It hit me…this is what they call deep water. 

It  was  deep,  deep,  blue  black  water.  And  I  quickly  turned  away from it to look back towards the sunset. 
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Then it started to rain and it got colder. Occasionally to warm myself, I would slip back into the water for a few minutes before scrambling  atop  the  Jet  Ski  again.  I  was  crying  and  praying, praying and crying, and trying to make deals with God. I was so angry  that  I  couldn’t  find  the  words.  I  just  wailed  nonsense  as loudly  as  I  could  to  God,  the  sky,  the  ocean  and  the  rain.  I  was irrationally angry with God and all of his creations. 

And  in  an  instance  everything  changed!  I  felt  a  huge  strange presence  slowly  circling  the  Jet  Ski.  I  froze  and  shut  up  like  a clam. This enormous field of energy had magical pink and purple iridescent colors radiating all around it. It seemed to be radiating even around me. It was the size of a room and I could tell it was alive. It felt so familiar. I wasn’t afraid. I started to realize that it was a sense of peace that I was experiencing and began to accept it. A great  wave of serenity seemed to  flow over me and fill  my heart. And then, as suddenly as it had come it was gone. Was it a moment, or an eternity, I couldn’t tell. Time seemed suspended. 

Then in the distance, I saw 3 huge objects jumping out of the water in every direction. They weren’t close enough to be clearly distinguishable, and again, as suddenly as they had occurred they were gone. 

There was an hour or more of quiet tranquility, where I learned to  accept  my  fate  before  I  saw  the  lights  of  a  huge  boat.  It appeared to be coming towards me and would surely run me over in this rain. I recognized it as the big dinner ship, which provided dinner on the water for guests from the Hilton Hotel in Denerau. 
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One of the Fijian Sailors spotted me bobbing about and called out to swerve the ship. It scrapped the tip of the Jet Ski and I went sideways  with  it.  I  had  read  and  even  been  told  that  Fijians  are known  for  their  incredible  eye  sight.  Thank  God  for  that  Fijian and his amazing eyes. I was saved! 

Earlier I had been so angry at God because He hadn’t given me one last beautiful sunset and now I was the beneficiary of one of his  magnificent  miracles.  Only  The  Holy  Father  would  be  so forgiving after the names I had called Him. 

I  was  hauled  aboard  the  ship  and  given  a  huge  glassful  of expensive brandy. I sipped it through trembling lips as a Strange Woman held me to her bosom. Her Husband just kept patting my back and filling my glass. I sipped, sobbed and clung to her until I passed out. 

I  never  got  a  chance  to  say  goodbye  to  my  group  of  Good Samaritans. When I got back to shore Dale suddenly appeared and he rushed me into the Denerau bar, where he tried to explain how he  had  saved  my  life  to  me  and  everyone  in  the  bar  who  would listen. 

I was still numb and unable to walk without help. I was drunk from the brandy and cold from the hours of exposure, clinging to the top of that Jet Ski. He said he had swum 4 miles until he was picked  up  by  another  boat.  The  story  seemed  endless,  I  couldn’t focus on what he was saying, but it was clear that he considered himself the hero of this little saga. 
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The next day he was emailing people the story of how he saved me. I don’t remember his being on the boat that picked me up at all, just the Woman holding me and her wonderful Husband filling my glass with brandy. 

Later everyone close to me, my Fijian friends that is, said that Dale must have had a boat waiting for him. Their theory was that he thought that I would drown, leaving him and his new 26 year old Indian girlfriend and her little sister everything. 

Of  course  I  knew  that  Dale  was  always  gone  and  leaving  me alone  in  a  foreign  country  without  any  support  group,  while  he took his so called business trips. But I trusted him. I thought if he did  do anything hurtful  to me it was because  I  deserved it. Now after the Jet Ski accident, I really started to fear for my life. This fear wouldn’t  fade like it  had after the Russian  roulette incident. 

No, it hung over me night and day. 

Mostly  my  life  just  consisted  of  waiting  for  Dale.  He  had  the car and he was always gone. Either he was working on our house in  Beqa  or  running  to  the  US  on  business.  I  was  always  left behind. 

He  continued  to  look  for  ways  to  make  more  money.  My pension and social security money wasn’t enough for me to travel with him. It was just enough to make his investments, pay for trips and to buy a Hobie Cat, bulldozer, tractor or some tool or toy he just had to have. 

Dale  was  constantly  pursuing  the  next  big  deal  and  had  all kinds of reasons why I couldn’t have the things I thought I needed. 
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This  was  my  life,  hard  labor  by  day  and  long  boring,  endless nights spent alone. My absentee defacto husband kept me isolated and  oblivious  to  the  details  of  his  activities  including  our  jointly owned properties. 

From finances to the construction, I had to beg for information or sneak it out of his office in defiance of his orders. As empty as my life was, I would have gladly accepted it over the incident that finally catapulted me out of my humdrum existence. 

We  had  a  man  come  to  cut  the  grass  in  the  compound  every week. The grass grew so fast. One day he came with a helper, his nephew.  I  might  have  gone  out  onto  the  porch  at  one  point, bringing them water or juice while they worked. It is a custom in Fiji to bring out juice or ice water to anyone working for  you in the heat outside, but I don’t remember ever seeing or talking to my rapist before that terrifying night. 

I was jolted awake by the crushing weight of a body on top of me,  pinning  me  to  the  bed  while  breathing  heavily  into  my  ear. 

The man was also trying to penetrate me, but couldn’t manage an erection  sufficient  for  the  job.  I  was  struggling  to  wake  up  from what I thought was a nightmare. 

312 

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  

Instinctively  I  tried  to  fight  him  off  so  I  could  breathe.  I  was being smothered. He grabbed me and slammed me back onto the bed and put a pillow over my face. He was  yelling, “I’m here to kill you. I’m going to do it. I am going to fuck you to death and make  you  do  everything  I  want.  I’ll  kill  you,  I’ll  kill  you!  He wants you dead and I am here to kill you.” 

I couldn’t breathe! Then I heard my neck pop. Oh my God, he’s broken  my  neck!  I  felt  his  knees  on  my  chest,  squeezing  the  air out of my lungs. I blacked out. 

When I came to I slowly realized that I was still alive and now conscious. My  attacker  had become  enraged over his  inability to sustain an erection. 

When he too recognized that I was again conscious, he started dragging my nude body by the hair, into the Living Room. It was so surreal  that it seemed like  I  was watching and feeling it from two separate dimensions. 

He shoved me into a corner and grabbed a coke bottle I had left on  the  counter.  He  started  to  force  it  between  my  legs,  into  my vagina, then my rectum over and over, one and then the other. 

Finally,  he  released  me.  I  tried  to  use  the  time  to  gather  my wits. I knew there was a bat by my bed, but I was too afraid to try for it. He was so strong and so angry. He was muttering, “I want your money or your life...money or your life.” 

I remembered I had $FJ300 under a table lamp, and I told him to  take  it.  He  had  found  my  purse  and  was  dumping  out  all  the contents. There was nothing in there but makeup. 
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My mind was a whirl of thoughts. How could I possibly survive this living nightmare? I quickly pointed to where the money was stashed and pleaded with him to take it all. He grabbed the lamp and threw it against the wall, scooped up the cash and laughed. “I am  not  going  to  kill  you.  I’ll  fool  him,  I  will  wait  for  your husband, and I will kill him. Now we will go back to bed. I will give you a Fijian baby, and we’ll wait for your husband. Do you have beer? I want a beer.” 

There wasn’t any beer. 

He dragged me back into the bedroom, threw me onto the bed and tried again to penetrate me with his penis. Again, he failed. 

I whimpered and cried and begged for my life. He hit me in the face and told me to stop or he’d use the coke bottle again. I told him  if  he  would  let  me  clean  myself  up,  I  could  pull  myself together and be ready for him. I made myself talk and I tried to get him to talk as well. 

He demanded I tell him I loved him. I agreed with everything he said. And I tried to comply with all of his demands. I wanted to live. 

I  was  still  crying  so  much  that  he  got  angry  again.  He  pulled out a nail about 8” long, and told me to stop or he would use it. I couldn’t. He stabbed me in the face going for my eye, then the leg and once in the stomach. 
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During the ordeal my little German shepherd puppy, Hurricane, was running after us sniveling and whimpering at his inability to help  me.  Each  time  he  would  swat  him  away,  my  relentless would-be protector would return. Finally he grabbed up Hurricane and  put  the  nail  to  his  neck  and  told  me  again  to  stop  crying  or he’d kill him. He slammed the poor puppy onto the floor, snatched me up and said, “Straighten up or everything in the house is going to die.” He said he would even kill Hamsley and all the chickens. 

How  did  he  know  Hamsley’s  name?  He  had  known  Hurricane’s name as well. (At the time I couldn’t put him and his Uncle, the Grass Cutter’ together). 

He told me to call him Joe. 

My nude body was now covered with blood and blood seemed to  be  everywhere,  on  the  furniture,  the  bed,  the  curtains  and  the floor. 

He threw a dress at me and told me to put it on. He said that we were going to buy beer. As I struggled to put it on, he grabbed my arm and we staggered down the stairs. 

I found my keys to the house, car and the front-gate in my dress pocket.  I  started  towards  my  car  and  he  said  no,  he  had  a  taxi waiting just outside the gate. 

A  taxi!  Waiting?  Had  the  driver  watched  him  climb  over  my fence  and  sat  there  all  this  time  waiting?  A  taxi!  He  must  have heard my screams. What kind of man was this Taxi Driver? 

Joe  pushed  me  inside  the  taxi  and  gave  the  driver  directions. 

We  drove  up  to  an  illegal,  after-hours  liquor  store  about  a  mile from the house. During the entire trip not a word was spoken by any of us. 

315 

SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA When the taxi pulled up in front of the little store, Joe got out and tried to drag me with him. I started screaming and kicking and yelled “Call the police! I’ve been raped. Call the police!” 

I gave Joe such a kick that he was forced to release my arm. He took off running in one direction, and the Taxi Driver jumped out and ran in another. 

Now, I saw that the door to the illegal liquor store was suddenly closed and locked up tight and I realized I was alone. 

I  barely  turned  my  body  around  in  time  to  see  a  huge,  bare-chested  Fijian  man  punch  and  tackle  the  taxi  driver.  He  half dragged  and  shoved  the  Driver  all  the  way  back  to  the  taxi.  I blurted out what had happened so quickly that  I wasn’t sure that my rescuer understood me. But without hesitating, he jumped into the taxi and gave the Driver instructions to take us to the hospital. 

My  courageous  Savior  turned  out  to  be  the  chief  of  a  nearby village. 

When I was later seen by a doctor, he had me sit in a huge bowl of  Dettol  (An  antiseptic  disinfectant)  mixed  with  water.  Then  he cleaned  me  up  the  best  he  could,  while  trying  not  to  look  at  my naked body. He gave me a shot and I went out like a light. 

The Chief Doctor called the police. The next day when I came to  the  police  were  still  there.  I  barely  remember  any  of  it.  I  was told  they  took  my  statement  the  night  before  and  then  left. 

Though, one of the officers was assigned to stay in the hospital to guard me. 

At  one  point,  I  screamed  about  someone  wanting  me  dead,  I was later told. I don’t remember any of that. I was in the hospital for the better part of two days, during which time I kept going in and out consciousness. 
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I do remember a preacher praying for me. And there were two women praying over me as well. They spoke and sang in Fijian. 

On the third day, a police officer named Neil took me back to my  house.  I  had  to  make  the  trip  wrapped  in  a  hospital  sheet.  It was the only thing I had with which to cover myself. 

Nothing  in  the  house  had  been  touched.  The  bloodstained carnage  from  three  nights  before  was  still  visible.  Our  entrance was followed by a hoard of police officers. They were all speaking in Fijian, so I couldn’t follow what they were saying. 

Someone  called  Dale  right  after  it  happened,  but  he  hadn’t come back from Beqa. Later he told me that he talked to me on the phone and I had said that everything was over, I was all right, and for  him  not  to  make  a  special  trip  back.  Did  I  say  that?  I  don’t remember. It seemed true at the time. But why would I say that to him when I needed him more than I had ever needed any one in my life. 

Still  later  a  police  woman  came  to  my  house  and  brought  me food. She told me not to worry because they had captured the boy and he had confessed. She said they had him at the station and that she  had  been  one  of  his  interrogators.  She  also  said  that  he  told them that he didn’t know me. But he had seen me in the grocery store  and  once  with  his  uncle  when  he  had  cut  our  grass.  That’s where he learned the names of the animals. 

He told her that he thought  I  was pretty  and started following me  to  learn  my  schedule.  He  told  the  Taxi  Driver  he  was  my husband,  had  forgotten  his  keys  and  had  to  climb  over  the  huge fence to get inside. 
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His role as protector quickly developed into a friendship and later evolved into an affair. 

Neil  watched  me  sleeping  each  day  in  the  hospital,  watching over  me  as  it  were.  So  he  soon  became  aware  that  Dale  never came to see me. He had learned all he needed to know. 

In my miserably vulnerable state it wasn’t very difficult for this handsome,  charming  man  to  seduce  me.  The  lies  he  used  to accomplish it probably weren’t even necessary. It had been seven years  since  I  had  been  intimate  with  anyone,  the  last  3  in  the States, and 4 more in Fiji. I was so in need of love and affection that it was a case of anyone with a smile and a kind word would have done the trick. But he chose to use a long series of lies, one of which was that he was single, to achieve his goal. 

Neil  became  my  salvation  as  well  as  my  lover.  He  led  me  to believe that he was Fijian or mixed, when he was actually Indian. 

He looked much more Fijian than Indian to me. But he would be my  first  of  many  Dark  Skin  Lovers  and  the  thrill  that  I experienced in Hawaii with that vicarious interracial affair became a  reality.  It  was  exciting  to  me  not  because  of  the  mythical  skill and stamina of the black lover, but more so the striking contrast in the aesthetic values in our complexion and features as our bodies interacted made the lovemaking so fascinating and very sensual. 
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Joe, my attacker, had also been wanted for a burglary  at  Toki Toki, a nearby resort where he had worked. He was 25 years old, had a wife and a little 3 month old baby. He had bragged about his exploits  and  said  he  wasn’t  done  with  me.  He  told  some  of  the village  men  that  he  was  going  to  eventually  kill  me.  He  said  he had  been  paid  a  lot  of  money  and  would  get  even  more  when  it was done. 

Later I was told that Joe was sentenced to 15 years at a trial of which  I  had  never  been  notified.  Much  of  the  information concerning  the  case  I  read  in  the  newspaper,  though  they  got  a number  of  details  wrong.  1946  was  the  year  I  had  given  to  the police as my birth year, but they recorded my age as 46. Then the newspaper somehow translated that into 48 as my age. 

Even so the judge had been appalled that any young boy would rape a woman old enough to be his mother. And here I was in my 60’s, not 40’s. 

I started talking to a lady at the Rape Council of Women Crisis Center in Suva. Once a week we would talk for a couple of hours. 

She told me I had to get on with life. “You can’t stay boarded up in the house, afraid to go out. Just go out and do what you would normally do.” 

I  couldn’t  do  it.  I  couldn’t  even  shop  for  groceries.  I  was  so damaged and frightened by the rape that normal activities became anything  but  normal.  Everyday  tasks  became  a  struggle  if  they required going out and mixing with people. 
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I  clung  to  Neil  as  if  he  were  a  life  preserver.  I  needed  and wanted to be in love. One night he took a call from a woman on his cell phone while we were making love. Afterwards he decided that this was the opportune moment to share with me the fact that I was one among many, and that he was also married. 

I  couldn’t  take  it.  His  words  damaged  me  to  my  core.  I  had really loved him. He had me buying gifts for him, lottery tickets, one of which had won him $10,000. But I wasn’t the only woman buying  them  for  him.  Cops  get  around,  and  this  one  got  around more than most. He had been stringing me along for about a year when it ended.  I  would  still see him occasionally  for  casual sex, but the love and the monogamy on my side ended right there. 

That same day he broke my heart, I had gone to Nadi Town. I went to a store that both Neil and Dale had taken me to buy illegal grass.  As  I  exited  and  started  walking  down  the  street,  I  noticed someone  following  me.  I  turned  and  saw  a  young  man  who  was the  spitting  image  of  Bruce  Lee.  He  had  the  same  boyish  grin. 

When  he  caught  up  to  me,  I  learned  that  he  was  an  artist.  I  had seen  his  work  in  a  museum  in  Suva  and  loved  it  without  ever having seen the face behind those wonderful creations. We spent the rest of the day together. I stopped thinking about Neil or my feelings of betrayal. 
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We  drove  to  Suva,  the  Fijian  version  of  “Sin  City,”  that  late afternoon  and  made  brief  stops  at  one  nightclub  after  another, drinking and smoking as we went. Just that quickly, I had fallen in love  again.  After  about  3  months,  I  found  out  that  he  too  was married. Again love and monogamy ended with a revelation, but I would also continue to see him for Recreational Sex. 

This  last  betrayal  sent  me  right  around  the  bend.  How  could these men seduce women and engage in casual sex with multiple partners  without  feeling  any  guilt  or  sense  of  consequences?  I didn’t know, but I was determined to find out. If they could, why couldn’t I? 

I  wanted  to  believe  all  the  stories  I  ever  heard  about  men chasing women and the need to have new notches on their belts. I wanted  to  be  like  those  young  men  with  their  high  sex  drives, screwing  their  way  through  the  female  population  without  any concerns, save, their own lustful desires. 

I also wanted to wipe away the memory of that horrible night and the recent betrayals as well, with as many sexual conquests as it took. I wanted to feel like Neil had when he joked that, “If you hadn’t thought he was going to kill you might have enjoyed it.” 

Was  that  the  male  response  to  sexual  assault?  If  so,  then  that would be my  response  also.  What’s the definition of “Bad sex?” 

There isn’t any, it’s all...great! With my new philosophy in mind, I went on a sexual binge to end all sexual binges. 

I  discovered  a  night  spot  called  “After  Dark,”  it  became  my hookup  spot  of  choice.  It  was  owned  by  a  young,  Asian  man called  Moon.  It  was  known  as  a  scary,  forbidden  place  for  good reasons. Legend had it that the 40 cement steps leading up to the place had even taken a few drunken lives. 
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It  was  total  chaos.  They  were  all  fighting  each  other.  We  got out  of  there  just  before  the  police  arrived.  The  next  day  I  heard that the poor kid died. He drowned in his own blood in the Nasoso Police Station’s Drunk Tank. 

