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To my husband, Howard Lee

...But if the while | think on thee,
dear friend,

All losses are restor’d and
sorrows end.

-- William Shakespeare,

Sonnet 30
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Chapter 1
The View Below

It is a terrible thing to feel no fear, no alarmhem you are standing an a window ledge
fourteen stories above the street. | felt tiredt,land numb - but unafraid.

| wasn't at all certain | wanted to take my avfe | cat-walked a few steps away from the
open window and steadied myself, to think aboufite fact that | could no longer make
decisions was why | had gone to the ledge in tts¢ filace. What to wear, when to get out of
bed, which can of soup to buy, how to go an livittgg most automatic task confused and
depressed me.

| felt everything but fear. The fear comes te now, twenty years later, knowing that at
any moment | might have lost my balance. Then #msibn would not have been mine. On
that day, if | jumped or fell, either way would lealeen all right. There is a point where the
brain is so deadened, the spirit so weary, you darit any more of what life is dishing out. |
thought | was there.

By then | had been in two mental hospitalshie¢ years, and sensed that | was going back.
| did not understand what had happened to me, granfhture that seemed so perfectly aimed
had gone wrong. My career as an actress was imoliara probably finished. | had been



forced to give up one daughter, born retarded, lzaudl lately neglected another. A failed
marriage was behind me. | had fallen in love twigth the wrong men. | could not work or

function. Some days | could hardly wake up. Thig dad been one of them. Trying to make
order out of my life was like trying to pick up @lyfish.

A half hour before noon the street below me waarly empty. A taxicab stopped and a
passenger climbed in. A bored doorman held thénlaad glanced away while someone's dog
stained the curb. A couple passed below me onitiesvalk. No one looked up. No crowd
collected. | had no audience and that was fine.

Minutes passed. The day was clear and pleassuspring days in New York are supposed
to be. The sun, caught in the shaft between théudtlings, was bright but not warm, almost
fluorescent. | wore a housecoat and bedroom skpgdére wind tugged at my hem.

I was living with my daughter, Tina, in my metts apartment at East 57th Street. Our
windows faced Sutton Place, a quiet, elegant neididod. To avoid looking down, | fixed
my eye on the building across from us. Marilyn Mmzmiived there with her husband, the
playwright Arthur Miller. Sutton Place was so exsilte that for a long time some of the
landlords wouldn't rent to actors. | had not seearilyh. For weeks | had rarely left my
mother's apartment.

That morning, when my mother tried to wake irtgegged her to let me sleep. | was in one
of my spells when | could literally sleep around ttlock and wake up groggy and exhausted
and limp. | was not on medication, but | felt aradedl as though | had been drugged. My
mind, like a dead car battery, would not turn over.

Mother asked me to go to the grocery for hest @around the corner. | said | couldn't.

"You mean you won't."

"Please, Mother. | mean | can't.”

"Well, you ought to get up. At least you candoessed when Tina gets home from school.”

| rolled over and closed my eyes.

"All right," she said, "I'll do the shopping s8if." She waited for my reaction. There was
none.

At the door she hesitated, and when she spgukeyoice was tense and worn. "What are
you, Gene? Are you sick or just lazy? You know,'s@uaot being a good mother."

Her words cut through the fog that seemed tcdose me. After she had gone, those
guestions echoed in my ear. Was | sick? Was | anoattier? Yes, yes, it must be so. | began
to toss and turn. My mind grew frantic, consumethwhe idea that | was useless. What
chance would Tina have with a mother who was in@rtdf mental hospitals?

Slowly, | swung myself out of bed, walked itk living room and raised the window. The
next thing | knew | was on the ledge. It was hardlyre than two feet wide. | kept my arms
and back pressed against the building, my fingeggirg into the rough surface. But | felt
almost serene, calmer than | had in months. My nawad detached, as hard and dull as the
amber brick behind me. It was as if | was waitiogée what | would do next.

Then, standing there, | remembered what | heehbtold once by a friend, the actress
Constance Collier. Sometimes, she said, when yowgen a plane and look down, your
troubles seem so insignificant compared to thenesst of the world. | looked down for one
sweeping moment. The thought struck me, "I donttitta end up on the pavement like so
much scrambled eggs, my face and body broken.iHd going to die, | wanted to be in one
piece, a whole person, and look pretty in my coffin

Vanity saved me. | had stood on the ledgevi@nty minutes. Still, nobody seemed to have
spotted me. Now | backed myself through the windiotw the security of the living room. |
lighted a cigarette and noticed that my hands ttedhbnly slightly. | had taken a risk and
gotten away with it. | felt refreshed.