But  that didn’t  stop  me from  going to  After Dark. One of my secret  pleasures  was  watching  the  Fijians  dancing.  They  are  so graceful and sensual with their movements. I just loved it! 

It didn’t take me long to establish a routine. I would take a nap during the day and wake at about 11PM. I would get into my US 

touristy,  conservative  clothes,  take  a  hit  off  a  joint  of  incredible grass, and drive my old light blue Land Cruiser, with bad brakes the  15  minutes  to  the  place  where  my  expectations  were  to  be realized. 

At night I was free from the chickens, dogs, pig, cow, and my failed relationship with Dale. I was on my own, Dale was in Beqa and I was free! I still remember the warm summer breeze blowing through my hair as I drove to After Dark, yelling out to the moon, 

“Hello  Fiji,  a  new  night,  a  new  adventure!  I’m  here  in  Fiji.  In Paradise! Hello Fiji,” I would scream into the night. 

I was always the only white person at After Dark and a novelty that those virile young Fijian boys were eager to try. 
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I would order one Fiji Bitter, the best tasting beer on the planet. 

Afterwards I drank water for the rest of the night. 

Then I would scope out the place for someone that appealed to me. I would pick up guys night after night, and take them to  my house  for  loveless  sex...if  I  changed  my  mind  or  they  had  to  go home  to  their  wives  or  girlfriends,  I’d  drive  them  back  to  After Dark  or  let  them  out  a  few  blocks  away.  If  the  night  was  still young  and  I  hadn’t  been  satisfied,  I  would  find  myself  another fellow. 

Three was my limit. Otherwise I just got too tired. I didn’t want to care about anyone or ever get hurt again by a man physically or emotionally. I also discovered I could only be with someone who really turned me on.  I would challenge them with  the taunt, “Do you know how to please a women?” 

What man would say no? But if they couldn’t live up to their words,  I  dismissed  them  and  moved  on.  More  than  once  when  I could tell from the preliminaries that my desires weren’t likely to be  met  by  the  guy  I  had  selected,  I  would  call  an  end  to  it,  and leave  the  poor  guy  frustrated  and  disappointed.  I  wasn’t  there  to give him pleasure. I was engaged in a total act of self-indulgence. 

I wanted to get the number up to 200. I was methodical. I kept a journal with photographs and detailed entries of what we had done and how well my partner had performed. It was my equivalent of the proverbial little black book. 

Later when Dale took the Nissan, I was without wheels. But I didn’t let that stop me. I went to After Dark in a taxi, and I would usually take one home. The place closed at 1AM. 
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For  sure  my  judgment  was  impaired.  I  started  walking.  Then  I soon realized I was being followed. 

The guy approached me and said he was a soldier in the Fijian Army.  I laughed and said, “Then  I can  feel  safe  with  you along. 

I’m glad you’re not going to steal my money or rape me.” 

I was joking and laughing at my own joke when I noticed that I was the only one laughing. I didn’t have much money on me, only about $FJ7.00 ($3.50 US). We just kept talking and walking when two men came toward us. They had gotten out of a van parked by the roadside. Then the three of them pushed me off the road and dragged me into the bushes. They each took a turn. 

Afterwards I heard them say as they were pushing me towards the van that they planned to spend the weekend at my house, and would take turns with me until Dale returned. Yes, they knew all about Dale and even knew his name. They also knew I didn’t have any one else to protect me. 

Before they could get me into the van, I broke away and made a run towards the entrance to the Nadi Airport, screaming as loudly as I could, “Call the police! I’ve been raped!” 

When  the  police  showed  up,  as  amazing  as  it  sounds,  all  the guys  were  still  there.  No  one  tried  to  run  or  leave.  The  police drove  us  all  to  the  Army  Base,  where  I  told  my  story  to  the commander.  He  pulled  me  aside  and  said,  “If  you  press  charges you will disappear. Go home and keep your mouth shut.” 

The  police  drove  me  home,  and  it  appears  that  everyone  just forgot about it, except me. 

324 

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  

I wanted to change and I surely had. Though I didn’t enjoy the assault like I had been encouraged to do by Neil the cop, nor was I devastated.  I  resumed  the  pursuit  of  my  goal  without  missing  a beat. 

Dale told me how he managed his sexual life, back in the day, and  I  wanted  to  be  just like  him,  a  sexual  predator.  I  questioned him about how men did these things. He said he always had one favorite  gal,  and  that  he  would  fuck  around  on  her  with  all  the others.  At  this  stage  of  our  relationship  there  wasn’t  much  I respected about Dale, but this technique of his made sense to me at the time. 

So along with my runs to After Dark, I kept a stable of favorite lovers.  One  was  a  6’4”  very  handsome,  married  Rugby  Player named Emory, who was about 32 years old.  I was involved with all  of  them  at  the  same  time  the  Cop,  the  Artist,  and  an  Airport Janitor who was built  like Adonis and had  “Sagittarius” tattooed all the way down his spinal column. 

My  initial  encounter  with  my  Adonis  culminated  with  7 

orgasms for him and at  least  that number for me.  I lost count  of my  own.  He  was  28.  They  were  all  young,  gorgeous,  and  taken. 

None were any older than 32. 

But  Emory was my  favorite.  I would drop  everything for him whenever  we  had  a  chance  to  get  together.  Our  affair  lasted  for about  a  year  and  it  was  never  monogamous  on  my  part.  I  had learned my lesson. 
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Emory was reckless and he encouraged me to follow his lead. I just wasn’t safe with him. Eventually he would have accidentally killed  me.  I  wouldn’t  have  tried  to  drive  over  that  bridge  if  he hadn’t said “Yeah, it’s a short cut!” 

Once  while  we  were  in  the  throes  of  lovemaking,  he  rose  up while I was on top of him and dumped me backwards onto a glass-topped coffee table. My head hit with a loud thud and glass flew everywhere. I was left with several cuts and a mild concussion. 

When his wife showed up on my door one day, I knew it was over, at least for me. I could still feel guilty when confronted with the sight of another woman who had been betrayed. 

After all the flings and one night stands it finally started to take its toll. I was unable to sleep, and I knew what that could mean. I had  been  on  a  rampage.  I  was  sick  and  tired  of  feeling  unloved, empty  and  more  alone  than  ever.  The  faces,  voices,  and  yes, penises,  of  all  of  those  beautiful  young  men  started  blending together. 

When  I  had  started,  I  figured  I  couldn’t  hurt  anyone  with  my one night  stands, with  the possible exception of myself,  and that became the case, increasingly. I was sick-at-heart. My heart began to  just  ache  all  the  time.  I  felt  a  huge  hole  in  the  middle  of  my chest that I couldn’t fill with liquor, drugs or sex anymore. 
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I had been without sleep for 3 nights when I met Billy, at After Dark.  I  was more than ready to  stop  going with  so many men.  I was looking for “The One.” When he walked over and asked me to dance, the chemistry was immediate and intense. He was very young, only twenty-one, and not very tall, just 5’9”. I felt a sense of  security  I  hadn’t  known  for  some  time.  When  I  accidentally brushed his chest with  my breast  I almost fainted. I felt safe. He was so gorgeous, and the way his whole face glowed as he gazed at me was as if he were looking into the eyes of a goddess. 

I told him about Dale and our strange relationship. I was always honest with the guys I was with. Later I found out that Billy slept outside  our  house,  by  the  garbage  dumpster,  after  our  first  time together.  He  told  me  that  he  watched  Dale  and  me  drive  off  to Suva that next morning. 

I finally demanded to have the good car during the week after I had gone over that bridge in my old Land Cruiser. I was afraid to drive  the  thing,  though  it  would  still  run  after  all  it  had  gone through. 

Now I could drop Dale off at the dock to Beqa and drive back to  Billy.  It  was  a  two  hour  drive  from  Suva  to  Nasoso.  Dale wouldn’t take the bus that stopped right in front of our complex. 

He  was  too  much  of  a  prince.  He  had  me  drive  him  all  the  way there and then to turn around and drive back two more hours. 

It  truly  touched  my  heart  when  Billy  told  me  how  he  slept outside all night...to see if I was telling the truth, and if I was safe. 

His act of chivalry won my heart. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Billy  gave  me  the  courage  to  demand  having  the  car,  without even  knowing  it.  I  had  been  hitchhiking  to  After  Dark  and  all around town.  I knew the buses from  Nadi  to  Latoka and Ba, but there  weren’t  any  buses  at  night.  Dale  would  regularly  take  the Nissan to Suva, parked it there and take his boat to Beqa and stay for  3  days  at  a  time.  La-de-da  Dale  always  had  a  comfortable lifestyle while I got the fuzzy end of the lollipop...no more. 

I persuaded Dale to hire Billy to help me with all the animals. 

He would be my Houseboy for which the pay was $300 a month plus room, board and me. We all lived in Nadi, but of course, Dale was  always  gone.  When  the  house  in  Beqa  was  finished  we  all moved  there.  During  this  time  Billy  and  I  had  our  secret  love affair and Dale never became the wiser. 

One day Billy and I were cleaning out Dale’s stuff in Beqa and we found his stash of Viagra. Dale hadn’t touched me in 23 years. 

If  I  had  felt  any  guilt  about  my  relationship  with  Billy,  at  that moment it completed vanished. 
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CHAPTER 22 

ESCAPING FROM DALE’S WEB 




So this is how 30 years in Purgatory ends... 



Dale kept me and Billy busy in Nadi Town, and later in Beqa with all the animals. We were out of his hair, and I was locked out of his precious computer room as well. But I had Billy who was so sweet  and  caring.  After  the  long  move  to  Beqa,  Billy  was  given the weekend off. When he returned he found me locked in a room without  windows,  with  a  pail  full  of  waste,  and  a  bottle  of  Fiji Water. I had been in there for 3 days. 

I had wanted to get into the computer room and e-mail Chance. 

Dale  said  he  had  already  written  letters  to  everyone  and  we  got into  a  huge  fight.  He  pushed  me  into  a  downstairs  room  and locked  the  door.  “Maybe  this  will  teach  you  to  obey  me.  How many times have I told you to stay away from that computer” he shouted? 

I was almost out of my mind when Billy found me. He begged me  to  get  away  from  Dale  and  come  with  him  to  his  island.  He thought  Dale  had  tried  and  would  continue  to  try  to  kill  me.  He thought that when Dale had left me on that Jet Ski to drown, it was part  of  a  plot,  and  that  the  fellow  who  had  raped  me  had  been hired by Dale, and on and on. Billy blamed Dale for everything. 
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Billy  grabbed  and  shook  me  and  said,  “How  can  you  let  this happen to  you? Come with me back to  Savusavu, my island. He won’t find you there. You are a famous actress, a star. I will never hit you or let anyone strike you. Come to my village. My mother, father, uncles and grandmother will all take care of you. 

Thank God I had done “Lone Wolf McQuade,” the best of the Chuck  Norris  films,  and  I  had  worked  with  Bruce  Lee  in 

“Marlowe.”  In  Fiji  everyone  had  seen  every  one  of  Chuck  and Bruce’s films. “The Young and the Restless,” although shown in 32 other countries wasn’t shown there and no one even knew who Steve  McQueen,  Peter  O’Toole,  Patrick  Dempsey  or  any  of  the other stars I worked with were. 

Billy won my heart and I followed it and him to his island. He packed  us  up  and  hired  the  village  boat.  We  headed  for  Suva where I lied to the Indian man who was taking care of the Nissan SUV for Dale, and we were able to take it with us. All of this just to get the car I had paid for. Then we boarded a huge ship bound for Savusavu. 

I called Dale on my cell phone once I was safely away. I told him I was gone for good, and I had taken the birds, Sam and Sting, and the two German Shepherds with me. 
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I  called  the  people  at  Westpac  Bank  where  we  had  our accounts.  One  of  the  employees  was  also  a  member  of  my Christian  prayer  group  in  Nadi  Town.  She  helped  me  get  my money out of the account. She would even call me when a check arrived.  I  could  rush  down  to  my  Westpac  Branch  in  Savusavu and beg them to set up a bank account in my name only. Up until then, everything was going to Dale. He had made me sign papers giving him the authority to sign my checks at Westpac in Nadi. I just  followed  what  my  girlfriend  told  me  to  do  and  I  started getting some of my money. 

When Dale made his furious, threatening call to me, I just kept saying the Lord’s Prayer over and over. Not only had I survived, but I had won. 

I met Billy’s mother and father earlier and they also wanted me to  come  to  live  with  them.  They  took  me  into  their  home  and treated me like family. I slept on the floor with 14 other relatives, fished  and  weaved  baskets.  His  Grandmother  taught  me  how  to kill the little fish we caught in nets with my hands. 

The  villagers  of  Nagigi  knew  of  my  plight,  and  became  very protective of me. I tried to reciprocate in part by building a septic tank for the house. I also bought bee hives for the village with the little  money  I  was  able  to  get.  Nagigi  Village  became  my sanctuary for the next two years. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA The Americans, Canadians and New Zealanders came over and leased  the  Fijian’s choicest  property,  and  promised  them  jobs  at their  resorts.  Then  the  Fijian  people were  paid  $FJ15.00  a  day (About  8  dollars  US)  with  no  healthcare  benefits  or  pensions  at these big, fine resorts. And of course, no tipping was ever allowed. 

But  if  you  care  to,  as  a  guest,  you  are  encouraged  to  donate whatever you want to a Christmas fund which the Fijian’s workers never see. They are not allowed to mingle with the guests or even eat at the hotels and resorts. Some paradise! 

Most  of  these  beautiful  young  people  are  running  around without teeth. It is cheaper and simpler to pull them rather than fill their cavities. 

I  built  the  family  a  septic  tank  to  afford  them  a  little  comfort and the bee hives to supplement their almost nonexistent income. I begged  them  to  grow  tomatoes,  something  they  could  sell  to  the big  resort  hotels,  but  they  were  only  interested  in  their  root  and Kava crops, not in fresh vegetables. 

In  Fiji  the  males  rule.  They  just  didn’t  have  any  respect  for  a woman’s opinion there. 

The excellent, but troubled actor, Mel Gibson, was the owner of a neighboring island. That’s right, the whole island. The first time I  saw  my  new  neighbor  racing  by  in  his  truck,  my  mind  flashed back to when I was standing in front of the door as I was about to bolt  from  yet  another,  Hollywood  party,  when  I  was  suddenly knocked  to  the  floor  by  a  man  in  a  hurry  to  enter  the  party  in which I was rushing to leave. He charged in and knocked me right down to the floor. 
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I  was  wearing  my  “Chopper  chick”  motorcycle  jacket,  jeans and boots because I had gone straight to the party from rehearsing all  day  for  a  movie  called,  “Chopper  Chicks  in  Zombietown.”  I was fired after they discovered how truly dangerous I could be on a  motorcycle,  especially  when  I  had  to  wear  an  eye-patch  and carry a whip. 

It  was  the  eye-patch  which  really  did  me  in.  I  started  getting dizzy wearing the damn thing, and just thinking about leading my gang  of  chopper  chicks,  roaring  up  and  down  the  road  on  our motorcycles  made  me  queasy.  I  don’t  think  the  thing  was  ever released, but I did get paid. 

Thank  God,  I  got  fired.  Making  that  movie  would  have  taken years off my life, if not killed me. 

The  party  was  being  hosted  by  powerful  Hollywood  talent agent, Ed Limato, after a screening of Richard Gere’s new movie, 

“Miles  from  Home.”  It  was  one  of  the  most  forgettable  scripts ever  made  into  a  movie,  but  here  we  all  were  in  a  protected Hollywood environment doing our best to act positive. 

It  had  taken  Ed  two  decades  to  create  his  power  base  in  L.A. 

His estate up in Coldwater Canyon, known as Heather House, had been built in 1936 as a honeymoon retreat for Hollywood’s golden era stars, Dick Powell and Joan  Blondell. George Raft and Betty Grable  also  lived  there  while  they  were  having  their  affair.  And British actress Diana Dors had owned it as well. Ed said she had been  tossed, fully dressed, into the swimming pool  at  one of her parties that got out of control. 

The game room was adorned with caricatures that he acquired from the old MGM commissary and he even had a screening room named after his favorite star, Marlena Dietrich. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA All of Ed’s assistant agents upon on their hiring had to watch a certain list of classic films and report back to him. He was indeed a  legend.  He  actually  started  out  in  a  mailroom  at  a  theatrical agency that no one has ever heard of now but was big at the time, he  told  me.  Ashley/Famous  Agency  which  became  the International  Famous  Agency  is  where  he  went  up  the  ladder. 

Then  Ashley  Famous  merged  with  Creative  Management  and became  (ICM)  International  Creative  Management.  Ed  left  ICM 

after  a  while  and  joined  another  agent,  Stan  Kamen  at  William Morris. But Ed went back to the agency that gave him his first job, ICM. 

He referred to his assistant agents as #1, #2, and #3. They later went off and became big agents on their own. Ed wore Italian suits in shades of dusty light orange/red and dusty mustard, strange off beat  colors  that  made  you  turn  around  and  look  twice.  And  Ed would  prance  when  he  walked  to  add  a  bit  of  flare  to  his impression. 

He represented my girlfriend Barbara Carrera who is one of the great beauties of Hollywood and a very talented actress. I met and worked  with  her  on  the  Chuck  Norris  movie,  “Lone  Wolf McQuade.”  At  the  time  Ed  was  no  longer  her  agent,  but  they remained friends. She had an open invitation to come over and use the pool. He would always ensure that she was on hand when he was  trying  to  sign  male  clients.  I  sort  of  think  it  was  a  little exploitive. But she explained to me that “It’s” just his way.” She is a very forgiving person, always thinking the best of people. 
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Barbara told me that he also represented Claire Danes, Goldie Hawn, Jennifer Lopez and Michelle Pfeiffer. Several of them were there at this party that night. He loved having beautiful women at his parties 

There  were  a  scarcity  of  seats  though  and  I  remember  at  one point mine was stolen from me. A quite well known actress, who shall  remain  nameless,  rudely  looked  right  through  me  as  she snatched the seat before I could sit back down. 

By  this  time,  the  long,  hard,  frustrating  day  at  work,  and  my natural  discomfort  with  the  whole  party  scene  had  started  to manifest itself. I had a headache and I was starting to feel woozy. I headed  towards  the  door  while  still  trying  to  persuade  myself  to stay.  This  was  supposed  to  be  an  excellent  chance  to  do  some networking. I told myself if I wasn’t convinced by the time I made it through the door it would be my sign that I was doing the right thing. 

As I was about to enter the doorway, “Smack,” I was flat on my back.  Within  seconds  a  very  strong,  yummy  smelling  man  was lifting me from the floor. He asked with a tone of concern in his soothing, sexy voice “Are you all right?” At first I couldn’t speak, the wind had been knocked out of me. But there in the dark with his  strong  arms  holding  me,  that  yummy,  sweet  scent,  and  now with the sexy, soothing voice, sparks were already starting to fly. 

The two drinks which I had just finished may have also amplified the electricity I was feeling. 
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You’re okay, aren’t you?” 

This room was dark. I couldn’t really see him very well, but the accent gave him away. I then realized I was being made love to by the young male animal, voted Sexiest Man Alive, Mel Gibson. 

He pulled away for a second, looked at me and said, “God, you are so sexy!” Then he kissed me strong and hard on the lips. My head started to swirl. I moaned “Don’t stop!” He pulled my jeans down with one motion and took me right there against the wall. 

He  was  still  inside  me  when  Ed  Limato  walked  in,  tapped Mel’s  shoulder  and  said,  “Why  don’t  you  go  upstairs  to  my bedroom?” 

Mel didn’t miss a beat. He wasn’t ruffled or even embarrassed, though  I  can’t  explain  it,  neither  was  I.  Mel  slapped  Ed  on  the back  and  told  him  to  give  his  regards  to  everyone.  I  rushed  to replace my jean as he led me towards the door. 

We  took  off  for  the  beach  and  got  as  far  Sunset  Blvd.,  and pulled into a huge gated driveway very much like the one in  the movie  “Sunset  Boulevard”  to  make  love  again.  Afterwards  we continued  towards  the  beach.  He  took  off  so  fast  that  the  truck went  into  a  180  degree  spin  right  there  on  Sunset  and  when  we came out of it, we were traveling in the wrong direction, against traffic, while speeding taboot. 
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By this time I’d had my fill to say the least. The reality of what I had done was starting to sink in. I told Mel he just had to drive me back to Ed’s. “I’ve left Barbara there,” I said. She was riding with me. 

He said “No problem,” with a drunken slur that I hadn’t heard before.  At  that  instance,  I  realized  that  he  wasn’t  a  movie  stunt driver, or some Nascar Car racer. He was a drunken actor playing a  fast  driving,  crazy,  drunken  young  lover/chauffeur  to  my drunken actress/older woman. 

Suddenly  he  started  singing.  To  humor  him  I  sang  too,  and swilled  whiskey  from  a  bottle  he  had  acquired  along  the  way  as we drove back towards Ed’s. 

And then he stopped abruptly, turned around and headed onto Canon Drive right over the curb. He said he wanted to make one brief stop at a bar for a chaser. Soon after we entered, I went to the ladies room to straighten myself up, and puke. When I came back he was surrounded by a couple of drop-dead beautiful Asian girls. 

He immediately introduced me as his  cousin, “A kissing cousin” 

and  winked  at  me.  With  an  arm  placed  protectively  around  my waist, he drew me into his little circle of adoring fans and gave me a  huge  smack  on  the  lips  for  the  scene’s  climate.  He  was  still acting.  Great!  I  thought  this  is  just  what  I  need,  a  graceful  way out.  So  I  played  his  buddy,  his  sweet  “Kissing  cousin.”  We  all jumped into the truck and he dropped me at Ed’s, kissed the top of my head, winked again and squeezed my arm. His parting words were,  “I  really  enjoyed  and  needed  that,  thank  you.  You  are  a wonder, an Angel from Heaven!” 
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Now  as  I  watched  him  drive  past  my  beach  house,  leaving  a cloud  of  dust  behind  him,  the  thought  went  through  occurred  to run out and flag him down to say, what? Hello? No, it was over. It was a  great  memory  from  what  had also  been my  night  of need. 

But I was with Billy now. And although it was a great Hollywood story, it was what it was, just “Ships passing in the Night.” 

As I looked back, I was so emerged in the Fijian culture I never would have left, if God hadn’t interceded. I would have just stayed in  Nagigi,  building  septic  tanks  and  buying  bee  hives  for  the villagers every couple of months. 

But  for  Billy’s  drinking,  I  would  have  stayed  forever.  It  was God who guided me out of Fiji, away from Billy and back to the United States. I never could have done it alone. 

After  I  started  bleeding,  everyone  decided  I  had  to  go  to  a hospital in  New Zealand.  I  wanted to  take Billy  with  me, but  he had  been  arrested  during  a  fight  between  two  families  in  the village  and  his  record  was  impeding  my  efforts  to  get  a  visa  for him. I could not get him out of the country. 

He was 23, drop-dead gorgeous, wild and full of testosterone. I was in my 60s, and fourteen years older than his mother. I looked a  good  40  because  of  the  nips  and  tucks  I  had  had  to,  hopefully lengthen my career. She was getting gray and a little heavy, so she looked a lot older than me, but the facts were the facts. 
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I promised Billy that I would take him with me. I setup a bank account  with  $2,000  in  his  name  to  show  proof  that  he  wasn’t destitute.  So  the  authorities  would  grant  him  his  visa.  Soon afterwards  Billy  took  out  $500  to  buy  beer  and  liquor  for  a celebration on the beach with all the village boys. 

The bank called and told me about the withdrawal. I took him right  down  to  the  bank  and  had  him  sign  the  rest  of  the  money over to me. He just didn’t seem to get it! 

He  lived  for  the  day  and  did  not  know  the  meaning  of consequences.  It  was  an  island  thing.  Have  a  good  time  today, tomorrow may not  come.  I told him he’d have to be good. He’d have  to  stay  out  of  trouble  with  the  law.  His  mother  and  I  were dragging  him  to  church  and  the  minister  told  us  that  he  would marry us and then I wouldn’t have any problems with Dale. 

The  Minister  looked  over  the  copy  of  Dale’s  and  my  phony marriage  license  and  told  me  that  California  Law  doesn’t recognize common law marriages. He said Billy and I could and should get married. But first he would have to counsel us. Billy’s response was, “Whatever you want me to do--I’ll do. But I don’t want to have to go to any consultations or go to Church Services.” 

The church services in Fiji were all 2 hours long, as compared to the services in the states of one hour and they were in the Fijian language.  I  couldn’t  understand  a  word  and  the  seats  were  very hard as well, but we were stuck. 

Everyone  knew  my  story  and  respected  Billy’s  decision  to bring me to the village, though we were still living in sin. I figured Billy really didn’t want to get married. I wrote him a letter that I never sent, but I want to put it in here. 
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I am going to try to write to you on my computer. I finally have one. My old Jeep Grand Wagoneer still runs. It’s a 1984 and has over 200,000 miles on it. It’s black with enameled wood paneling on the sides. It’s a real Surfer Dude Jeep! Even the air conditioner works. 

I got it out of the garage in Topanga after it had been sitting for 7 years...even longer, because Dale always rented a new car when he came to L.A. from Fiji. He sure knew how to spend my money! 

I  don’t  have  enough  money  to  have  my  broken  breast  implants from  the  rape  removed,  because  New  Zealand  ate  up  all  the money. All the testing they did to find out what was wrong with me was very expensive. It all turned out to be stress related. And now I am scared my insurance won’t pay me back. 

I  haven’t  gone  out  or  been  with  anyone  else  at  all.  I  am  true blue.  I miss  you even though  I know  you  are really no  good  for me.  I  keep  remembering  all  the  things  we  did  together.  I remember your face and how you were always so sweet to me and never hit me. I never would have been able to get away from Dale if  it  hadn’t  been  for  you.  You  gave  me  the  courage  to  do  that.  I remember how you found me all locked up in that room when you came back from visiting your family. That’s when I snapped. You held me in your arms and said, “How can he do this to you? Why did he do this?” 
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I  have  gotten  some  new  photos  taken  here  and  I  have  signed with a commercial agent and I’m trying to get back in the swing of things. My commercial agent sends me out at least 3 times a week. 

But  every interview  I  get  there are other actresses there, all with white  hair  looking  like  my  mother.  We’ll  see  if  I  work  as  an actress again. My theatrical agent, I’ve found out, isn’t even a real agent. Everything is so different from when I was here before and many of the people that I knew are just plain dead. 

I have to try to find work because Dale is taking everything, all my  money  from  the  Topanga  rentals.  He  is  still  forging  my pension checks even now. 

I am now renting a room and bath in a house in West Hills with an actor who is  Persian. He’s engaged to  a real  nice Persian  girl who is a manager of a bank. She has found me a lawyer to break that Living Trust Dale made me sign. If I had that fake marriage license I could break it and take back my money, but so far, he has been  able  to  take  everything  because  of  it.  I  never  realized  that Dale was stealing so much from me. He’s been doing it for years and years. 

I always believed him until you started making me think. What you said was always logical. When you told me you would never hit me or smack me or lock me in a room like he was doing, I was stunned remembering all the things he did, and how he treated me. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA There’s  another  copy  of  that  forged  marriage  license  with  the Fiji  Government  and  if  I  could  get  their  e-mail  address  I  could write to them. Dale took some friend’s marriage license, copied it, and  then  whited-out  their  names  and  put  in  ours.  That  is  an International  Offense  because  I  was  never  married  to  him. 

Remember  what  Father  Orange  said  about  it?  Billy,  if  you  had gone with me to see him and talk to him, he would have married us. You would be here now. Maybe God was saving me from you or you from me...but that Living Trust would have been broken. 

I  don’t  think  you  ever  really  wanted  to  marry  me.  I  have  no idea how to get you over here now or even how to find out how to do  it.  It  may  all  be  on  the  internet,  but  I’m  just  learning everything. I will keep trying. 

You have to stay out of trouble though, because it will be very difficult  if  you  keep  getting  into  trouble.  You  really  have  to  do some  growing  up.  I  can’t  be  with  you  if  I  can’t  trust  you.  You can’t stab me in the back like before. I would think I had money in my purse and it would be gone. One of your friends needed it, so you just took it. Then later you would deny taking it. 

The thing with the bank and buying liquor for all your friends is what I’m talking about. I was trying to make you look respectable with  money  in  your  own  bank  account  so  you  could  go  to  New Zealand with me. But the incident with the car was the last straw. I saw that as my sign from God to let you go. 
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You’ll  probably  end  up  getting  married...but  if  you  can somehow stay single, you’ll have more choices. You have to think of the consequences of your actions. You could go to the hospital and get free condoms. I think you should start there. A trip to the hospital would be a good idea also, because of that infection that showed  up  2  weeks  after  I  was  with  you.  (And  only  you)  The doctor at the New Zealand Women’s Clinic said I could only have gotten it from sexual contact. 

They  told  me  it  can  make  a  man  impotent  if  it’s  not  treated. 

I’ve  already told  you that,  but  I know  you probably didn’t  go to the hospital. If  you have more kids with girlfriends like the ones I’ve met, heavens Billy, they all wanted to kill me. I could never come back to marry  you. The way  I was treated by  your brother Matt’s  wife  on  the  phone  was  a  good  example.  She  wants  your Father’s  house  in  Nagigi  Village.  She  wants  me  gone  from  your life.  She’s  probably  not  the  only  one.  Your  dad  is  always  really nice to me and so is Matt, and of course, your mom. 

Your Auntie in New Zealand wants your dad’s house too. She says  she  should  have  it  because  she  is  older  than  your  Father. 

Everyone is fighting over land and houses. 

Dale  is  trying  to  take  away  my  3  little  cabins  in  Topanga. 

Actually, he already has. He’s collecting all the rents and I can’t even move back into my own house. He’s taking every penny at least $4000 dollars US every month. That’s close to $FJ7000. And all  the  money  I  get  from  my  checks  which  would  be  about $FJ14000. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA It’s  still  cold  here  during  the  day,  but  the  sun  shines  and  it’s great. I’m really lonely though. I’m scared of all the things I have to do. I’m taking one step at a time. I have to fight Dale because if I die first everything will go to him and my poor son Chance will get nothing. So I have to figure out a way to find some help. I just hope this lawyer will find a way out of the Living Trust for me. I am willing to let Dale have that house we built in Beqa. I just have to outlive him, and then I will have everything. I just thought that if I can straighten out things here, somehow I could get you over. 

But you must stay out of jail. 



I never sent him the letter. I thought I might be leading him on and I didn’t want that. Poor, poor Fijian boys, they have their farm land to work, but they mostly plant Kava and stayed stoned on it. 

It dries their skin and they age long before their time. All the boys I  knew  were  alcoholics.  Maybe  all  poor  young  boys  are;  poor, semi-literate with no way out. 

I  never  sent  the  letter  to  Billy,  but  I  did  hear  from  him  from time to time. He told me once that one of the dogs was poisoned and  he  buried  him  near  the  beach  house  where  we  had  lived  in Nagigi. He hadn’t told anyone that I wasn’t coming back. He said he was still pretending that I was. I told him over and over not to call,  to  forget  me  and be a  good boy.  Later  I lost  my cell phone and had to get another. I have never tried to reach him since. I had said  everything  I  had  to  say  to  him.  I  wish  I  could  have  helped him, but I wasn’t the one who could do it. And we only made each other cry when we talked to each other. 
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Billy was so kind and sweet and unassuming that I have to keep remembering all the bad things about him. Like the way he always got  others to  do his  dirty  work.  He would never  even  give me a massage. He’d always get his mom to do it instead. And of course, he was an alcoholic. 

Island  Boys...young  and  so  very  poor…can’t  blame  them  for anything. 

When I got Billy’s text, “I went grogging with my cousin and fell asleep--my friend took the Nissan and burnt it up--it’s gone.” I just sat there and laughed and laughed until tears streamed down my face. I was off the hook with Billy. We agreed that he would leave the car at the church so it would be safe so we would have it when I returned from NZ. But he couldn’t even do that little thing right. 

Billy’s  New  Zealand  relatives  took  me  to  the  hospital  and taught  me  how  to  get  around  on  the  buses  as  well.  I  received  a routine  checkup  and  a  colonoscopy,  because  I  just  couldn’t  stop bleeding. It was all stress related. 

One  of  the  Managers  of  Air  New  Zealand,  my  “Angel  of mercy,” decided that I was going to stay in New Zealand and work as  an  actress  there,  and  she  was  going  to  be  my  manager.  I couldn’t refuse her generous offer to stay at home. 

So  that  is  where  I  found  myself  one  night  when  her  Maori husband  came  home  and  started  threatening  her.  He  was  drunk and demanding that she give him some money so he could go out again. 
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Then  he  tried  to  enter  me.  Fortunately,  he  was  so  drunk  that  he passed  out  on  top  of  me  before  he  could.  It  took  most  of  my diminished strength to dislodge him. 

I called a nurse who I befriended at one of the doctor’s offices I visited.  Her  husband  picked  me  up  and  took  me  to  the  airport.  I had  to  sneak  out  of  there  very  early  and  as  quietly  as  I  possibly could. 

The nurse’s husband also called Chance and the woman I had been staying with at her office at Air New Zealand. Together they worked a miracle and got my ticket changed. I was able to get on the next plane to the US. 

I was driven to the plane in one of those golf cart-like vehicles, not  more  than  an  hour  after  we  had  arrived.  My  would-be  New Zealand  Theatrical  Manager  begged  my  forgiveness  for  her husband’s behavior. Then she placed a small book into my hands and  asked  me  to  read  it  on  the  plane.  It  was  “The  Book  of Secrets.” I clung to it in numbed silence. 

Once  on  the  plane  I  opened  it  and  read,  “When  a  big  change occurs  in  your  life  it  forces  you  to  change  direction.  Sometimes the new path may not be easy, but  you can be absolutely certain that  there  is  magnificence  for  you  on  the  new  path.  You  can  be absolutely certain that the new path contains things that you could not have experienced otherwise. When we look back at a negative event from the past, we often see how, in fact, it has transformed our life. We see how that event directed us toward a life that we would not change for anything.” 
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When  I  had  departed  Fiji  with  the  intensions  of  waiting  for Billy in  New  Zealand or returning there to  be with  him,  I didn’t know that my new path would be leading me toward home. 

Go figure… 
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IT’S SO NICE TO BE INSANE, NO ONE ASK’S YOU TO 

EXPLAIN 



Surviving my poor judgment is getting harder all the time. 



When I landed at LAX I didn’t recognize my own son. Chance and I hadn’t seen each other for seven years and I had never met his  girlfriend  Mandi.  I  suddenly  realized  that  they  had  been together for more than seven years and I knew practically nothing about her. Chance hadn’t slept for two days. His girlfriend was in hospital, while he was struggling to arrange my passage home and he was almost in as bad a shape as I. And I was quite a mess. 

Besides all of my physical and emotional problems, I was also experiencing  culture  shock  like  you  wouldn’t  believe.  I  was stuttering  and  babbling  incoherently.  I  couldn’t  even  figure  out what I was doing here. I felt uncomfortable inside my own skin. 

I couldn’t sleep in a bed and kept climbing down to the floor, which  really  upset  Chance  and  his  girlfriend.  One  day  I  was stirring some mushrooms (I hadn’t tasted mushrooms in 7 years) with one of Mandi’s precious $500 knives and forgot to turn the stove  down  as  well.  Mandi  took  it  out  on  Chance,  then  I  turned around for which seemed like a few moments and Chance yelped, 

“Turn off the stove!” 
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Gosh!  Chance  was  right  there  in  the  small  kitchen…it  was about 4 feet by six feet....what was the big deal? Nothing burned. I ate the mushrooms and they were delicious. 

Chance called my actor friend Sam Jones, to come and get me. 

Sam  was  out  of  town  and  wouldn’t  be  back  for  a  week.  “She’s trying  to  burn  our  house  down  and  using  a  knife  to  stir  food instead of a spatula,” Chance grumbled to Sam’s wife. 

I also oiled a squeaking door with some oil I found underneath the sink. Chance said it was toxic. “Are you trying to kill us all? 

Don’t you read labels?” 

Well we really got into it. We could always push each other’s buttons and the process was now in overdrive. He finally gave me a choice. I could go to Sam’s, a hotel, or call an ambulance to take me  to  a  hospital.  I  chose  the  hotel.  After  he  got  through  ranting about how he couldn’t deal with me to Sam again, (Sam was still out of town) Sam decided that he didn’t want to put me onto his wife  until  he  got  home. And  Sam’s  wife  had  heard  Chance  loud and clear. She didn’t want to deal with me unless Sam was there. 