Then | heard the walil of a siren in the nextckl growing louder until it seemed to wind
down just outside our building. A woman across gtreet had seen me from her window, |
learned later, and had phoned the police.

When my mother returned from the grocery stbeepolice car was still parked at the curb.
The doorman met her and said nervously, "Now dmnfrightened, Mrs. Tierney. Everything
is all right. But there are policemen in your apeht. There has been a problem with your
daughter."

The blood drained from her face. "A problemi?8 sepeated. "What kind of problem?"

The doorman did not know a tactful way to tedr. "Well," he stammered, "the police . . .
she ... uh, they say someone reported that a wanearo jump out of your window."

When my mother flung open the door of the apart, | was calmly sitting on the couch, a
policeman on either side of me, chatting away. "Dget excited, Mother," | called out. "I'm
perfectly all right.”

| had been convincing the officers, | thoughgt their report was absurd. "Where could
anyone get such an idea?" | said, with a lauglw&k only me, cleaning the windows."

People who are ill often turn cunning when tlegl cornered. The police were startled
and, in a vague way, pleased to discover that #te@mpted suicide was Gene Tierney, the
actress. | poured them coffee, answered their gqunssttold them | had been busy with family
matters but would probably make another picturensbanight have convinced them it was
all a mistake if my mother had not walked in whie did.

She blurted out, "Oh, Gene, how could you?" Bégan to cry. | went to her quickly and
slipped an arm around her waist.

"l was never going to do it, Mother," | saidto "I was only looking to see how far down
it was."

| realize now | could not have made much séngthe police. They soon left. | never knew
whether they filed a report of the incident, buthilng ever appeared in the press.

Mother walked to the phone and called our dodtavent back to bed. | had come down
from whatever high | had gotten from my adventunetlee window ledge and my acting job
for the cops. The doctor arrived and gave me a shtin't resist. When | woke up the next
day | was on my way to another mental hospital,thind. This time - in the early spring of
1958 - | had been accepted by the Menninger Cimiopeka, Kansas.

For months | had lived in dread of returningateanitarium. | had been locked in rooms no
larger than a cell, with bars on the window. | laeld to escape and was chased and pounced
upon like a loose dog. | had been subjected tareleshock treatments that deadened my
brain, stole chunks of time from my memory, and te¢ feeling brutalized.

But | resigned myself to going back. | woulther give myself up to the doctors, | thought,
or | would find out at last the nature of my prahlewhat had caused it, how it could be
controlled. I still had no answers for the well-mis friends who kept asking my mother,
"What's wrong with Gene? What does she have?"

It gave me great satisfaction once, just origeanswer a lady at a party who put the
guestion to me and tell her directly: "Haven't yaard, my dear? I'm crazy."

| didn't really care what others thought, althlo | understood their curiosity. We did not
know then about the link between certain kinds ehtal illness and an imbalance in the body
chemistry - a flaw, literally, in the blood. | onknew that my periods of aimless depression
had become more frequent, had lasted longer andddeger into my will. | wondered



whether my mind had been tipped by the confliciveein the private me and the public life |
led, all the pressures of a career and obligatdmise heart - and how one grew up.

When | became ill, my mind often returned to cmidhood years, for those were the pure
and uncomplicated times. Yet at a certain poinheéhese years were not as blissful as | later
wanted to remember them.

There were those who would hear about my iinsekake their heads and say, simply, "She
was a Hollywood star." Sometimes the tone suggdsiadthis status explained my problem.
Weren't most Hollywood people neurotic? At otherds this description was offered almost
accusingly, as though any actress who lost her mgrbdabused a privilege.

Until | was simply too ill to carry on, | thiad on my work. Hollywood can be hard on
women, but it did not cause my problems. | was learmore by feelings | hid, the troubles |
locked inside me. | need to coax myself even naw/[ lam getting better at it. | do not like to
think that in 1958 | had a grim impulse to atterspicide, but there is no nicer way to
describe it. | survived. Some don't. When Marilyorivoe took her life a few
years later, the scene on the window ledge canoglifig back to me. | recalled with chilling
clarity that morning, the wind plucking at me, stgrat the building where Marilyn lived.
Now Marilyn was gone, and | endured.

Though | wasn't frightened, not then, the ieaidleft an imprint. | have suffered ever since
from acrophobia, a fear of heights. Today | camikl out the window of a plane or a tall
building without feeling dizziness or panic. It waslong while before | realized that my
reaction to a crisis often came later, days or l®aftter the event.