Poor Chance just couldn’t manage two sick and needy women at the same time. So he packed up his sick girlfriend and took her to  stay  with  her  parents  in  Oregon  for  Thanksgiving  and Christmas holidays. He told me solemnly, he had to choose her. I was  proud  of  him.  At  least  I  hadn’t  raised  a  momma’s  boy.  But was  I  ever  so  lonely  through  those  Holidays  and  even  my birthday, which is December 24th. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Sam  finally  came  back  after  about  a  week  and  picked  me  up from  the  hotel.  I  had  slept  pretty  much  the  whole  time…when  I wasn’t drinking. I didn’t even call room-service. I went across the street to Target and bought sardines, crackers, and pork and beans to  eat.  I  bought  liquor  on  the  airplane  for  gifts,  a  bottle  of  Jack Daniels, some rum, and a great bottle of vodka. I was so afraid to spend  any  money,  but  I  felt  I  was  saving  by  buying  gifts  Duty Free. Then I found out Chance didn’t drink and wasn’t interested in my bounty. So I drank it in his name. 

Once  Sam  had  me  under  his  roof  and  protection,  he  tried  to help me straighten out my affairs. Though I just wasn’t ready for anyone to tell me  I had to give half of everything  I had to  Dale. 

Sam  was  successful  in  getting  me  off  the  floor  though.  I  was sleeping  in  his  little  girl’s  bedroom  in  her  bed.  She  loved  it because she got to sleep with her mom and dad. They also made me eat  meals  at  a table  instead of sitting on the  floor. But  I still couldn’t eat with a fork for quite a while. They were all very dear and kind to me, at first… 

Staying in the little girl’s room with all her stuffed animals, for some  reason  gave  me  a  great  deal  of  comfort.  She  made  me  a present  of  one  of  them,  a  dirty,  lemon  yellow  colored  rabbit.  I threw  it  into  the  wash  and  he  came  out  brand  new.  I  still  sleep with Lemon. 

Sam got so frustrate at refusal to accept his counsel that at one point he started locking me in a room, slammed me up against the wall, kicked my purse and smashed my glasses. I knew it was time for me to go. I said something that really ticked him off, and for the life of me I can’t remember what it was. But boy did he blow! 

He kept yelling that I was just like his Mother or something. 
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Sam  said  I  owed  him  at  least  a  $100000  for  room,  board, financial counseling and for the pain and suffering I put him and his family through. He also said I owed money to Rick Hill for his time. 

Rick  had  been  a  successful  Actor  and  now  an  even  more successful  Writer  and  Real  Estate  Agent.  He  was  assisting  Sam into looking to sell my property in Topanga. I never wanted to sell my house. I wanted get it back from Dale. 

I  introduced  Rick  Hill  to  his  wife,  Barbara,  years  ago.  So  I spoke  to  my  friend  Barbara,  and  she  freaked  out.  She  said  she didn’t know anything about anything. I thought I was talking to a mental patient or was I just hearing things. I just wanted to move back  to  the  house  I  bought  in  1975  in  Topanga  Canyon.  But  I could never seem to get that across to anyone. They all wanted me to sell my house with and the 17 acres of land down the road so they  could  get  their  commissions.  Anyway,  I  was  on  the  outs again, and isolated now more than before. 

Finally in exasperation, Sam called my old theatrical agent for help in getting me out of his house. My old agent was looking for someone  to  rent  an  apartment  from  one  of  her  favorite  Client’s while the actor went home to nurse his ailing father in Denmark. 

For  $750  I  got  to  stay  there  for  two  weeks  without  hot  water  or any other amenities. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA One of the few friends that came to my aid during this time was a  very  old  actor  by  the  name  of  John  Bails.  He  escorted  me  to dinner at our mutual agent’s house on Thanksgiving. He died of a heart attack at a restaurant a couple of days later with his face in his  food.  There  wasn’t  enough  money  to  bury  him.  Last  time  I talked  to  the  agent  I  was  told  that  John  was  still  lying  in  the morgue. This was almost a year later. 

Christmas  was  about  to  arrive,  along  with  my  birthday  on December  24th.  The  first  person  I  called  was  my  friend  and accountant,  Karen  Michel.  I  asked  her  for  another  friend’s number, David Steel. David was and is an Accountant/Producer. I knew  him  from  the  good  old  days  and  the  last  job  I  did  before retiring. It was an episode of the TV Series “JAG” in 1999. David generously provided me with clothes his sister no longer needed. 

At the time I had nothing but a pair of jeans, a couple of tops, and one  warm  jacket  that  Chance  and  his  girlfriend  gave  me.  Sam’s wife  had  also  given  me  a  bag  and  a  jogging  outfit.  I  lost everything  on  my  way  back  from  New  Zealand.  I  hadn’t  really taken very much with me from Fiji anyway. 

David  and  friend  Joel  Ewing,  who  is  a  wonderful  Singing Coach  and  Piano  Teacher,  took  me  to  dinner  for  my  birthday.  I studied with Joel years before whenever I needed to prepare for a singing  role.  With  great  skill  and  patience  he  would  drag  me through  my  paces.  He  is  the  highest  rated  Singing  Teacher  in Hollywood to this day. 

I  sat  at  a  table  with  candles  for  the  first  time  in  a  very  long time. I felt safe and civilized for that hour we spent dining at some little French Restaurant on Melrose Ave. I didn’t feel the need to eat my dinner sitting on the floor. 
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Shortly  afterwards  my  agent  moved  me  into  another  actor’s house to pay for his house note. Meanwhile my cabins in Topanga had been rented, so there wasn’t any place there for me. 

I started itching after I left New Zealand. The dreaded Scabies were the culprits. I had probably been spreading them everywhere I stayed. 

I  took  a  bus  to  the  Motion  Picture  Home  out  on  Mulholland Drive  where  they  told  me  that  without  any  money  they  couldn’t help me. They said I had to go to the Motion Picture Home (MPH) on La Brea Blvd. I sat on the bench dedicated to popular child and adult  star  of  film  and  TV  Roddy  McDowell,  which  is  engraved with  the words “We take care of our own” and  sobbed my heart out. 

Then a lady approached me. She seemed determined to take me to an AA meeting where she said I could at least get a strong cup of coffee. 

Afterwards I got a lift all the way to the MPH from one of the AA members. When I finally got there, I was turned away. But I had met a girl in the waiting room who had also been turned away. 

She said we should go down to the gay and Lesbian Clinic. 

I  desperately  needed  my  Zovirax.  I  was  so  stressed  I  was getting a cold sore on my lip, and the inside of my mouth was raw but I didn’t have any money. 
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I called the number the AA lady had given me. She picked me up  and  drove  me  to  Topanga  after  we  attended  another  AA meeting and then she fed me. 

After  I  picked  up  my  1984  Grand  Waggoner,  which  was thankfully still in working condition, from the garage in Topanga, I  finally  had  both  transportation  and  a  place  to  sleep.  The  next day, I drove to Simi Valley to the free UCLA Clinic and signed up there for doctor and dentist visits for the following day. 

By the time I got out of there it was late and dark outside. I had to exit from a different door than the one I had entered to reach the parking  lot,  because  after  a  certain  time  it  seemed,  they  closed certain  doors and opened others. The place was so big that  I  got confused  and  really  turned  around  in  the  parking  lot.  I  couldn’t find  my  car.  I  was  tired,  hungry,  (I  hadn’t  eaten  all  day)  feeling faint, and now I was lost as well. I collapsed... 
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A cop found me. I told him I didn’t have very much gas in my car and that I was going to just sleep there because I had an early appointment  with  doctors  the  very  next  day.  He  told  me  he couldn’t let me sleep in the parking lot. He said he would arrange for me to stay the night in the hospital. And he did. 

But  I  had  no  idea  that  I  was  signing  myself  into  the  mental ward of the UCLA Hospital in Simi Valley. When I told them that I was itching and I thought I had Scabies, they took away all my clothes  and  threw  me  into  isolation.  They  were  neither  kind  nor gentle. 

The doctor who admitted me kept asking me over and over if I had thoughts of suicide. I finally said, “Doesn’t everyone?” I told him honestly how I felt about what I had been going through. He grinned,  twitched  and  moaned  appreciatively.  He  was  a  nutcase himself, if I ever saw one. He had an eye twitch. I swear! If he had been  cast  as  a  psychiatrist  in  a  movie...it  would  have  been  too unbelievable. 

He had me thrown into a small room with a big window from which nurses, both male and female, could observe me throughout the  night.  There  was  a  very  bright  light  in  the  ceiling  above.  It shined all night. I begged for a blanket, anything to cover myself. 

It was freezing! “And please, turn out that light.” They wouldn’t. 

I was finally  given a shower with  some kind  of poison to  kill the  Scabies,  and  a  towel  which  I  accidently  dropped  to  the  floor where it got wet. I dried myself as best I could and tried to brace myself for the long night. I was still so very cold. I had a feel of being in another Freezing Hell (Flashbacks of working on “Out of the Blue”). 
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They  wouldn’t even let  me  go to  the bathroom.  I  got  to  where  I was yelling and screaming and banging on the door while wetting myself. I finished the night in a great, miserable urine-soaked heap on the floor. 

When I woke up the next morning, I did have a blanket and a wrap  to  cover  my  nudity,  but  nothing  during  that  long,  terrible night.  I  was  so  hung-over  and  groggy  I  just  knew  that  they  shot me  up  to  knock  me  out.  That  was  their  response  to  all  my screaming the night before. 

Again I begged to go to the bathroom and waited and waited. I had to go so badly, but they wouldn’t let me. I started screaming, yelling and crying to be let out. I smelled of urine from the night before and I just had to let it happen again. 

What  is  so  scary  is  how  they  can  turn  you  into  a  frightened, crazed  animal  in  no  time  at  all.  Finally  the  door  opened  and  a nurse took me to the toilet and shower. She asked me what in the world  was wrong, and what  had happened to  me.  I told her how terribly  I  had  been  treated.  She  denied  all  of  it.  She  said,  “That would  never  happen  here.”  None  of  the  staff  from  that  horrific night of torture were present. They had all gone home. 

The nurse told me that they could not release me until I talked to  the  social  worker  assigned  to  my  case.  She  said  that  would occur later on. Finally the social worker came and I was allowed to go to the toilet again. She also gave me my clothes back. 
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Then  a  small  miracle  happened,  she  recognized  me.  “Sharon Farrell! What are you doing in here? How did this happen?” When I tried to tell her she suddenly lost her curiosity. But she got me out  of  there.  Later  I  received  a  bill  from  that  hospital  for  over $150,000. 

I finally found someone at Screen Actors Guild who turned out to  be  another  angel  from  heaven,  Micki  Mills.  She  actually  met me one early morning at the Social Security office and helped me get my Medicare and all my Insurance business straightened out. I had  been  trying  on  my  own  and  getting  nowhere.  I  had  driven from  one  office  building  to  another  with  nothing  to  show  for  it, but a waste of gas, time and effort. They all looked at me as if I was trying to buy makeup or pantyhose. Micki talked to a lady at the office and in 10 minutes everything was taken care of. And the $150,000 hospital bill disappeared. 

For a time my attendance at AA meetings was the center of my life.  I  went  there  first  for  the  strong  free  coffee  and  food,  but  I stayed  for  the  inspiration.  (I  was  in  shock  when  I  went  to  a Starbucks  and  was  asked  to  pay  over  $4  for  a  cup  of  coffee).  I would  go  to  AA  at  least  3  times  a  day  and  often  more.  I  never donated  a  dollar  like  one  was  supposed  to  (I  could  eat  at McDonald’s for a dollar and survive). Once I attended 6 meetings in one day. 

I truly needed AA. I loved it when we all held hands at the end and  prayed.  And  sometimes  someone  would  take  me  out  to breakfast  or  lunch  and  feed  me  if  they  thought  I  might  want  to take a drink. I got to where I would say if I was hungry, “Golly, I would do anything for a drink right now” and I’d get fed. 
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I  also  went  to  the  Lutheran  Church  down  on  Wilshire  Blvd. 

where  they  gave  away  food  and  clothing.  After  a  while  I  didn’t feel so badly due to all the beautiful clothes I got, mostly, from my friend David’s sister. He said he hoped they would make me feel like a star again. It certainly helped. 

In retrospect, I don’t think anyone realized just how badly off I was. I was hanging on by my fingernails. (Actually I didn’t even have any. I had bitten my nails below the quick). 

While I was living with the Persian actor and renting a room for $750  a  month,  he  talked  me  into  going  to  the  Landmark  Forum. 

By  that  time  I  had  a  credit  card,  so  I  could.  I  went  to  several classes. And at some point I found Erchart Tolle’s books through a  Landmark  Forum  member.  I  listened  to  those  CD’s  night  and day for weeks. Before that I was listening to Napoleon Hill’s tapes on  being  a  better  person.  I  found  them  in  the  home  of  the  first actor’s I stayed with. One of his Neighbors put them on an iPod so I  could  listen to  them over and over. Silence became unbearable for me. (Now I knew how Joan must have felt). 

Then  I  got  to  feeling  that  Landmark  Forum  was  just  AA without God. I liked AA much better. It was free and much more to the point. I realized I was an addict. So I wasn’t just lying to get free coffee. I was addicted to drugs, alcohol, acting and falling in love.  If  I  had  a  bottle  I  would  drink  shots  all  night  until  it  was gone. I was using alcohol as both a companion and a sleep aid. I didn’t fall asleep, I passed out drunk. There was a bomb waiting to explode inside of me. 
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At  one  of  the  Landmark  Forum  weekends  I  attended,  I  heard someone  say,  “Call  anyone  you  have  a  grievance  with  and  take full responsibility for that grievance. And beg them to forgive you. 

Tell them that it was entirely your fault. That’s the only way you will have any power, just take it back.” 

Well I don’t think it was said the way I heard it, but maybe that was the way I needed to hear it. I was even told later that that was not what the leader said. I called Dale in Fiji and said, “Dale, it’s my entire fault. I have been a greedy, horrible bitch. You deserve everything I have. I took advantage of you. You were the talented one, not  me.  I was nothing and could  never do anything without you. I don’t know how you could have put up with me for so long. 

I am  going to made it up to  you if it takes my whole life to pay you back for all the injustices I have done to you.” 

Lying through my teeth, while simultaneously praying with my heart, I begged him to forgive me. “Oh please Dale, please, just let me move back into my house,” I pleaded. Dale listened patiently and  softly  replied  “Well  you  will  have  to  pay  me  $850  a  month and  I  will  let  you  move  in.  But  you  have  to  promise  to  pay  me every month.” 
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and $1,000 from the bulldozer he rented out to a logging company every month, that I had paid for, which was $30,000. He had the beach house in Beqa on 5 acres of banana plantation land with 100 

coconuts  trees,  a  $30,000  car,  a  tractor  and  boat  worth  $40,000 

that  he  bought  with  my  retirement  money  which  had  come  in  a lump sum when I first started receiving it. I think the tractor was $14,000. I had also taken all my antiques and clothes to Fiji which was now in Dale’s possession. The clothes were being worn by his 26  year  old  girlfriend.  And  some  fun  toys,  like  the  Jet  Ski,  and Hobie-Cat were also at his disposal. So with the rate of exchange being $FJ2.00 to one dollar US at the time, Dale was doing pretty well for himself and his young cutie. 

I clenched my crossed fingers behind my back and hoped and prayed for the best. Oh my gosh--he let me move in! It wasn’t the main  cabin  where  we  had  lived  before.  That  one  was  already rented out. The cabin over the garage was the one I finally moved into. 

I  really  intended  to  send  him  money  every  month,  because  I had  sworn  to  him  that  I  would.  But  I  had  to  redo  the  electrical wiring the first month, a fire started in the hot water heater, then the plumbing, the roof, and 2 dead trees had to be removed. Every month  the  money  I  intended  to  send  Dale  was  spent  for  repairs. 

My friend Martha Templeton from the Artifac Tree, a thrift shop established to support the poor and homeless in Malibu, asked me 

“Why would you send him anything? You bought the three cabins in  1975.  You  borrowed  on  your  house  to  get  the  17  acres.  He never put up anything.” 
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I  have  never  sent  him  the  $850  he  wanted.  But  he  still  gets $2,100 from the largest of three cabins, the one I would like to be living in. The tenant sends his rent each month to Dale. 

Then while I was working in the yard I jumped from one of the terraces which covers my  backyard, down to  the ground and fell right  into  a  gofer  hole.  I  twisted  my  ankle  so  badly  that  the meniscus (Tough cartilage which conforms to the surfaces of the bones  upon  which  they  rest)  in  my  right  knee  was  torn.  I  just found a lilac bush that was full of flowers. I got so excited I could actually see myself in my mind’s eye placing them in a vase. The image was so real that I was already starting to look for a vase in my  mind  when  I  made  the  jump.  I  was  quickly  brought  back  to reality  when  I  crumbled  to  the  ground  screaming  in  agonizing pain. I lay there crying and howling for help, but no one came. I saw my neighbor, the one who was  renting my  little house from Dale. I called out to him and he looked up. But he just stared at me while  I  begged  and  pleaded  for  help.  He  turned  his  back  and started  down  the  road.  I  screamed  at  him,  “You  are  leaving  me here to die!” 

It  took  me  what  seemed  like  hours  to  crawl  inside  my  house and get to a phone. While I was laying there waiting for someone to  answer,  a  guy  came  to  the  door  looking  to  buy  the  weight machine I had recently advertised. I was asking $300 for it. I sat there in such pain as he told me he knew just what I had done. He also told me that he was a father of 3 little girls and that I  could trust him. He picked me up and carried me to his truck and drove me  to  his  doctor.  This  total  stranger,  whom  I  had  never  met before, Ray Barajas, became my rescuer. 
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I told him  I couldn’t  take his  money  after all he had done for me.  He  said  he  wanted  me  to  know  that  it  was  still  possible  for someone to perform an act of kindness for another person without expecting something in return. He was trying to restore my faith in mankind. And he added “A deal is a deal.” He counted out $300, gave it to me and left. 

Later  that  day  I  dragged  myself  on  the  floor  to  the  bathroom with hopes of washing myself, but I fell into the tub and knocked myself out. When I woke up my head was throbbing and there was a  ringing  sound  in  my  ears.  The  ringing  sound  proved  to  be coming from the phone and not my head. Thank goodness... 

It was a call from my young AA Sponsor. When I reached the phone I made a crying explanation of my predicament. I asked if she could come out or send someone to help me. I couldn’t get off the  floor.  She  said  something  about  having  an  appointment  at  a hair salon and she would try to maybe come out afterwards. 

I  have  discovered  that  recovering  alcoholics,  no  matter  how sympathetic,  are  basically  very  selfish  people,  yours  truly included.  Their  sobriety  comes  first  and  I  guess  in  her  case  her hair second. I never found out where on her list of priorities did I, her sponsored fall. To be fair, it was probably a case of having her hair done or taking a drink. Once an addict, always an addict; you could die and she would bury you later and say a sweet little AA prayer over your body. 
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I shouted “Just forget it! I wish I were dead and that I had died drinking!” before I hung up on her.” 

At  this  most  opportune  moment,  Madeleine,  the  wonderful horse trainer who lives across the road from me wandered in. She was  shocked  when  she  saw  me  lying  in  the  bathroom.  She immediately  helped  me  to  the  couch.  I  never  stopped  trying  to reach someone by phone even as she assisted me. I was trying to find  out  if  my  Medicare  would  cover  a  visit  to  a  doctor  to  see about  my  head  and  my  leg.  Everything  was  hurting  so  badly. 

Madeleine had to go feed her horses so in short order I was alone again. But she did promise to check in on me later. 

Not long after her departure, I could hear sirens. They seemed to be coming my way. An ambulance roared into my driveway, a fire truck was blocking the road and cop cars filled up the road in front of my little garage apartment. Then suddenly a crowd of men invaded my tiny little cabin. There were 17 men in all and there I was without a stitch of clothing on underneath my silk bathrobe. 

The cops were going through all my drawers and everything in my  bathroom.  They  wouldn’t  listen  to  me  at  all.  They  kept repeating that someone had called and said I needed help and they were going to take me to a hospital to have me checked. I figured at first it must have been Madeleine or the tenant from next door or even my little AA Sponsor. She told me, “I may be young, but I can  listen.”  I  thought  she  might  be  able  to  help  me  understand what a young girl was all about and give me an insight into where I had gone wrong way back when. Was I ever wrong? She totally panicked  and  fled  from  any  real  discussion  of  my  problems. 

Someone  had  made  a  quick,  anonymous  call  to  911.  My  little sponsor, well, I never heard from her again. 
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Early on they gave me a shot of Dilaudid and hooked me up to it  intravenously.  I  was  out!  When  I  did  come  to,  I  was hallucinating.  I was so paranoid  I  couldn’t  stop  screaming  at  the nurses and trying to escape my bed. They had an answer for that. 

They tied me down to it. 

Dilaudid is synthetic Morphine, but 5 times stronger. Now real Morphine  I  can  handle,  but  not  the  generic  stuff.  It  brings  out impossible  behavior  in  me.  I  was  tied  down,  but  I  continued  to scream  at  the  doctors  and  the  nurses.  I  was  such  a  handful  that they didn’t even bother bathing me. 

After 3 days I was wheeled into an ambulance and taken to the Encino  Hospital’s  mental  ward  on  Ventura  Blvd.  They  took pictures of my back which was covered with bed sores. My vagina was itching like I had a horrible yeast infection. I was itching all over.  And  I  was  so  dull  witted  I  couldn’t  express  myself coherently. 

When  I  asked  when  I  could  leave,  they  told  me  that  it  was reported that  I did  not  want  to  live and  I was a threat  to  myself. 

That’s when the terror really began. 
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I  had  played  a  mental  patient  in  a  movie  entitled  “The  Fifth Floor.”  My  friend  Bo  Hopkins  played  a  male  nurse  who  was molesting me. At the time I couldn’t help laughing at the script. I had done it only because I had needed the money, and it also had such  a  good  cast.  Robert  Englung  who  later  did  “Freddy’s Nightmares”  and  1950’s  leading  lady,  Julie  Adams,  playing  the Head Nurse rounded out our cast. 

I thought  that it was such an exaggeration and  so overblown, that it took all of my skill as an actress to keep it from turning in a farce. My character ended up hanging herself. 

The movies one sees about a Nut House, like the classic, “One Flew  over  the  Cuckoo’s  Nest,”  pale  in  comparison  to  the  real thing. The movies have to tone down what goes on in one of those places or they would be accused of overkill. No one would believe what really goes on. 

I  soon  learned  that  doctors  and  nurses  everywhere  are  a  tight group. They all stick up for each other. After all if we have been admitted then we must be the ones that are nuts not them. So it is them, against us. And what a battle it is! 

The doctors poke their heads in for seconds which allows them to  bill  our  insurance  companies  for  huge  amounts.  They  give  us new  experimental  drugs  and  use  us  like  guinea  pigs  for  the  big pharmaceutical  companies.  Medications  that  make  your  tongue swell  so  you  can’t  swallow,  and  hallucinate  and  convulse  until you’re  unable  to  speak.  These  new  drugs  have  side  effects  that will send you over the edge. 
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They peer into your mouth looking underneath your tongue, until they are sure they have gone down. Then they give you a shot of Benadryl  to  make  the  swelling  and  hives  go  away  if  you  have  a bad reaction. But they will not let you stop taking the medication the doctors have prescribed until those doctors see you again. It is a living Hell. 

Many of these doctors and nurses have a perverse nature I have found. Some of them would be quite at home in a torture chamber and it’s all perfectly legal. You have said you didn’t want to live, or  you  don’t  feel  like  going  on.  You  have  told  them  you  were depressed and lonely and scared. You have put all of that out into the universe. That makes you a victim. And honey, wait until they get  their  turn  at  you,  instead  of  receiving  care  and  attention  in  a secure  environment,  you  get  tortured  by  them.  Believe  me  after undergoing  that  experience  you  will  never,  ever,  mention  the words  depressed,  lonely  or  scared  again.  Let  alone,  “I  want  to die.” 

When I did come to, strapped to a bed, I was hurting all over. 

My  tongue  was  dry  and  swollen  and  I  was  thirstier  than  I  ever could  have  imaged.  When  the  nurse  came  in,  I  begged  her  for water.  She  told  me  after  she  had  given  me  a  small  cup  of  water that the fountain was just down the hall from my room if I wanted anymore. Then she left. I had a huge brace on my leg which was throbbing and hurting like hell. I had to get to that fountain. 
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The patient I was sharing the room with told me the only way to get any help was to bang on the bars of the bed with  a spoon and  pray  that  they  heard  me.  I  couldn’t  walk.  I  needed  a wheelchair  or  a  walker  or  crutches.  I  couldn’t  even  crawl  and  I was still so thirsty. 

Then my roommate slowly approached me carrying a bottle of water.  When  I  consumed  the  entire  content,  she  went  down  the hall  and  filled  it  up  again,  and  brought  it  back  to  me.  She  also went to the nurses’ station and got me a wheelchair. This was my new best friend, Roberta. 

She  had  been  stuck  in  the  psychiatric  ward  after  she  had innocently asked a friend, “How many Valiums would you have to take  to  kill  yourself?” She said  “It  only  came up in  a discussion about the pros and cons of different sedatives. By the way, don’t take over fifteen.” 

Roberta warned me about Victor, the male nurse, which proved to  be  fully  justified.  Later,  he  brought  me  some  much  needed underwear…white  lace  panties?  She  hinted  that  an  accidental brushing  against  your  breasts  could  be  expected  whenever  he would help  you with anything, like removing  your tray or fitting your pillow. But most of the conversation and all the warnings just went over my head. I thought the panties were given to everyone. 

I was more concerned about the water situation. 
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stations.  People  started  coming  to  my  room  and  asking  for autographs.  Meanwhile,  I  couldn’t  get  a  shower  or  a  bottle  of water that didn’t come by way of Roberta or some other patient. I asked her how she did it. And she told me I had to know the date and the time of day and exactly what day it was because someone would come in and try to catch you out. And where we were, that was a big one. “Do you know where you are, Sharon? What is the date? What day is it?” 

Well, I didn’t know any of it. But I surely intended to learn the answers as quickly as I could. I sometimes wrote the date on my hand  and  even  though  the  medication  they  were  giving  us  made me  groggy  and  forgetful,  I  kept  asking  Roberta  the  date,  and 

“Where are we?” 

Oh,  the  Mental  Clinic  in  the  Encino  Medical  Center.  It’s  on Ventura  Boulevard.  Oh,  who  is  the  President?  What  year  is  it? 

What  day  is  it?  And  you  would  have  to  know  whether  it  was Wednesday or Friday. 
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In  these  places  those  questions  are  difficult,  the  days  all  run together.  But  nighttime  is  a  very  different  matter.  The  male patients would often give the slip to the nurses and come into our rooms. One was even discovered hiding under Roberta’s bed. All the men, young and old, were trying to climb into bed with us at night.  The  nurses  usually  rushed  to  our  aid  within  seconds,  but only after the man had crawled into your bed. And before he could be removed, you were wet from his urine soaked bedclothes, and gasping  for  air  from  his  rotten,  stinking  breath  from  all  the medications  he  had  been  plied  with.  All  the  while  he’d  be repeating,  “Come  away  with  me  now  Mary.  Just  get  up  and  get dressed and we’ll run away.” Or sometimes he’d call you Susan. I think this guy had been married twice. 

There  was  one  man  who  couldn’t  stop  walking.  The  nurses would have to follow along to feed him. It was the only way they could get him to eat. This character was a danger to himself and others.  He  formed  a  habit  of  breaking  away  from  his  nurse  and running over to spit on me every time he saw me. He muttered all the time, when he wasn’t screaming, and yelled obscenities at me. 

Off  his  medication,  which  he  stopped  taking  for  a  while,  he seemed quite normal. But you never knew when he would go off or what he was taking. 

All  the  lights,  when  they  were  on,  were  bright  and  harsh, blinding  things.  And  the  windows,  you  couldn’t  see  anything unless  you  got  up  and  looked  at  a  certain  angle.  Roberta  always wanted  it  dark,  so  the  blinds  were  always  closed.  It  was  just  so claustrophobic and horrible. I found it hard to breath. I felt like I had died and was being punished for some obscure reason. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Finally,  after  some  time,  my  assigned  social  worker  came.  I was  told  that  I  had  to  get  myself  down  the  hall  into  a  meeting room for a conference. At that meeting he told me that I had some rights. He said they were going to do an evaluation on me, and see if  I  was  well  enough  to  leave.  My  leg  was  in  a  huge  brace,  I needed a bath, and my hormone replacement therapy medication. I had  been  taking  the  medication  for  over  10  years.  Yeah,  I  was ready to go home…he asked why I hadn’t been taking my phone calls  from  my  son.  I  told  her  that  I  wasn’t  aware  that  I  had received any phone calls. She told me about a phone that was in the hallway that we had the right to make phone calls from. That phone  didn’t  even  have  a  dial  tone,  unless  of  course,  the  nurses turned it on for our use. No one told me about any calls from my son, or Martha from the Artifac Tree. 

Whenever  I  tried  the  phone  it  was  dead.  But  the  others  could call out.  I had complained about everyone having pictures of me and  about  being  bathed  by  male  nurses,  whose  fingers  (without fail)  would  accidentally  slip  into  my  vagina  or  somehow  always landed in a position to squeeze my breasts. I was a big complainer, the actress who acted like a diva, and they were getting even. 

The  Social  Worker  promised  I  could  have  my  own representative  there,  or  one  would  be  provided  for  me,  and  I would be notified of when and where this was to take place. There was a good possibility I would be released, he said. 

I  was  notified  the  same  day  of  the  scheduled  evaluation,  so  I had no time to illicit any help. They coerced me into signing away all  of  my  rights,  so  for  more  than  a  month,  I  was  still  being medicated and evaluated, until they deemed it fit to let me go. 
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I got to a phone with a dial tone this time and quickly called my Gynecologist.  I  begged  her  to  call  back  and  tell  the  doctors  and nurses to give me my hormones which they had locked up in one of the lockers with the few belongings I had come in with. I had been without them since I was taken to West Hills Hospital, so I was really feeling bad, and had started bleeding. 

Then I heard a little beep of a recording being switched on or someone else listening. The nurse at my doctor’s office said that they had to  give me the medications that had been prescribed by other doctors even though I was in a hospital. I heard another click after she hung up. 

When I got off the phone a nurse immediately came in with my purse from the locker. She emptied the purse, found the hormones, read the labels, and gave me my 3 pills. Dear Lord, Thank you! 

I opened my mouth to scream, but I stopped myself. I wanted to scream at her and at the horror of this place and the unfairness of my situation. But sudden I felt a growing sense of peace. I won! I had my medication, a roof over my head,  I was being fed, and  I had learned how to get water. 

The  meniscus  on  my  right  knee  was  torn.  I  had  to  wait  for over a month for all the swelling to go down. I still couldn’t walk. 

I was a butterfly on a pin, stuck there, but at that moment I knew I could  get  through  all  of  it.  When  I  felt  the  sensation  of  blissful peace engulf me, I knew God was protecting me. I could feel his warmth and comfort. I would survive, and it was then that I also knew I had to write this book. 
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The  TV  News  Magazine  “60  Minutes”  did  an  expose  of  the kinda  things I  was  experiencing  on  a  show  broadcasted  in  the 1980’s.  That  show  focused  on  practices  that  occurred  in  the  late 40’s and early 50’s. These were programs paid for by the federal government as part of a research project. 

No one seems to know about this place in the Encino Medical Center.  Friends  called  the  hospital  and  they  were  told  I  wasn’t there. Another producer friend, Edvard Akopyan, came to the hospital and was turned away. He was told I wasn’t there and had never been admitted. 

The bill is picked up by the Government (Covered by Medicare and subsidized insurance) to provide drug companies with people suffering  from  depression  or  trying  to  kill  themselves.  Or sometimes the patients are like my first roommate Roberta. 
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Finally  I got a call from Martha Templeton from the Artifact-Tree.  Martha  had  been  trying  to  find  me  since  I  was  taken  from West Hills Hospital. She visited me at West Hills where she said I was  ranting  and  raving  at  the  nurses  and  so  drugged  up  that  I wasn’t  making  any  sense.  I  was  evidently  screaming  at  a  Nurse who  was  wearing  rubber  gloves.  I  had  seen  her  take  blood  from one patient,  then pick a  Kleenex out  of her pocket and blow her nose. After which she wanted to take my blood. I was screaming at  her  for  the  lapse  in  sanitary  procedure.  I  didn’t  remember  a thing  of  it.  I  did  tell  Martha  that  they  shot  me  up  for  3  days straight, and I showed her my back, covered with bedsores. 

My  son  Chance  tracked  Martha  down  and  asked  for  her  help. 

He was taking care of one invalid, his girlfriend Mandi, who had a horrible  disease,  Irritable  Bowel  Syndrome  and  Crohn  Disease. 

Chance  and  she  were  dealing  with  the  prospects  of  her  needing another operation. He lived several hours away and had his work, and  his  car  was  also  broken.  They  never  told  him  exactly  what was happening to me. The nurses were always very nice to him on the phone. He told them not to wake me up if I was sleeping. And of course, they always told him I was asleep, whether I was or not. 

Martha  said  she  called  West  Hills  Hospital  many  times  and they would not tell her where  I had been taken. The only people that can get to you are the ones you put down on a paper they give you when you first sign in, next of kin or whomever to notify in case of an emergency. Martha was the first one who said you have to  write  a  book  about  this.  No  one  would  ever  believe  what’s going on there. 
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I couldn’t do that at first, not until I met my next roommate. 

There  was  one  Social  Worker  who  was  kind  and  informative, but I couldn’t tell him anything, because he would report it to the doctors. Meanwhile, I was talking to Martha and she was guiding me.  Sometimes  there  would  be  days  between  our  conversations. 

When  I  finally  got  a  chance  to  talk  to  her,  she  told  me  she  was bringing someone with her who could take care of me when I got out.  And  in  return,  the  girl  would  have  a  place  to  stay. 

Interestingly, the girl’s name was Sharon Farrell also. Martha said the girl had been looking for me for 20 years and had indeed been named after me. I held her as a baby in Sioux City, Iowa when I came back for the opening of “The Reivers” (It was finally shown at  a  big  theatre  in  downtown  Sioux  City,  well  after  its  initial release).  Her  father  and  mother  were  great  fans  who  decided  to name their little daughter after me. I didn’t remember the incident and don’t to this day. I have talked to her mother and father and I’m sure I must have held their little girl. 

Martha  and  all  the  ladies  at  The  Artifac  Tree  adored  Sharon Farrell II. She was deemed the masseuse of masseuses by all the richie-rich  ladies  of  Malibu.  Martha  even  tried  to  induce  me  to accept the girl into my home by telling me I might get one of her wonderful massages if I asked her. She was said to have hands of velvet. 

374 

SHARON FARRELL WITH JESSIE DEE YOUNG  

One night, Martha did bring Sharon II by to see me. We lost no time  in  plotting  my  escape.  I  was  immediately  to  start  weaning myself  off  my  pills,  just  stick  them  under  my  tongue,  and  spit them  out  later...and  to  go  off  of  them  very  slowly.  Martha  was shocked when she found out what they had me on. Martha was an epileptic herself since she was a child, and took one-seventh of the same  medication  they  had  me  on  for  a  bipolar  condition  the doctors said I had. 

The medication they were giving me caused me to completely lose control. I would knock over things on my table while trying to feed myself. They kept changing the pills they were giving me because  my  tongue  itched  and  swelled,  and  my  vision  became bleary. Sometimes, I would have really bad diarrhea and would be sitting in that for hours. 

When  I  had  a  negative  reaction  to  the  pills,  they  would immediately call the shrink, and the next day he would switch me to  something  else.  He  told  me,  rolling  his  eyes,  that  I  wasn’t  an actress any longer, and that I had too many highs and lows. I was in his view, bipolar...and during his examination he often touched me  inappropriately  with  accidental  brushes  against  my  breasts. 

Sure, I was a retired actress, but I was being expected to act as if I didn’t know what he was doing? No way! 

My next roommate was a lady whose name was Lilly, though she told me that that really wasn’t her name. She asked everyone to  call  her  something  else.  We  learned  that  Lilly  was  indeed  her name. She couldn’t sleep at night and would come and hover over me.  She  would  repeatedly  ask  if  I  was  sleeping  until  she  would finally wake me up by turning on those bright lights. 
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When it happened at night the smell was fierce. I would ask her if she had had an accident and she would say “No,” and then go into the bathroom we shared and manage to  spread  feces all over the floor,  on  the  seat  cover,  and  then,  accidentally  pee  on  the bathroom  floor,  missing  the  toilet,  and  track  the  remnants  back across to her bed. She wore adult diapers, but they didn’t seem to help much. One had to get them off once they were full and that I think was her problem. 