For the flight to Kansas | had to be sedatecmember little about the trip, and only a
blurred impression of my brother leading me inte #&dmitting office at Menninger's. In fact,
it should be said that | have no recollection aheoof the incidents described in this book,
other than a face half-seen, a voice half-heahdve had to recover the details from sources
outside myself, from my family and friends, scrapk®and letters.

| had been invited in 1956 to the inauguratdriPresident Eisenhower. That memory was
just about the last | had until | woke up one dagl aondered how it happened to be 1959.
The years seemed to have telescoped. | didn't kmoavwas running the government. | didn't
know that Russia and the United States had firekets into space. | didn't know who Elvis
Presley was, or the names of any new books or songsovies. | did not try to read a
newspaper for three years.

But | do recall clearly that | did not go teetMenninger Clinic hoping, or expecting, to be
released quickly. If | was to get well | had to erstand how | got there. | knew | could not
cope with the future unless | was able to redisctwe past.



Gene Tierney wasn’t the most beautiful baby. Prettier and daintier at the age of five.

Chapter 2
The Screen Test

"Young woman, you ought to be in pictures.”

That line was not even new in 1938. But | list¢. The speaker was a Hollywood director
named Anatole Litvak. My older Brother, Howard Tey, Jr., known as Butch, nearly
spoiled the moment by laughing out loud. | couldé&icked him. But Mr. Litvak did not
seem to notice, so intently was he staring at rog.fa

What made the scene even more improbable veasahthe time, we were standing in the
wings of a movie set. We - my Brother, mother, godnger sister, Pat - were an a guided
tour of the Warner Brothers Studio.

It turned out not to be a line. | was giverceesn test the next day, was offered a contract,
and shed a few tears when my father refused tméeticcept it. | was not yet eighteen. But
whether my father knew it or not, my career asareas had begun.

Among Hollywood discovery stories, mine mighdt mank with Lana Turner's, sipping a
Soda at the Counter of Schwab's drugstore. Butiaad | am aware, no other actress was
discovered right in the studio, in the middle dight-seeing tour.

We had not exactly wandered in off the strdBt.father, Howard Tierney, Sr., was a New
York insurance Broker whose clients did businesth wgeveral of the studios, including



Warner's. We had landed in Hollywood halfway thiowagcross-country vacation trip, armed
with the name of a contact at each studio.

Each visit was the same. At the main gate weldvdrop our name, and in a few moments
someone would arrive from the front office to shasvaround the lot. At MGM we had lunch
in the commissary at a table opposite Spencer TaadyClark Gable. | would co-star with
both of them in the years ahead. That day we cooldake our eyes off them. Mother always
insisted that they stared back, probably impresskd,said, with our wholesome American
family look.

At Warner's our host was Gordon Hollingsheageted by my mother as a "long-lost
cousin.” How long lost he was | could not be siBet he was a cousin, and had won five
Academy Awards. With Brian Foy - one of the Foysratideville - Gordon headed the short
features department at Warner's. He led us toahef&lizabeth and Essexvhere Anatole
Litvak was directing Bette Davis and Errol Flynn.

We met them both. | found Miss Davis radiahgugh not as pretty as Flynn. To a teenage
girl - as well as many considerably older - he wasight in armor. We watched, spellbound,
as they played their scene.

A few years passed before | would learn - ndirst-hand - of Flynn's reputation as a
Casanova. According to one story, he had once @eafio his co-star: "I'd love to proposition
you, Bette, but I'm afraid you'd laugh at me."

Sweetly, she replied: "You're so right, Errol."

Litvak was stocky, white-haired, distinguishédRussian immigrant, he was part of that
wave of European directors and actors who hadtfedmerica in the 1930s to escape the
growing repression of their own homelands.

Our reactions were mixed when Litvak said lidbddbe in movies. My brother thought it
was a joke. My mother, | could tell, wanted to eme@e my interest but feared what my
father would say. | was flattered and curious. Aetod was a world beyond my horizon. In
my circle you finished school, married a Yale bagd lived in Connecticut. It was a quiet
road, and a safer one.

All around me | had seen young actresses. AHuliful. All ambitious. The studios
swarmed with them. At that moment | saw Hollywoadaasort of beauty contest. If you enter
one, even if you don't believe in it, you want toumted pretty. | wondered how you entered.

| suddenly felt very grown-up. | was wearingeal silk print dress and a large, straw-
colored Milan hat festooned with wildflowers. Veifeathers, and flowers were high fashion
then. Some hats looked like the centerpiece ah@ueague garden show. | thought | must
look older than seventeen.

The next step was up to cousin Gordon, whondititake Litvak's opinions lightly. He
swept us off to the casting director; a decisiols weade to test me. A screen test! Those were
magic words in 1938. Movies were in their golder®.alghad never given acting a serious
thought. | did now.

Mother and | huddled quickly. "Can | do it?4dked, my eyes pleading.

"Your father won't allow it," she said.

"It's only a test," | said. "It'd be fun toltely friends when we get back home."