But it was Lilly who showed me the ropes. She taught me how to  hide  my  pills  and  get  treats  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  These included  cold  juices  that  only  the  nurses  were  allowed  to  drink. 

They were hidden in the back of the refrigerator which they kept locked.  Also,  most  importantly,  she  taught  me  how  to  get  a shower.  The  trick  was  you  had  to  write  it  down  on  the  pad  that you needed a shower. 

The  menu  pad  was  given  to  us  every  morning.  You  were required  to  write  down  what  you  wanted  to  eat  or  drink,  even water,  and  if  you  wanted  a  shower.  It  seems  that  this  note  went somewhere  and  if  they  found  out  that  the  nurses  weren’t  giving you a shower every third day, they were reported. She made sure she  and  I  got  a  shower  every  day.  With  the  exclusion  of  proper toilet manners, she was a fountain of knowledge. I found out later that  this  had  been  her  third  stay  at  this  facility.  It  was  kind  of  a vacation spot for her. 
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She  went  exploring  in  the  hospital  at  night  and  sometimes brought back clothes that belonged to other patients. I always told her  to  return  them  because  I  didn’t  want  her  to  get  caught.  She brought back all kinds of diapers and water bottles and shampoos and  conditioners,  the  kinds  of  things  that  the  nurses  held  out  on you. She even found a couple of mirrors. 

Imagine having a shower and there is no shampoo because you weren’t  nice  enough  to  a  nurse,  so  you  have  to  wash  your  hair with  hand  soap.  And  I  was  on  their  “Bad  Girl”  list--so  hold  the shampoo,  the  conditioner  and  the  fresh  water.  They  just  ignored my  calls  for  help  and  spoon  banging.  And  when  I  received  a phone call, it was always “She’s sleeping and can’t be disturbed.” 

Lilly would start singing when the nurses were watching to see if I was swallowing my pills. Then she would start babbling a mile a minute, and would even throw herself around on the bed to get their attention. She would do whatever it took so that they would look her way and give me a chance to spit the pills into my hand. 

Later I would flush them down the toilet. 

Sometimes  her  whole  family  would  come  to  visit  her.  They would  always  bring  me  an  Almond  Joy  or  a  Butterfinger.  She knew that they were my favorites and it has been so to this day. I do not know how she knew it. 
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She  was  a  black  woman  and  had  very  dark  skin  and  when  she would  smear  lipstick  all  over  her  mouth  the  contrast  made  for  a truly  goofy  effect.  Lilly  used  to  wear  all  of  her  favorite  clothes, simultaneously, in layers. She looked quite scary. And she never took  her  pills,  and  she  probably  should  have.  Occasionally  she would  think  you  were  the  enemy  or  some  person  from  her  past that she didn’t like. She could be dangerous. I knew or could sense when she was turning. She would get very quiet, crouch and start dragging  one  leg.  And  then  she  would  turn!  She  would  throw water or whatever she had in her hand and curse you up one side and down the other. 

This would occur mostly during the day. It only it happened at night one time as I recall. I woke up with a pillow over my face, I gave  the  offender  a  kick  with  my  good  leg  and  I  got  out  from under  that  pillow.  Lilly  fell  to  the  floor  and  crawled,  muttering, back to her bed. Lilly was worse than the old men who wandered into our room and crawled into our beds.  I lay awake the rest of that  night  making  vow  after  vow  that  I  would  get  out  of  there whatever it took. 
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I  got  a call from  Sharon Farrell  II  asking if she  could  use my car to bring me some goodies and to introduce her dog to me. This was  in  the  afternoon.  Of  course,  I  said  yes,  asking  if  she  could stop and pick me up an Almond Joy or a Butterfinger. She showed up in the evening just before they scooted all the visitors out of the hospital.  How  she  got  in  I’ll  never  know,  and  she  even  got  her dog, Pretty Girl, a scary looking Pit Bull, but a real sweetheart into the  hospital  as  well.  This  girl  could  get  things  done.  She  was  a great  beauty,  tall  and  strong.  Men  especially,  would  do  anything for her. 

Victor the male nurse with the, accidentally, exploring fingers escorted her in. Besides bringing me those lacy white panties, he offered to take me with him to Las Vegas. He thought he might be in trouble and I think this was his way of trying to fix things. He crept in later after Sharon Farrell II left, and told me that he was only trying to make me happy, that older ladies always seemed to like his attention. He said that he had been a nurse at the hospital for several years and I would really be fixed if I didn’t start seeing things the right way. He said that he had no intention of returning to San Salvador with my help, and I could just come down off my high horse or be brought down. Needless to say, he scared me. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA Little did I know how Sharon Farrell II had been driving my car far beyond the limited permission  I had allowed  her. She moved into my place as well, refurnished it with her stuff and moved my things  out.  She  made  Martha  promise  to  stay  away  from  my apartment.  She  said  she  wanted  to  surprise  us  both.  So  Martha didn’t  realize  what  she  was  doing.  And  neither  of  us  knew  that shortly after spending 6 months in drug rehab, she was stopped by the  police  one  night  after  having  a  big  fight  with  her  boyfriend. 

She  had  been  upset,  crying,  and  driving  after  having  had  a  few drinks. Her pit bull Pretty Girl was in the car with her. When the police pulled her over, the dog started freaking, so she quickly did a  U  turn  and  got  onto  the  freeway.  The  police  gave  chase  for several  miles  while  calling  for  backup.  When  she  finally  got  off the freeway she ran into a dead end. 

Still undaunted, she then tried to  escape the cops by  ramming into  one  of  the  police  cars.  It  took  a  few  officers  to  subdue  this strong young woman while Pretty Girl, was barking, growling and scaring the crap out of the cops. 

Like I said, I didn’t know any of this and neither did Martha or any of Sharon Farrell II’s rich clients in Malibu. I just knew that when I came back to my garage apartment I was upstairs and she was very well situated downstairs. 
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She  was  very  sweet.  I  adored  her.  She  carried  me  out  of  the house  down  all  the  stairs  so  I  could  attend  the  “Topanga  Days Celebration” and even to a Greek Festival in Pasadena (Did I say strong.  She  was  what  the  mystical  Amazons  wished  they  could have been). I hadn’t been out in the world or in the sunshine for more than a month. She also tried her hand at making soup for me. 

She always made more than enough to last for a few days and it was delicious. 

My biggest problem was getting to the bathroom, so we got a portable potty for me to use. But when Sharon II was working and gone for days at a time, I still had to use the bathroom. When my Porta Potty was full I couldn’t empty it or even open a window to get some relief from the stench. When she finally returned, I was in tears and she started crying too. She immediately straightened up  everything.  I  knew  she  felt  just  awful.  She  was  a  recovering alcoholic as am I. It was a sad case of two damaged souls trying to help each other and failing miserably. 

The day before she left, she decided to wash all the pillows and so I had no blanket or pillows to sleep on that night. She was out all  night  long  and  never  came  home.  I  pulled  coats  and  clothing over me to keep warm. I used Lemon and another stuffed animal that Martha had found in my garage as pillows. 

She  promised  to  take  me  to  the  doctors  to  get  my  operation (Arthroscopic) on my leg. On my first trip to see Dr. Del Pizzo she got  me  in  early  by  telling  them  I  was  about  to  do  a  film  with Harvey  Keitel  and  some  other  big  stars,  and  that  we  needed  for them to schedule me immediately. She went on to say that she was best friends with the writer/director and that he was writing a part in it just for me. She was good. 
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Though she missed taking me to the hospital, I figured she would be  there  to  pick  me  up  afterwards.  Wrong!  Sharon  II  did  a  “No show,” again. 

I  had  Ray’s  cell  phone  number,  the  Good  Samaritan  who picked me up over a month ago from the couch and brought me to his  doctor.  I  called  him  and  he  came  right  over  to  the  hospital, wheeled me out in a wheelchair, picked me up and put me inside his truck, brought me home, carried me up my stairs again, and set me on the couch. 

There I sat for hours waiting and worrying for Sharon II. I froze for another night with no blankets or pillows and decided that this really wasn’t working out. Everyone was looking for her, I found out later. She had made promises to everyone. She was gone, and now I realized that I couldn’t count on her. 

I  couldn’t  find  anything  either.  She  moved  all  of  my  things around to such an extent that I felt like a stranger in my own place. 

She was desperately trying to get her life back in order. She was trying to make money, seeing clients day and night. But her efforts were making a shamble of my life. 
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Immediately upon her return, I confronted Sharon II about the situation.  I  told  her  it  just  wasn’t  working.  She  broke  down  and started  crying.  Between  sobs,  she  related  the  details  of  the  story surrounding  the  big  fight  with  her  boyfriend  and  an  encounter with the cops. She had a court date tomorrow. Suddenly I felt so badly  for  her  that  I  wanted  to  try  to  help  her.  I  called  an acquaintance who was a paralegal and a private detective and his roommate, who was a former FBI Agent. I had been working with them  on  my  problems  with  Dale.  They  told  Sharon  II  that  they knew the police in the area where she was arrested, and that she could  stay  at  their  place  tonight,  to  go  over  her  case.  They  also promised to  go to  court  with  her the next  day.  I  gave her  all the money I had, $500 to pay them. 

I was now able to wheel around a bit in my wheelchair I got to where I could roll myself into the bathroom and maneuver myself into  the  tub.  My  pastor’s  wife,  Cookie  Boyer  was  bringing  me food  and  helping  me  out  during  the  days  that  followed.  And Martha  came  after  work  to  check  on  me  as  well.  She  was  as shocked  as  I  by  all  the  goings-on  with  Sharon  II.  She  felt  just terrible and was torn between us, her needy charges. 

All the Ladies at The ArtifacTree loved Sharon II. She was the Massage Guru of Malibu, with the velvet fingers, and somehow I had the feeling that they were blaming me for what had happened. 

I also felt that I lost Martha’s friendship. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I could just reach my file cabinet and I began the hateful task of trying to put my important papers in order. I was missing all my Tax  Papers,  Credit  Card  bills  and  my  passport  and  driver’s license.  I  was  starting  to  get  a  little  nervous,  when  suddenly  the next morning Martha called and told me that Sharon II had been taken into custody. She  had been sentenced to  3  years in  prison. 

The  FBI  man,  Ted  Gunderson,  came  to  my  house  and  started searching  her  room.  He  found  my  credit  cards,  passport  and checkbook, everything except a lot of my income tax records. 

Martha  came  with  a  couple  of  her  homeless  helpers,  to  take things  to  put  into storage  for  Sharon  II.  They  also  took  much  of my stuff as well. My tax records were still missing, but I had my apartment back. Sharon Farrell II was gone for good. 

It felt like a dream. I still wasn’t well enough to get down those stairs.  Cookie  Boyer  (No  relationship  to  the  Boyer  family)  and some of the Church Members still had to take care of me. And I never got that massage from Velvet Fingers, just as well. 
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CHAPTER 24 

IN PURSUIT OF THE ONE TRUE GOD 



The journey continues… 



I  remember  from  grade  school  a  little  girl  asking  if  I  went  to church. I don’t know how I answered her, but I should have said 

“Yes” because we did, though not every week. She also asked if I believed in God and in Jesus Christ. I answered her as truthfully as I could. I knew we said our prayers together every night. But the next  thing  I  heard  from  her  was  “You’re  a  heathen  if  you  don’t believe in God and Jesus.” I ran home and told my mom, sobbing and crying in her arms, “The kids are calling me a heathen.” 

She took me outside and told me that God made the world, the whole universe including the stars, the planets, the trees, animals and us. Then she asked me if I wanted to go to church more often. 

I said yes, I would. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA As a family we went out looking for a religion we could believe in  enough  to  go  to  every  single  week.  My  Father’s  Mother  and Father  were  Lutheran,  my  Grandma  went  to  church,  but  never made a big deal out of it or God. I remember being invited to play a small role in the Lutheran Church Christmas play, but I was too afraid.  When  I  saw  the  production  with  little  Jesus  lying  in  the manger, I felt like I missed a great experience, being so near him. 

I  remember  that  I  mouthed  all  the  lines  the  little  girl  in  the Christmas Pageant was saying. I knew them all. 

I believed in God, but who was this Jesus? The Jesus thing was always hard for me to understand. I just prayed to God, the Father. 

I  remember  my  sister  and  me  attending  a  prayer  meeting  at  the house  of  some  neighbor  kids.  At  some  point  in  the  proceedings their Mother locked us in a dark closet where we were supposed to ask  God  to  appear  to  us.  When  my  mom  found  out  about  the incident, she had a fit. She called the Mother and asked her, “How dare  you  scare  my  two  little  girls  by  locking  them  in  a  dark closet?” 

Whenever I had a big problem or I felt overwhelmed, I went up to  the  park  about  two  blocks  up  from  our  house  and  walked around  the  two  big  water  tanks.  I  just  decided  I  wouldn’t  think about  my  problems.  I  figured  my  God  would  know  what  to  do about  them.  God  was  surely  up  there  because  there  were  lots  of trees and a lot of sky. He would know what was troubling me and I would find peace with the issue or an answer to my problem. I never  got  an  answer  or  a  sign.  I  think  what  I  got,  and  I  didn’t know the word for it then was “Grace.” 
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Whenever  we  stayed  with  Granny  Huffy  in  Springdale,  she would take us to the Klu Klux Klan meetings. I heard them talking about both God and Jesus. I kinda believed that they were making up stories and we mostly laughed at them. Granny would get mad and  chase  us  out  of  there,  which  we  liked  because  she  never spanked  us.  It  was  fun  to  get  chased  and  we  could  play  outside while Granny attended the meetings. 

As a family we ended up going to the Methodist Church. The Lutheran  Church  we  attended  didn’t  abide  dancing  and  I  was determined  to  be  a  ballerina.  One  afternoon,  our  Methodist Minister led me downstairs to the basement. He touched my curls and  started  taking  off  his  clothes  in  front  of  me.  I  can  only remember that he had a very hairy back and the feeling of being trapped. I was so scared, I couldn’t help screaming. Then I heard people stomping down the stairs. I remember running to the safety of my mom’s warm loving embrace. I never went back. 

My Sister secretly attended Sunday school there until my mom found out. I think my Sister got a beating with the razor strap for that one. My mom was very protective and took us to see Dr. Bow who had delivered us to  make sure we hadn’t  been violated. My sister told me later that she wanted to see the minister’s hairy back as I had done. My sister thought I misjudged him. She said that he probably just wanted to show me something funny about himself and she wanted to see it too. 

Back to God! 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  got  involved  with  the  Catholic  Church  when  I  met  Ron DeBlasio and I went for instruction with the Paulist Fathers before we were married. It wasn’t a very spiritual experience. I had been married to Andrew Prine for a couple of weeks and they tried to annul that marriage. That would have cost a great deal of money in lawyers’ fees, so I closed that down. I kinda got a slanted idea of the church from trying to fit into the Catholic version of God’s plan.  I  kept  asking  about  Jesus,  God  and  their  connection  to  the Holy Spirit, but it all just eluded me. I always knew I believed in God. I could talk to him, but the Catholic Jesus was so hard and had so many rules. I was overwhelmed by him and the Church. I loved  the  ceremonies,  the  lighting  of  the  candles,  and  of  course, the Latin Mass. Then they did away with all the things I loved. 

The Paulist Fathers said I could become a Catholic, but I could never be married by the Church if I took the Catholic Vows. And if  Ron  married  me,  he  would  be  excommunicated.  The  Church could not accept the marriage because I was a divorced woman. 

I always wanted to do the Confession thing, but now I wasn’t going  to  be  a  Catholic,  so  I’d  never  got  to  do  it.  I  could  light candles, go to Church and pray, but never be truly accepted. I was hurt and a little angry.  I felt like Jesus  didn’t  want  me around.  I blamed it on Jesus. I also worried that God was trying to give me a sign  that  he  didn’t  want  me  to  marry  Ron.  We  got  married anyway, but I never felt I was really married. I had to find a God who would love me. I wanted the whole universe to love me. 

The Secret Daily Teachings 
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“The Universe is completely and utterly in love with you, right this second, right now. No matter how many mistakes you make, no matter where you are in your life, no matter what you think of you, the Universe loves you for all eternity. May joy be with you.” 

When I first read “The Book of Secret,” I loved it. But I don’t think you should have to buy God, Jesus, the Saints or the Hindi Gurus. All the religions get around to asking for money in the end. 

And  I  rebel  against  it  every  time.  But  I  wouldn’t  allow  the  little money grubbers to deter me. I kept right on searching. 

I was working on an episode of “Gunsmoke” directed by Harry Harris.  He  started  taking  me  out.  He  told  me  that  I  had  the makings of a great actress, but that I needed to study acting all the time and of course, experience a lot of life. One of the experiences he  had  in  mind  was  a  close  encounter  with  his  penis.  My  big lesson  from  him  occurred  while,  I  kid  you  not,  I  was  straddling him on a copy of a big cushy  chair designed by Mr. Pompadour for  the  Palace Élysée (The official  residence of  the  President  of the French Republic) I had purchased when I was flush and Harry said “A woman must worship a man’s penis.” After he finally got me  into  bed,  I  soon  stopped  hearing  from  him.  I  guess  I  wasn’t into worshipping his penis enough. I was broken hearted. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA By  that  time,  though,  I  had  met  both  of  his  daughters,  who weren’t  much  younger  than  me.  They  had  been  through  a  rough divorce  with  their  parents  and  they  knew  what  their  dad  was  all about. They dragged me to a Nichiren Shoshu meeting, and helped me  set  up  my  newly  obtained  Gohonzon  (A  piece  of  paper  that became a symbol of the living God that you looked at while you prayed.  One  is  supposed  to  be  facing  the  Buddha,  Nichiren Daishonin.  It  was  contained  in  a  little  alter  or  shrine,  which  you chanted  in  front  of  called  the  Nichiren  Shoshu  Altar.  Nam-Myoho-Renge-Kyo, Nam Myoho Renge Kyo over and over,  you are  required  to  chant  throughout  the  day.  This  was  Orthodox Buddhism as presented by the girls. 

The two girls said I had to make a list of all the things I wanted. 

I  told  them  I  didn’t  even  know  of  anything  I  wanted,  except maybe to be happy. They explained, “No, no, no make a list like a new house, a swimming pool or a new man.” They made the list for me. It was important for you to just watch and see how all the 

“Benefits” were manifested. 

Then I started chanting. I chanted night and day. I didn’t know the language or what it meant. You were just supposed to do it. I even had the name, GONGYO (A forty-five minute prayer you do in the morning and at night again) on my license plate. 
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By  having  strong  faith  in  Nichiren  Shoshu  Buddhism,  it  is believed  that  all  people  can  attain  the  life  condition  of  absolute happiness  or  Buddha-hood.  As  proof,  benefits  (Good  things  that happen to you) are revealed by the effect of Buddha-hood welling up  inside  the  life  of  the  believer.  The  emergence  of  the  great power of benefits from the Gohonzon will provide absolute proof, leaving  no  room  for  doubt.  You  kind  of  hypnotize  yourself  with the idea that if you chant and chant “Nothing can touch you.” You go  to  meetings  and  call  anything  that  happens  to  you  a  good parking place, a Benefit. Because you do Gongyo every morning and  night  and  go  to  meetings  and  surround  yourself  with  other chanters, you have received each benefit. 

I went to meetings every night and chanted and chanted. I did this for 10 years and I did get everything on my list and more. But what I really wanted all the time was to have God within me and guiding me. I thought, eventually God would show himself to me. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I met a fellow chanter, one of the Leaders. He was much more advanced than I. I was still rebounding from Harry, so I fell very hard. He was able to seduce me without a lot of effort.  It wasn’t until it was too late that I discovered that he was married. In the beginning I did keep saying, “No, no, no, not again! I wanted to know you better before we do this. I know nothing about you!” He continued  tearing  off  my  clothes.  In  those  days  anything  other than screaming, kicking and punching was taken as a “Yes.” The sex wasn’t satisfying for me at all. He was one of those guys with a  small  penis  whose  selfishness  and  self-centered  attitude prevented  him  from  being  a  good  lover.  Shortly  afterwards  we went  our  separate  ways,  I  heard  that  some  horrible  tragedy  had befallen some member of his family. His whole family had been chanters, too. I started to doubt my new belief. 

When I stayed for that three week period in the Danish actor’s apartment  on  my  return  from  Fiji,  I  saw  he  had  his  shrine,  his Nichiren Shoshu Altar right in the living room when you walked through the door. And even though I had found Jesus again in Fiji I felt a need to kneel down onto the hard wooden prayer stool and start  doing  Gongyo.  I  just  couldn’t  resist  the  temptation  of  that beautiful and elegant shrine. 

I  went to dinner with my an old producer friend and his buddy for my birthday and when we returned to the apartment, we found a notice on his door stating that he had charged me double his rent for the 3 weeks I had stayed there. We also found Porno DVDs of little black kids with white adults, thrown all over the bed. I just lost it! So much for the big spiritual favor he was supposed to be doing for me. 
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I  also  found  out  that  week,  that  the  head  honcho  of  the priesthood in Japan was calling himself the “Living True God.” I felt  like  the  rug  had  been  ripped  from  beneath  my  feet  by  Satan himself. 



Vainly I have sought the builder of my house Through countless lives 

I could not find him. 

How hard it is to tread life after life! 

But now I see you, Oh Builder! 

And never again shall I build my house. 

I have snapped the rafters, 

Split the ridgepole 

And beaten out desire, 

Now my mind is free. 

I believe in these truths. The first being, all beings experience suffering. The second is that desire or attachment is the source of all suffering. The third is that it is possible to end all suffering. 

We  are  all  looking  for  the  same  thing,  but  there  are  many possible paths to end our suffering. Ultimately, it is found in the development  of  wisdom  through  proper  understanding  and  right purpose.  And  the  development  of  virtue  through  right  speech, right action, and right livelihood, and finally, a mindful awareness of  the  present  is  key.  Also  trusting  that  you  are  right  where  you are  supposed  to  be.  Also,  count  all  your  blessings,  every  two minutes  and  watch  every  thought.  Become  the  watcher  of  your own  movie.  You  are  the  star  and  you  are  perfect  in  your imperfection...be happy. 

There is Buddha and there is Buddha! 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  went  to  the  Academy  Awards  last  night  (This  was  in  2011) and  after  the  show,  I  attended  a  party  called  “The  Night  of  100 

Stars  You  can  see  more  stars  there  than  you  can  in  a  month  of steady TV watching. I saw many stars that I had worked with over the years. There were some real old timers of 50 years or more in the  business.  Anyway,  “His  Holiness”  from  the  Temple  of Enlightenment,  of  the  Federation  of  Buddhist  Entrepreneurs  had just left the party, and I was sitting at the Beverly Hills Hotel in the  garden  patio  talking  to  the  sister  of  His  Holiness’  Chairman, Sung Mo Kang. She was telling me that his claim to fame was that he  had  written  80  spiritual  books  and  after  each  word  he  took  a long deep bow, and when he made a mistake he went back to the very beginning of his book and started all over, bowing after every written  word.  Which  she  said  makes  him  the  only  man  in  the world  who  has  bowed  so  very  many  times.  This  she  said  with  a totally straight face. I was dumbfounded. I chanted all those years turning my back on Jesus. What was wrong with me? 

There  must  have  been  something  in  the  air  to  have  made  me miss  His  Holiness  by  10  minutes.  I  have  a  guardian  angel  that  I have  only  recently  recognized.  Oh  I  did  pay  heed  to  it  in  the earlier part of my life, but that doesn’t really count. 

I’ve kinda gotten a head of myself because I left out my Hindi trip in my search for God and peace. 
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Dale and I had gotten back together Dale after one of our many breakups  and  I  was  also  living  back  in  Topanga.  I  think  it  was 1992. Dale had been attending some kind of directors’ workshop where  he  had  been  directing  actors.  A  girlfriend  called  me  and told me she had seen Dale buying paint with a young gal. She said Dale  was  having  an  affair  with  her.  She  could  tell  just  by  their body  language.  Then  another  friend  called  and  said  he  had  seen Dale in a car with a gal, and he could tell something was going on between them. 

Dale smacked me on the head and called me out on something. 

Then he showed up later with steak and flowers. I said, “I know you are having an affair.” He responded with a sheepish grin. He sold the script he had just written, and had plans to film it and take it to Cannes. He smiled again, really big, and said, “Yes, I am.” 

I said, “Well, I guess you’d better leave here then.” 

And  just  like  that,  he  did.  I  was  suddenly  alone.  Chance  was with his dad. I had no one. Even without the sex, Dale had been a living present. Now, I was truly alone and I fell apart. I had been working  with  a  gal  friend,  Barbara  Carrera,  in  “Lone  Wolf McQuade.”  I  found  her  again  and  cried  on  her  shoulder.  She started talking very mysteriously  about  Gurumayi.  And she  gave me a mantra to repeat, “Om Na Ma Shivaya.” She and I went to buy the healing crystals everyone was into at the time which she showed me how to use. She told me about a very powerful chant that would change my life, if I said it over and over. Well, Buddha wasn’t working any more. So I figured I’d give the Hindi Religion a go, and it was a way I could be close to my friend, Barbara, who I liked and admired, instead of looking for some guy to bed. 
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day intensive meditation at Lowe’s Hotel in Santa Monica. He and Gurumayi  walked  by  each  of  us  at  some  point  during  the meditation and hit each of us on the back with a bunch of peacock feathers.  You  were  promised  to  swoon  or  feel  some  kind  of spiritual  presence  at  his  touch.  I  remember  he  was  behind  me beating  me  on  the  back,  and  I  felt  nothing.  Well,  maybe  some anger at being cheated. I reached around and yanked on his gown and he hit me a few more times. This time he hit me on the head and  I  got  angrier.  I  felt  nothing  but  anger.  I  wanted  immediate liberation and I only received anger. 

Barbara told me that I received a very strong reaction, and that it really meant something very special. Barbara had hooked me. I went to the Ashram in  L.A. every morning at 6 and again in the evening, and after a few days I decided that I must meet Gurumayi again this time in Ganeshpuri, India. 

Dale had control of all of my money. I didn’t have any. Chance wanted to stay at the beach with his dad and was thrilled that he would be allowed to. Barbara told me to ask Gurumayi for money. 

I told her I couldn’t and she said to ask for enough money for my spiritual  journey.  I  had  been  begging  her  for  Grace.  All  I  really wanted was for the pain I was feeling to go away. Why I was so unhappy then, I couldn’t answer. Dale wasn’t there to smack me around  or  abuse  me  verbally.  I  should  have  been  in  a  state  of Grace, but I wasn’t. I was suffering excruciating emotional pain. 

Now I know it was an undiagnosed psychic disorder that I had been treating for years with alcohol, drugs and casual sex. 
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The  way  to  ask  for  what  you  wanted  was  in  front  of  a  huge picture of Gurumayi. You had to go down on your knees, onto the floor, while lying flat.  When it was my turn to genuflect,  I went down, my nose on the floor and my arms stretched out in front of me. I came up sobbing. 

That  afternoon  I  met  another  Believer  who  just  returned  from being  with  Gurumayi,  actress  Peggy  Lipton,  of “Mod  Squad” 

fame.  The  three  of  us  had  lunch.  They  planned  my  trip  for  me, Barbara  and  Peggy,  while  I  mostly  sat  there  crying.  I  explained that  I  just  didn’t  have  the  money,  but  these  two  rich,  successful actresses  kept  telling  me  not  to  worry  about  it,  it  would  come. 

There would be a way. 

Three days later I received a residual check in the mail. I now had a check for $4000 in my hand. At this impasse in my life, with Dale gone and Chance at Broad Beach Road staying with his dad, I had money that  I could do anything I wanted with, and no one knew anything about. This chance might never come again. So, I took off. I was on my way to India. 

In the three months that I was there, I had all kinds of mystical experiences.  I  would  be  mediating,  and  open  my  eyes  to  find myself at Bhagwan Nithyananda’s shrine about half a mile away. 

I’d  be  sitting  on  his  bench,  mindless  of  a  little  rope  around  it advising  people  to  look,  but  don’t  touch.  I  touched  everything.  I even went into the baths. 

The  hot  mineral  water  came  up  out  of  the  river.  The  famed natural  hot  springs  at  Ganeshpuri  which  now  attracts  hordes  of visitors throughout the year was pretty much unpopulated when I was there. No white people at all, just the Villagers. 
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SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA I  found  out  later  that  it’s  reputed  to  cure  skin  diseases,  and paralysis.  They  have  become  a  natural  wonder  which  draws people from all parts of the country now. Add to this the fact that the Samadhi of Bhagwan Nityananda, the man who brought light and  civilization  to  this  remote  hamlet  is  situated  there,  and  it  is easy to understand why Ganeshpuri is a place of pilgrimage to so many. 

The Gurudev Sidha Peeth, established by  Bhagwan’s disciple, Baba Muktananda, on his instructions which sets you on the path of  self-realization  is  the  primary  reason for  the  large  influx  of foreigners  to  Ganeshpuri.  No  was  one  allowed  to  go  to  the  little city or by the nearby village alone, and there I was. 

Looking back with some perspective, I must have been having some kind  of nervous breakdown.  I had flipped  out.  The core of Bhagwan  Nithyananda’s  teaching  is  “The  heart  is  the  hub  of  all sacred  places.  Go  there  and  roam.”  It  was  left  to  Baba Muktananda (Who gave me Shaktipat in L.A. on my head with the peacock feathers) to put his teachings into words. Baba didn’t say much and he didn’t wear much. The basis of the practice of self-realization or Siddha Yoga is, “Honor yourself, worship yourself, meditate  on  yourself  and  God  will  dwell  within  you  as  you.” 

Bhagwan  adopted  this  teaching  from  the  ancient  philosophies  of Advaita  Vedanta  and  Kashmir  Shaivism.  Meditation  is  the  most important  part  of  this  philosophy  and  as  time  went  on  Bhagwan spent increasingly more time in meditation and spoke very little as a  consequence.  Most  of  what  he  taught  has  come  down  to  us through  Baba  Muktananda  to  whom  Bhagwan  transferred  his powers through shaktipat. And when Baba died he transferred his powers to Gurumayi. 
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At  the  Ashram  no  one  saw  her  much.  Though  I  seemed  to always be running into her and she would ask when Barbara was coming.  Gurumayi  also  told  me  stories  about  foam  packing,  and trying  to  get  something  on  a  plane.  I  had  no  idea  what  she  was talking  about.  Then  Barbara  showed  up  with  a  painting  she  had done  of  Gurumayi  and  a  story  about  how  she  had  a  hard  time getting it on the plane. She told me the same crazy story Gurumayi muttered  to  me.  I  couldn’t  see  the  importance,  but  Barbara  went off  because  I  had  been  told  something  that  hadn’t  happened, before I heard it. Golly, is this the way God shows his presence? I think it was to Barbara. 

Whenever  Gurumayi  was  near  I  could  smell  Jasmine  and  it wasn’t  perfume.  And  everything  would  acquire  a  little,  yellow glow, but then it would quickly disappear and I would feel a little buzz from her presence. The same kind you get when you are in a grand  church  and  you  are  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  group  of wonderful singers and you feel that energy in the air. 

I  ran  off  at  one  point  to  see  Mother  Teresa.  I  found  her,  or  I should say she found me. I got so ill that I had to be put to bed. I only  saw  her  as  she  touched  my  forehead  with  her  hand,  while passing my bed. I thought I’d just go there and help her. But I got so  sick  that  I  thought  I  was  going  to  die.  I  was  sent  back  to Gurumayi,  where  I  was  scolded.  I  was  her  guest  and  I  was required  to  ask  permission  to  leave  and  could  only  do  so  if  she gave it. 

Then Peggy showed up. Barbara and Peggy each wanted single rooms, whereas I wanted to be with people. Gurumayi put me in a whole  house  by  myself  and  gave  both  Peggy  and  Barbara roommates, but not each other. 
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Peggy started following me around because she said the only time she saw Gurumayi was when she was talking or walking with me. 

Peggy said I was lucky for her. But I felt uncomfortable whenever Gurumayi was near. My eyes would squeeze shut involuntarily. I had  a  hard  time  looking  directly  at  her  and  I  sometimes  would start shaking so badly that my body would jump in the air. It was awful. She wanted to send me home. I begged her to let me stay. 

I  would  be  walking  along  the  trails  and  I’d  start  jumping  and jerking spontaneously. I had never experienced anything like it in my life. I had to learn to control it before I went home. 

She gave me boxes of chocolate to ground me. She said that the energy was too high for me. The Guru sent me to a doctor and she taught  me  how  to  internalize  this  energy  that  seemed  to  be shooting through me. 

I  could  sit  all  day  meditating.  Six  hours  would  seem  like  20 

minutes. Sometimes I wandered off unaware and I found myself in the  woods  or  up  with  the  exotic  animals  she  had  been  given  as pets. One day I asked if I could go home and she smiled at me and nodded. I had her permission to leave. 

I left in the middle of a great party and I was running down a walkway and a bird sailed over the fence and landed at my feet. It was dead. It was just weirdest thing! 

I knew it was time to move on. I didn’t feel  I found my God, but  He  had  gotten  me  out  of  India.  I’ve  always  felt  that  blind belief  equaled  self-indulgence.  One’s  own  experiences  are  the ultimate  teacher  in  the  search  for  God.”  I  find  him  in  the  gaps between breaths. He’s a second to second kinda guy. I have to be aware of His presence every second. 
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I had a hard time getting back from India because Dale blocked me from using any of my credit cards. I was stuck in New York when  the  pretty  young  actress,  Lisa  Bonet  from  the  “Bill  Cosby Show,” was standing behind me in line. She heard of my dilemma, chimed right in and made a huge fuss in my defense. 

I called my friend, Kathy Aaronson, and she told me not to say anything  more  to  them,  not  to  get  emotional,  and  to  pull  myself together. A ticket magically appeared, and I could see Lisa’s back hurrying to the entrance of the departure door. 

I asked Kathy later if she said something to them, made a call while she had put me on hold. She just told me not to worry about it,  but  to  keep  my  mouth  shut,  say  absolutely  nothing,  go  to  the counter, pick up my ticket, and get on the plane. 

I’ve asked Kathy what she said to them, but she would not tell me.  She  has  a  way  of  changing  the  subject  gracefully  when  she doesn’t want to answer a question and I never pressure her. 

Kathy is an inspirational speaker who started a company called The Sales Athlete. She has helped all kinds of women through the years  to  find  work  in  sales.  She  helps  them  get  their  resume together and guides them through their career. She has also helped Politicians and Studio Heads, and women in powerful positions in so many different careers as well. But she just doesn’t talk about it.  She  has  always  been  slightly  mysterious  about  how  she  has helped me through the years. She is always there, and has always been my friend. I keep thinking she’s not of this world somehow, and I don’t like to question it. I’m just happy and thankful that I have a living, breathing, guardian angel, a cell phone call away. 
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When I moved to Fiji the villagers were always trying to drag us to their Methodist Churches. On our island I think there are 2 in the  little  village.  I  enjoyed  going  and  though  the  service  is  in  a language I can’t understand, the singing is angelic. 

I had met Va, the Prime Minister’s wife, in L.A. at a party. She is a Christian and her husband is Hindi. While in Fiji, whenever I needed spiritual guidance I would call her. I remember asking her how she coped with her husband being gone all the time and she told me she made Jesus her constant companion. 

Okay, done. I did everything for Jesus, and it really started to work for me. Washing, cleaning, feeding the animals, gardening, weaving  baskets,  making  mats  with  the  ladies,  and  waiting  for Dale to return became my new life. Through it all Jesus was with me. I clung to him for my sanity. And now as much as ever, He is sitting next to me on my couch while I’m writing this. 

When Dale left me to make a little movie back in the states, he was  supposed  to  be  gone  for  5  weeks,  but  it  turned  out  to  be  5 

months.  I  started  going  a  little  nuts.  I  was  the  only  European  in Ba,  the  only  white  person,  everyone  else  was  Indian.  I  felt  so isolated. I was unable to sleep. I went for 7 days without sleeping. 

I  started  to  hallucinate.  I  had  visions  of  my  Landlady’s  dead husband visiting my bedroom at night and following me around. It got so bad I had my minister come over and bless the apartment to get rid of the demons that I was sure were there. 
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I called Richard Rush, the director of “the Stuntman” who had a  heart  transplant.  I  was  getting  harsh  pains  in  my  chest  and  I thought  I  was  having  a  heart  attack.  He  was  the  only  person  I knew who had ever survived one. He laughed and told me it was probably gas. 

I  called  my  mom  to  tell  her  that  I  forgave  her,  but  she  didn’t know what I was talking about. “Forgive me for what” she said?  I laughed because I realized she had no guilt for all the things she’d done, and that was good. 