She turned to my brother, who was twenty argtuglent at Yale. "What do you think,
Howard?"

Butch was bored. "l think it's a waste of tifriee said. "She ought to go to college."

| said nothing more and let my mother convihegself. "I don't see how it can do any
harm," she said, finally. I hugged her.



Irving Wrapper, Bette Davis's dialogue coacateppred me for the test and John Farrow
directed. | was to stand alone onstage, in fronthef camera, and read the lines frém
Telephone Callthe monologue by Dorothy Parker. A personalisg,tihey called it.

One would have been hard-pressed to tell wbiaks was more excited, my mother or me.
And | am not sure which of us he was teasing whadm JFarrow said, "Maybe we ought to
test the mother instead.”

By anyone's standard, Belle Lavinia Taylor mer was a beautiful woman. She had soft
brown hair, dark eyes, a sculptured face, and pewhite teeth, not crooked ones like mine. |
could tell Farrow was taken with her. He was eveenta famous director, but not yet a
famous father. His daughter Mia would have an gctiareer of her own, and marriages to
two musicians, Frank Sinatra and André Previn.

I don't know which Warner executives watchedtsast, or exactly what they saw in me. |
was told only that | photographed well. On the ragte of that, | was offered the standard
studio contract at $150 a week. With me leaning owg mother's shoulder, we called home
to tell Father the news. He did not let me entertiae idea long. He reminded us that | was, in
his eyes, still a child. I had not yet had my cograut party!

"If she wants to act,” he said, "we can diséusgen she gets home. But Hollywood is not
the place to start." Father considered Hollywoothéahe moral equivalent of purgatory. He
was also shrewd enough to know that for $150 a ywmk would most likely be given a part
where you wore a uniform and walked into a room amaounced dinner.

From Los Angeles we headed north toward Sanciseo and the long journey home. The
wheels of the car were turning no faster than mydnl was disappointed but not crushed.
We had been taught not to question my father'smatg. We were not a very demonstrative
family. | would always be put off by the huggingdatouching and kissing that was the
Hollywood party custom.

| was more serious than many girls my age, reager to take responsibility than perhaps |
should have been. | had returned after two yeasclobol in Switzerland to find changes at
home that puzzled and disturbed me. Father waghn &/e had lost our house to the bank
while | was gone and had moved into a smaller @néct their letters never mentioned.
Father cut back on his style of living - reluctgntMy parents argued more than |
remembered, about money and all the little thirgg disguise the truth that you are still
arguing about money.

The screen test had started out as a lark.l Batv the movies now as a way | could
contribute and repay part of what my family hadegivme. When | thought about my
childhood | remembered love and gaiety. | wanted kie that way again.

| would become an actress. And | would begimpkacticing on my father. | thought | could
convince him to let me try. Far from being angryumset, | felt secure and calm as the
countryside sped past.

That was the summer | had finished my seniar y Miss Porter's School, in Farmington,
Connecticut. The trip west was father's idea. | hadn to Europe twice and he felt it was
time the family saw America. He had to stay behmdun his business. He was like a general
who snaps a chart into place, extols the glory exatement of combat, and then tells his
troops, "l only regret | can't make the landinghaou."

Not for another two years would | learn thatr @acation was something else. He had
wanted to spend the summer with the woman who wtakd him away from my mother.
That was the beginning of a bitter time in my lifdhad loved and admired my father. | never
could square his actions with the lectures he gavehildren about honesty and morality and
doing what was right. Those were my values. | eliein them, and in him.
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By the time we returned from California to Centicut we had traveled nearly 8,000 miles.
Butch did most of the driving, with Pat, then elevand me asleep in the back seat, and my
mother in front telling Butch to slow down. We hpdcked so many clothes for the trip we
had to hitch a small trailer onto the back of datien wagon.

As we neared home, my feelings soared. Everghioelld see Hollywood once, | think,
through the eyes of a teenage girl who has justquha screen test. What may have struck
others as tacky, | saw as fresh and charming. Wihene were cheap shops and billboards
and clutter, | saw action and life.

The emotion inside me was so strong that imgeketo have been there always, like a
pulsebeat. Yet | had no acting experience outsfdey own imagination. In school | had
even chosen the glee club over drama.

| was an avid moviegoer, had collected photfoiggaand kept scrapbooks and entertained
the family with my impressions of Katharine Hephumst St. Margaret's School, in
Waterbury, Connecticut, | was the class romantgaXreshman editor of the school paper, |
revealed an endless capacity for turning out poétyer on, every romance or crush | had
invariably inspired a poem.

At thirteen, at another of my schools - | atteth several as our fortunes rose and fell - |
was expelled from class one day and ordered tgtimeipal's office for mimicking a math
teacher who always tapped the radiator and the omisdwith a pointer as he talked. | was
amusing my classmates with my impersonation whenteéacher walked in. Poor timing on
my part.

Mr. Churchill, the principal, fixed me with g6ty look and said severely: "Gene, do you
wish to be a clown or a lady?"

"A lady, | guess, sir."

"Then | suggest you cease this foolishnesssand "and start behaving like one."

As | closed the door to his office behind me thought lingered and tantalized me. |
wondered what it would be like to be a clown. | dot then know the word "comedienne,"
but I had in mind a role somewhat above doing pliatat the circus between the animal acts.

Of course, the thoughts of a young girl are enafdspun sugar.

After our return from Hollywood, my father andstruck a bargain. | would forget the
movies for the time being and would make my dehstplanned. After three months, if my
feelings had not changed, he would help me fimmbaon the Broadway stage.

| plunged into what was known as the debutaotgal whirl. To see their daughters in
chiffon, slow-dancing to an orchestra, with theames now and then on the society page, was
one of the ways fathers justified their own hardrkvand sacrifices. At least, in a certain
circle, at a certain time, they did. War and riatsl grim moral issues have cured some of us
of such frills.

The Tierneys had been through the lean-andagyears cycle, and back again, as had
many families wiped out during the Depression. Mthér's business had still not recovered,
but he fought to protect his social position. | vgassented to society on September 24, 1938,
at the Fairfield Country Club. For the party Fathed hired the orchestra of Rudy Newman,
then playing at the Rainbow Room in New York's Redeker Center.

The parties continued. | knew there had todmething more than country club dances and
long dresses and dates with boys whose chief visa that they looked well in tails. One
night, as | returned to our table between dancegsfatmer just beamed and, taking in the
room with one sweep of his hand, said, "Don't yauelit?"

| made a pouting teenager's face. "I am sodvohink | will die,” | said, much to his
surprise. "The fellows cut in on me so often | meyet a chance to talk with anyone. I'm just
bored stiff."
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That very night Father gave in. He agreed taskle every Wednesday, instead of going to
his insurance office, and devote the day to helpmgglook for a job in the theater. | don't
think he ever gave me a more precious gift. If sw@become an actress, he insisted, | had to
prove myself on the stage before he would allow tmdéeave home and try my luck in
Hollywood.

Now my sights and heart were set on Broadwathdf cautioned me not to get my hopes
too high. | knew he was hoping that | would grovicijly discouraged and give up this whim.
My theatrical training, if one could call it thdtad consisted of a class once a week the year |
was thirteen. | studied with a retired actress ridafen Hastings Richards. The local mothers
had considered the course a sort of charm schomlpdint was to teach us the proper way to
enter a drawing room as well as graceful carriagegood diction. We read out loud from the
script of The School for Scandaby the English playwright Sheridan. As a resuliegan to
enunciate, instead of mumbling my words as kidd dd. But the idea of my someday
becoming a professional had occurred to no on&ydimg me.

Whatever else | had going for me, | knew | haen offered a Hollywood contract before
my eighteenth birthday. | would learn soon enougit Broadway producers were not so
easily impressed. But it gave me the spark | neadedo let loose of my goal. | wanted to be
an actress. Nothing else mattered.

| suppose that thousands of girls of my ger@raalked that way, and some of them meant
it, but most wound up as carhops or returned hamadrry their boyfriends. | could not be
sure then what drove me. Not ego. | was more istetein the money than the fame. |
suppose | kept going because of my father, andgite ®f him. He had encouraged us to
compete and to achieve. He had groomed his soa faareer in business almost from the
moment Butch was tall enough to rake leaves. Bu#twie wanted for his daughters was what
most fathers of his day wanted. He wanted us taymaell. If he was skeptical about my
acting, | didn't know enough to be skeptical. ldesgkto be accepted, not humored. | intended
to act.

Through a family friend, a playwright, we coctied a list of agents and producers. When
the first Wednesday arrived | was up at sunriseveacould catch the eight-fifteen train to
New York. | would like to say that | met the daytkvexcitement. But | have never in my life
leaped out of bed. | have always been a restlegpat, given to nightmares. | am grouchy
and uncivilized until I have had my first cup offie@ or a glass of orange juice.

That morning | put on a gray fox coat my fathed given me, a red hat with a purple bow,
and red lipstick to match. | intended to show Breag no mercy. Father laughed out loud
when he saw me.

The train ride into the city was nice. But tleme the part | learned to dread: knocking on
doors, sitting through long, empty minutes in $ereception rooms.

Everywhere we went | was asked what plays | haadh lieeand where | had studied. These
interviews tended to be polite but brief.