After  I  was  raped  the  first  time  when  I  was  in  the  hospital  in Fiji a traveling preacher was visiting, going from bed to bed and praying  over  people.  He  prayed  over  me.  At  the  time  I  couldn’t move my head at all or turn over in bed without help. The doctor thought  my  neck  was  broken.  They  didn’t  have  x-ray  machines there,  so  he  couldn’t  be  sure.  The  Fijian  Traveling  Preacher claiming  to  be  a  healer  ranted  and  raved  over  my  bed.  Then  he spoke in Fijian to two women, his wife and mother, I presumed. In any language, one can recognize the words, God and Jesus. They all joined hands above my body and then prayed some more. He touched  my  forehead  with  oils  while  continuing  to  pray.  With their words and songs, soft touches and attention, I drifted off to sleep. When I woke up I could move my neck ever so slightly and finally,  stand  up.  I  couldn’t  turn  my  head  fully  to  the  left  for  2 

years, though. He had healed me. 

All  the pain  is totally  gone now.  I can throw my head around like a jazz dancer and put my hands flat to the floor with my legs straight.  I  was  broken  on  that  hospital  bed  and  I  know  that  man healed me. I believe one person can heal another, in the name of God. That has been proven to me. I have seen and experienced it. 
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My nearest neighbor was a Lay Minister who worked for Air Fiji in Nasoso at Nadi Airport, and rented a spot in Nadi Town where he had his services. I started to go to their church. 

Another Minister that participated was the husband of a lovely Fijian  Lady  who  worked  at  my  Westpac  Bank.  Who  got  all  my jewelry back for me, and was a true friend. From the beginning, I always knew my house was for sale and the realtor woman and I simply clashed, she didn’t like me and I really didn’t like her. She reported  my  pet  pig  to  the  authorities.  I  was  in  a  neighborhood where one didn’t  keep farm animals,  and  I had  chickens, 3 dogs and a big pig.  But  Hamsley slept  in  the back  yard all day pretty much, under a Mango Tree. 

He only came out to the gate to greet the children coming home from school in the afternoon. Even when Hamsley weighed over a ton, he still drank milk out of a baby bottle. And chewed gum. But he would quickly spit it out after the flavor was gone. He never swallowed it. He was a riot! The children all loved him and my Macaw, Sam. When the authorities stopped by to check on my lawlessness, they too fell in love with Hamsley. That day while the cops were there, some children came by. Hamsley ran out to greet them hoping for gum or some other treat. 

Sam was the only Macaw in Fiji at the time. It was a joy to see their little faces shining with smiles as they watched the dynamic duo. 
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The  authorities  said  I  could  keep  all  my  animals  because  I would soon be leaving to move into my new home on Beqa Island. 

I  loved  my  neighbors.  I  put  them  directly  in  touch  with  my Landlord, the architect in New Zealand. I arranged for them to cut out the obnoxious real estate woman. They later changed the name of my little street to Kula Place. Kula means bird in Fijian. When I came back just before leaving for New Zealand, I stayed with my neighbors and they prayed that I’d be saved in Jesus’ name. They turned the house where I was brutally raped into a church. I was stunned! 

A  cleansing  happened  and  it  spread  over  me  as  well  as  the house.  I  confessed  about  being  with  Billy  and  they  prayed,  then held me and sang and prayed some more. I was saved that day in Jesus’ name, but I still couldn’t see or trust in Jesus any more than I had in Buddha, Baba or Shiva through Gurumayi. I still felt at a loss,  without  any  knowledge  of  my  purpose  on  this  earth.  I  do know He got me out of Fiji. But I didn’t know that my new path would lead me home. 
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My  life  at  this  time  consists  mostly  of  waiting,  even though,  it’s  the  best  time  of  my  life.  I  wait  for  doctor’s appointments  and  dental  appointments.  (I’m  told  I’m  in excellent  health  for  my  age,  better  than  someone  in  their late 50s). I wait to hear from my agent, Steven Stevens Sr. 

who  came  out  of  retirement  to  help  me,  my  press agent/friend Ed Lozzi to invite me to parties and hopefully get  me  on  some  TV  shows  to  promote  this  book.  I'm waiting for my broken heart to heal since my sweetheart, Jessie  left  me.  I  wait  for  my  son  Chance  Boyer  and  his beautiful Mandi to call. 



I  have  never  been  a  very  patient  person,  but  I’m  being forced  to  learn  the  virtue  of  patience  at  this  late  stage  in my life. It’s a hard lesson, it's suppose to be a good one. 

Okay. 



“All  things  come  to  him  who  waits.”  I  know  I  should believe those words. But oh how much damage one can do to ones self without the patience to wait things out. And I do accept that damage has been done. 



I  can  happily  report  that  my  relationships  with  both  my sweet  mother  and  son  have  improved  tremendously  after some fun and successful reunions. And that Jessie left me is also my guardian angel looking out for me. 



Jessie’s mother had a saying that he shared with me, “God may  not  come  when  you  call  him,  but  he’s  always  on time.”I pray that God will allow me to find the man who can accept me for who I am and love and support me with more  devotion  than  I  truly  believe  I’ve  earned.  I  hope  it turns  out  I'm  not  asking  too  much,  just  too  impatient  to wait for it. Oh, the “Good Girl,” it’s so nice to have found you again. 
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1999 JAG (TV series)  

– Dungaree Justice (1999) … Mary Hanratti 1997 Last Chance Love Mrs. Worthington  

1991-1999 The Young and the Restless (TV series) Florence Webster  

– Episode #1.6213 (1997) … Florence Webster (uncredited) 1996 Timeless Obsession Mrs. Sparrow  

1995 A Gift from Heaven Ma Samuals  

1995 Beyond Desire Shirley  

1995 Yakuza Connection (TV movie) Lois  

1993 Arcade (video) Alex’s mom  

1993 Sworn to Vengeance (TV movie) Sylvia Haskell 1992 Matlock (TV series) Rose Ballou  

– The Abduction (1992) … Rose Ballou  

1991 Lonely Hearts Louise  

1989 Freddy’s Nightmares (TV series) Mrs. Wax  

– Do You Know Where Your Kids Are? (1989) … Mrs. Wax 1989 One Man Force Shirley  

1987 Can’t Buy Me Love Mrs. Mancini  

1984-1985 Rituals (TV series) Cherry Lane 1984 Night of the Comet Doris  

1983 Lone Wolf McQuade Molly  

1983 Small & Frye (TV series) Rita  

– The Case of the Street of Silence (1983) … Rita 1983 Sweet 16 Kathy Hopkins  

1983 T.J. Hooker (TV series) Irene Gordon  

– Sweet Sixteen and Dead (1983) … Irene Gordon  



SHARON FARRELL “HOLLYWOOD PRINCESS” FROM SIOUX CITY, IOWA 1981 Born to Be Sold (TV movie) Joan Helick 1981 Separate Ways Karen Haskell  

1980 Rage! (TV movie) Dottie  

1980 The Stunt Man Denise  

1980 Out of the Blue Kathy  

1977-1980 Hawaii Five-O (TV series) Det. Lori Wilson/ Diana / 

– The Moroville Covenant (1980) … Lori Wilson  

– A Bird in Hand... (1980) … Det. Lori Wilson  

– School for Assassins (1980) … Det. Lori Wilson  

– Labyrinth (1979) … Det. Lori Wilson  

– A Shallow Grave (1979) … Det. Lori Wilson See all 13 episodes »  

1979 Mrs. Columbo (TV series) Dorothy Hunt  

– Falling Star (1979) … Dorothy Hunt  

1979 The Last Ride of the Dalton Gang (TV movie) Flo Quick 1978 The Fifth Floor Melanie  

1978 Man from Atlantis (TV series) Charlene Baker  

– Deadly Carnival (1978) … Charlene Baker 1978 Walt Disney’s Wonderful World of Color (TV series) 

– The Young Runaways (1978) … Mamma Doyle 1976 Gibbsville (TV series) Mildred  

– Afternoon Waltz (1976) … Mildred  

1974-1976 Police Woman (TV series) Hallie / Marcia Gordon  

– The Death of a Dream (1976) … Hallie  

– The Cradle Robbers (1974) … Marcia Gordon 1976 The Premonition Sheri Bennett  

1975 Bronk (TV series) – The Pickoff (1975) 1975 McCloud (TV series) Holly Dayton  

– Showdown at Times Square (1975) … Holly Dayton 408 
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1973-1975 Police Story (TV series) Bobbie / Kathy Sherman  

– The Execution (1975) … Kathy Sherman  

– The Hunters (1974) … Bobbie  

– Requiem for an Informer (1973) … Bobbie 1975 Kolchak: The Night Stalker (TV series) Lila Morton  

– Chopper (1975) … Lila Morton  

1975 Harry O (TV series) Pauline  

– For the Love of Money (1975) … Pauline 1975 Emergency! (TV series) Catherine  

– Smoke Eater (1975) … Catherine (as Sharon Faron) 1974 The Six Million Dollar Man (TV series) Angie Walker  

– Stranger in Broken Folk (1974) … Angie Walker 1973-1974 The Wide World of Mystery (TV series) Linda /  

Madeline Rivera  

– The Cloning of Clifford Swimmer (1974) … Madeline Rivera  

– A Little Bit Like Murder (1973) … Linda 1974 Petrocelli (TV series) Arlene Johnson  

– A Life for a Life (1974) … Arlene Johnson 1974 It’s Alive… Lenore  

1974 The Underground Man (TV movie) Marty Nickerson 1968-1974 Insight (TV series) Susan  

– The Theft (1974) … Susan  

– Look Back to the Garden (1968)  

1974 Chase (TV series) Elaine  

– Remote Control (1974) … Elaine  

1974 The F.B.I. (TV series) Lee Thomas  

– The $20,000,000 Hit (1974) … Lee Thomas 1974 Love, American Style (TV series)  

Sheila Fontaine (segment "Love and the Flying Finletters") 409 
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– Love and the Extra Job/Love and the Flying Finletters/ 

Love and the Golden Worm 

Love and the Itchy Condition 

Love and the Patrolperson  

1973 The New Perry Mason (TV series) Pat Morrisey  

– The Case of the Murdered Murderer (1973) … Pat Morrisey 1972 Marcus Welby, M.D. (TV series) Cecile Ramsey  

– He Could Sell Iceboxes to Eskimos (1972) … Cecile Ramsey 1972 Banyon (TV series) Wanda  

– Meal Ticket (1972) … Wanda  

1972 The Eyes of Charles Sand (TV movie) Emily Parkhurst 1971 The D.A. (TV series) Georgia Young  

– The People vs. Edwards (1971) … Georgia Young 1971 Police Surgeon (TV series) Maggie  

– Target Ms. Blue … Maggie  

1971 The Love Machine Maggie Stewart  

1969-1971 The Name of the Game (TV series) Jesse Boone   

– LA 2017 (1971) … Sandrelle  

– A Hard Case of the Blues (1969) … Jesse Boone 1970 Men at Law (TV series) Donna Brooks  

– Easy to Be Hard (1970) … Donna Brooks  

1970 Medical Center (TV series) Linda Atwood  

– Between Dark and Daylight (1970) … Linda Atwood 1970 Quarantined (TV movie) Ginny Pepper 1969 The Reivers … Corrie  

1969 Marlowe Orfamay Quest  

1968 Premiere (TV series) Joan Mears  

– Lassiter (1968) … Joan Mears  

1968 A Lovely Way to Die Carol  
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1968 The Wild Wild West (TV series) Cloris Colton  

– The Night of the Amnesiac (1968) … Cloris Colton 1967 The Virginian (TV series) Mavis  

– Execution at Triste (1967) … Mavis  

1964-1967 The Man from U.N.C.L.E. (TV series) Jacqueline Midcult / Leslie Stemmler / Sandy Wister  

– The Pieces of Fate Affair (1967) … Jacqueline Midcult  

– The Minus-X Affair (1966) … Leslie Stemmler  

– The Double Affair (1964) … Sandy Wister 1967 Iron Horse (TV series) Carrie  

– The Pembrooke Blood (1967) … Carrie  

1966 Run for Your Life (TV series) Jenny / Louise  

– The Sex Object (1966) … Louise  

– The Night of the Terror (1966) … Jenny 1966 The Wackiest Ship in the Army (TV series)  

– Girl in the Polka-Dot Swimsuit (1966)  

1964-1965 Dr. Kildare (TV series) Rachel Field /  

Glenda Hester / Jeanne Sawyer  

– To Visit One More Spring (1965) … Rachel Field  

– Something Old, Something New (1965) … Rachel Field  

– Wings of Hope (1965) … Glenda Hester  

– Night of the Beast (1964) … Jeanne Sawyer 1965 My Three Sons (TV series) Cathy  

– My Son, the Ballerina (1965) … Cathy  

1965 I Dream of Jeannie (TV series) Nina Ferguson  

– The Yacht Murder Case (1965) … Nina Ferguson 1965 Rawhide (TV series) Billie Lou  

– Hostage for Hanging (1965) … Billie Lou 1963-1965 Ben Casey (TV series) Ellen Hardin / 
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– The Day They Stole County General (1965) … Penny Carson  

– For a Just Man Falleth Seven Times (1964) … Ellen Hardin  

– The White Ones Are Dolphins (1963) … Michael Ann Bowersox  

1965 The Fugitive (TV series) Corner of Hell (1965) … Elvie 1964-1965 The Alfred Hitchcock Hour (TV series) Melanie Rydell / 

Rosie Final Performance (1965) … Rosie  

– The Second Verdict (1964) … Melanie Rydell 1965 The Beverly Hillbillies (TV series) The Movie Starlet (1965) … Kitty Devine  

1964 Burke’s Law (TV series) Libby Hale  

– Who Killed the Surf Broad? (1964) … Libby Hale 1963-1964 Gunsmoke (TV series) Annie / Belle / Lottie  

– Trip West (1964) … Annie  

– Quint’s Trail (1963) … Belle  

– With a Smile (1963) … Lottie  

1964 Bob Hope Presents the Chrysler Theatre (TV series)  

– A Slow Fade to Black (1964) … Melissa  

1962-1964 Wagon Train (TV series) Judy / Pearlie Garnet  

– The Pearlie Garnet Story (1964) … Pearlie Garnet  

– The Orly French Story (1962) … Judy  

1964 Arrest and Trial (TV series) Angela  

– Onward and Upward (1964) … Angela  

1963 The Lieutenant (TV series)   

– Alert (1963) … Pam Canford  

1963 Kraft Suspense Theatre (TV series)  

– Are There Any More Out There Like You? (1963) Althea 412 
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Winton  

1963 Death Valley Days (TV series) Cara Franklin  

– The Holy Terror (1963) … Cara Franklin 1963 My Favorite Martian (TV series) Gloria Trimble  

– There Is No Cure for the Common Martian (1963) … Gloria Trimble  

1962-1963 Saints and Sinners (TV series) Polly Holloran / 

– The Year Joan Crawford Won the Oscar (1963) … Polly Holloran  

– Slug It, Miss Joyous (1963) … Polly Holloran  

– The Home-Coming Bit (1963) … Polly Holloran  

– A Taste of Evil (1962) … Polly Holloran  

– Judith Was a Lady (1962) … Polly Holloran See all 12 episodes »  

1963 Empire (TV series) Lisa Barry  

– Stopover on the Way to the Moon (1963) … Lisa Barry 1962 40 Pounds of Trouble Dolores  

1962 Alfred Hitchcock Presents (TV series) Lolly Wilkens  

– The Matched Pearl (1962) … Lolly Wilkens 1961 Naked City (TV series) Actress  

– The Hot Minerva (1961) … Actress (uncredited) 1959 Kiss Her Goodbye Emily Wilson (as Sharon Forsino) 413 
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Class Play “Dracula” Set for May 7-8

The senior ciass of Jue 1988 “Dracula” has been described  The play has been In rebear-
presents as_their class play by eritics a5 & play for people sal for seven or eight weeks. The
acula.” The cast was chosen hat Ike thelr coffee strong. play has been cast for five
last semester, bul 1§ bas 1ot There Is o mistake about this months. The Stanisaviky meth-

been pobliczed until ow. thriler being of the type that od of dimeting has been wsed,
‘The following s & synopsis of wil shock the staunchest of that ts, living the part,
the play: playgoers, who like thriling The cast consists of: Sharon

Lucy Steward, daughter of the  plays—t deals with the super- Forumoe, Lacy Seward; Tom
Shysician In charge of & sana- 5atural and thereis o awkward Pulsley, Dr. Seward; Mark Jones
torium near London, s mysler-  explanation at 15 concluson,  Mr. Renfield; Sieve Cole, Jom
fously sneme. Dr. Van Helin, & Playgoers will go away with the Harker; Kurt Bennets, Prof. Var:
speclalisi I obscure disease, satisfaction of having said for Heling; Norma Echols, maid;
suspects o vampire, which, ac- e vampire play, “Dracua,” s Pl Neion, Mr. Butterworth;
corting 1 Jegend, i an ugly soul & real thriler that, speaking M- Ron Tetsorl, Dracula; Giomy
that, grave-bound by day, roums _eraly, has raied har oo mil- Gnagy, student direcor,
¥ the €arth at olght, and sustaios Lons of scalps since the date of  The play will be presented
s cartbly ife by sueking the s original production In Eng-  in Central high soditeriam
Front row (it to right) Ginay Guagy, diseetor; Sharon Fors- /00t b 1o veral year o, where It at 890 B m, Wodnesday L
o 5o s Nl Instituting & search, Van Hel- has been playing ever since, 10 and Tharsday, May 7 and 8,
Back reow, (from eft) Kurt Bennett, Ron Tietsort, Tom Paisley, sing uncovers Count Dracola a  say pothing of e long run it 1858, Cost will be 50 cents.
Phil Nebon, and Mark Jones, such  rampir has enjoped in the U.S. Tickets are on sale now!

The Conral High Record

VoL st 1892 SIOUX CITY 4, 10WA. Priday, day 2, 1958
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Legion Star Playhouse

NOW BOOKING THEATRE PARTIES FOR THE 1962 SEASON
BOOK NOW - SAVE MONEY!

JOHN CAMERON PRESENTS.
SHARON FARRELL

“1 AM A CAMERA"
th
EDWIN YOUNG - JULIE BURNS - HACK RIGHTOR

Next Attraction- Week of Sept. 18 thru Sept. 25
LAST SHOW OF THE SEASON  "PAPA IS ALL"
Starring the Penna. Dutch Players
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