One was with the eminent Arthur Hopkins, whargebefore had produced a play written
by my aunt, Lelia Taylor, Mother's younger sistehien she was twenty-two. Her play,
Voltaire, starred Carlotta Monterey and Arnold Daley. A¢ final curtain on opening night
the audience yelled, "Author, author," and Auntideitood bowing in front of the footlights,
one of the purest and most exciting moments ottieater. She had studied under Professor
George Pierce Baker at Harvard, as a classmate asfs NMart and George Abbott, in a
remarkable group of writing talents. When her ptgened, Baker sent Arthur Hopkins a
telegram which said: "You have my most brillianppumaking her debut tonight."
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Hopkins remembered my aunt well. She had digatligy-five, tragically, as a result of a
bungled minor operation. Hopkins was polite bud tole | needed experience before he could
offer me a job on the stage.

It soon became obvious that no one wanted &messcwho had not yet acted. Herman
Shumlin, who was casting a tense and biting drayniallian Hellman, The Little Foxeswas
next on our list. His eyes glazed over when | tald | had never appeared on a stage but had
been offered a film contract by Warner's. | left ngme and number. A year later, after | had
received favorable reviews in two Broadway rolebur8lin hired me for a play he was
producing. He did not remember our first meetinglat

At night, after our rounds, we returned homéh same ritual. Mother would ask how the
day had gone. Father would wink and say heavilyelfWe didn't have any luck at all. This
must be the saddest business in the world."

But only three weeks had passed and | had gttt of giving up. My break came even
sooner than | had a right to expect. On the nextiW¥sday, we walked into the offices of
Louis Shurr, an actor's agent.

My father was the best salesman in the wortthahat he had to sell was me. But when we
called on a producer he sent me in alone to dowytalking. That was the creative part of
our mission. However, with an agent, he stayed tighme; he was there to protect me.

We chatted awhile and Father asked Shurr, 'hotlgink you can get this girl a job?"

Louie Shurr was stocky and bald and homely. Buhad an instinctive warmth for actors,
even unproven ones. "Yes, yes," he said. "We'll bgy up for a picture.”

"She's not ready for pictures,” my father sdisvant her to learn to act.”

| broke in. "What | need, Mr. Shurr, is a jab the stage."”

Shurr looked me up and down. Then he said, f§&eabbott is casting a play about Irish
immigrants. He sometimes gives a chance to unkndwiewalked over to his coffee table,
opened a copy ofFhe Saturday Evening Pos$tanded it to me, and said, "Read this in an Irish
brogue."

| had a quick ear and often walked around thesk imitating whatever actress | had seen
in a movie that day. But even now | have no ideaneH had heard, or acquired, the thick
Irish brogue that rolled off my tongue as | reaaiirthe article in the magazine. My father
seemed flabbergasted when | finished, and so diagent.

But, after all, | was a Tierney. | had a tow¢hhe shamrock in me.

Quickly, Shurr said, "My dear, you sign with fes the movies, and | think we can get Mr.
Abbott to hear you read for the part of the ingemmueis new play."

| said quietly, nicely, "You get me the auditiand I'll sign with you. The audition comes
first.”

| had learned a few things from my father abolasing a deal. He had demanded
obedience from his children; now | was tasting st fsip of a new tonic: how to think for
myself. | may have over-tried in later years, angefforts would lead me down hard roads.
But for those few exciting weeks, | was my fathpastner.

After a few more words, still friendly, Shurralked us to his door. As we left, | winked at
my father, knowing our next call would be at Geofgpbott's office.
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-

In 1930, at the age of nine. At age eleven, with sister Pat, age four.

Chapter 3
Broadway Lady

It was the winter of 1938. On Broadway, Mary Manas emerging as a star at the Shubert
Theater, singindMly Heart Belongs to DaddyrRobert Morley was packing them in as Oscar
Wilde, and Tallulah Bankhead opened to great afitacclaim inThe Little FoxesRaymond
Massey had the title role in Robert Sherwode Lincoln in lllinois And George Abbott
had another hifThe Boys from Syracuseith Eddie Albert.

The only play | cared about existed only ongrafi was calledMrs. O'Brien Entertains

"l understand you're casting an Irish playhebrd myself telling George Abbott's assistant,
a young man named Bob Faulk. "I'd like to readtfor

Routinely, he took my name and address andisaaild be notified when to appear for a
reading. | had no real faith that | would hear frdmam. Within a week | received a notice in
the mail, telling me to return to New York for tirgouts. My feet did not touch the ground
again until | walked into the theater with my fatlaed realized there were sixty girls onstage,
all waiting to be auditioned, all looking very pestional, very sure of themselves.

| had a moment of wanting to flee. Whateverficemce | had brought with me all but
vanished. | knew | would not get the part. There tames when no pleasure is sweeter than
proving yourself wrong.

The field was reduced to six. | was one of thémweek later we returned for a final
reading. A day or so later | was called to repomir. Abbott's Office. | had won the part.

Long after | made my first successful filmsHollywood, someone asked Abbott what he
had seen in me. "She read very well," he said. '&Speople have a gift for it even without



14

training - and | thought she was personally vetyaative." Father? "I don't remember the
father at all.” | had begun to be my own person.

| had seen George Abbott only through the gbdwhe footlights as he sat in the first row
of the theater while one girl and then another réad lines. He listened attentively,
sometimes talking to the people around him withating his head.

| can't recall all that was said in our firgingersation, except that he gave me the best
reassurance a producer can give a new actresaitHogeport for rehearsals on time and my
salary would be sixty dollars a week. | would haveoach to help me with my Irish brogue.

Eagerly, | told him | had just begun to worklwa drama group in the Village. He gave me
a slow, bemused look and said, "Well, don't ovehgtul don't want you to become
mechanical."

Mother and | busied ourselves getting me skitieNew York. | moved into the American
Women's Club, a suitable place for a young worlgimg My father approved of the fact that
men were not allowed above the first floor. | wasng to live on my salary or go down
swinging. | rode the subways, ate in drugstoresairtie automats, and bought my clothes at
a bargain store on 14th Street called Klein's. Nee avould have mistaken it for
Bloomingdale's.

To improve my stage presence, Abbott gave malk-on part inWhat a Life a comedy
starring Ezra Stone. | carried a dipper of watdrth& same time, | was an understudyTbe
Primrose Path When Abbott asked about my progress, Stone reghotShe's very beautiful
and quite shy and | think the languageRimmrosg shocks her." Indeed, | had a great deal to
learn, about acting, about reality.

WhenMrs. O'Brien Entertainsvent into rehearsal, | soon discovered the playwrhad
little faith in my ability to play the part. In thig'st five days of rehearsals - when, according
to Equity, you can be replaced without notice ompensation - | was literally terrified |
would be dropped from the cast.

George Abbott was a very perceptive man. Orfiftteday he came backstage, patted me
on the shoulder, and said, "You can stop worryi@gne. Today you're an actress." The
deadline for firing anyone had passed. | was a peemt member of the cast.

The play opened on the road in Baltimore. Whiie were there, Abbott startled me by
offering a raise. "When | hired you," he said, fiteld you as an amateur at sixty dollars a
week. Now | consider you a professional and I'nngdo pay you seventy-five."

You had to understand the mystique of the #reatt least in the 1930s. Except for the
stars, salaries went up in pennies. Yet few compthi This was art. This was soul work, not
to be confused with Hollywood, where coins pouradtf as if from some giant slot machine.

| was flustered, uncertain how to react. | s&2h, that's all right, Mr. Abbott. I'll work for
sixty. You don't have to pay me more."

"Can you use the money, Gene?" he asked.

"Oh, yes. | really can!"

"Then | suggest you take it."

| did as he suggested. | did almost everytiaaprge Abbott suggested. By the time the
play reached Broadway, | realized | was develoginghale of a crush on him. | had turned
eighteen in November. He was fifty-three, but taiit, tall, with a marvelous way of walking,
like a
panther.

| was just six months out of school and impedss/ith men of intellect. | went to an
assistant director for advice. "Mr. Abbott has akskee to go out with him," | said. "Do you
think | should?"

He looked at me as if | had asked him if | ddaun for public office. "Gene, that's up to
you," he said with a shrug.
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| considered that an endorsement and said,,"yeésnk | will." | was still living at the
American Women's Club. On our first date George mase nervous than | was. He didn't
know quite what to say or how to act. So he jusught me a paper bag filled with hard
candy.

One night | confided to my mother that | wascearmed by him | was afraid | mighlip.

He was never anything other than a gentleman, lielv several stagestruck young girls
who were being taken advantage of. Mother, who somes spoke in Confucian riddles,
smiled and said, "A romance that doesn't blossolrkésa leaf falling and blowing in the

wind in autumn. It just disappears."

| think she was telling me that there was nogea. She was right. Certainly, the family felt
that Abbott's interest in me was fatherly. He sdridead a crush on him and tried to tease me
out of it. "Gene," he said one night, "I could new@arry you. In years to come you'll want to
dance. And | won't feel like dancing." He was, amlld remain, one of the true friends of
my life. | ran into him in a nightclub in Palm Béad-lorida, when he was eighty. He still
played tennis every day. And | still thought himadtractive man.

RegrettablyMrs. O'Brien Entertainsvas not to entertain very long. The critics panited
and the show closed after thirty-seven performances

Luckily, acting is a team game only in the setisat any number can play. My own notices
were glowing and | considered myself the luckiedtajive. Several critics said it was worth
going just to see the young ingenue, Gene Tiellnejhe New York Time8rooks Atkinson,
the most important of the critics, wrote: "As aishrmaiden fresh from the old country, Gene
Tierney in her first stage performance is verytgrand refreshingly modest."

I am not one of those who believes that earbcass brings later trouble. Nor could a few
sympathetic lines in the paper turn my head. Bssidet every judgment was favorable. |
received a letter from one theater patron, sayibgldnged on the stage about as much as a
hot dog belonged on a Thanksgiving dinner tabéaved that one.

But the reviews were strong enough to attraet offers, including another from Warner
Brothers. When their Hollywood publicity chief, Rab Taplinger, came east he invited the
Tierney family to lunch to discuss my signing a tcact. Taplinger later said he found the
experience "unnerving and physically wearing."

My parents did most of the talking and consatés kicking. Whenever one of them
thought the other was saying the wrong thing, soraeegot kicked under the table. Once or
twice it was Taplinger.

Father rejected Warner's offer, which amourttechot much more than their standard
contract. He had accepted that acting was to bearger. The life of a New York debutante
held no allure for me: the same places, the sacesfdhe same conversations about people
you have always known. Debs did their acting inetgcl wanted to get paid for mine.

Father thought a better offer would come aldrgwas right. Columbia Studio mailed us a
contract that would pay me $350 a week for thd 8rs months, increasing to $500 if my
option was exercised. | didn't want to accept tims, either. | was ready to go into stock and
learn my trade. My father said, "No, this is impott money. You can't afford to turn it
down."

So it was done. | signed with Columbia and witkix weeks, still chaperoned by my
mother, | was off to Hollywood. As a going-awaytgibne of the New York critics, George
Jean Nathan, sent me a copy of his latest bookrilresl inside were the words "To Gene
Tierney, with a prayer and the whole faith of Geodgan Nathan."

| welcomed both the prayer and the f aith, Wwhat | really needed was a part. | had a
lovely summer. | bought a beaver coat. | went ®likach with various Yale boys, friends of
my brother's, who lived in California. | also had appendectomy, for which | paid, and |
helped my parents by sending a little money honde kverything but make a movie.
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Under the circumstances, the salary | receivEnt amusing myself, if no one else - was
lavish. Day after day, | waited to be told to cotoevork. | spent long afternoons in the talent
pool, being told how to walk, how to talk, how tit 8o one quite knew what to do with me.
In the new tests that | made | felt awkward anduoas

Someone at Columbia had pegged me as a Penglet®n type. She was an adorable
actress who played Blondie in the Dagwood Bumsieadies. | was no Penny Singleton. But
they tested me for a comedy part in a movie with HBoBrown. | failed, in spite of the best
efforts of Joe E. Brown.

In one scene | was to enter a room and breakarsquawl! of tears. | couldn't do it. Joe
took me aside between takes and tried to teachawetd do a comic cry. He squeezed his
face as if he had been sucking lemons; suddenly stgeamed down his cheeks. He had been
a circus clown at one time, and his face was & terharkable instrument. | could not shed a
tear. Words can make me cry. But not laughter.

Finally, 1 was cast in a picture with Ralph Bety and Randolph Scott, callétioast
Guard | put the other actors through hell. | kept fdtigg my lines. Worse, | looked more
like the daughter of the two leading men than themantic interest. After the first day of
shooting, Harry Cohn, the head of the studio, $evtishes and replaced me on the spot.

The word spread quickly around the lot thabbwut. | was hurt and began to have doubts.
But | was liked, and people went out of their wayehcourage me. There was talk of a script
that might be perfect for me. Charles Vidor was kimg on the screenplay, but it was still
being developed. Ten years would pass beltadonal Velvetfinally reached the screen,
making an instant star of a thirteen-year-old astieamed Elizabeth Taylor.

| heard that my name was discussed in stafting=e but no one could find the right slot.
In a business always crying for talent that wasslir" they wanted you to look like someone
else. They couldn't deal with you until they dedidéhat type you were.

"She's another Deanna Durbin,” Cohn said, 'jeixtieat she can't sing." | thought he was
paying me a compliment. Deanna was gorgeous. Waané&ant was that | had a sweet,
innocent, untouched look. More was needed. At Jéastbin had a voice.

| became all the more determined to work hard] study, and develop as an actress. | felt
idle and frustrated. Those were boom times in Kadlgd and | wasn't a part of them.

That year, 1939, was the kind that can happdy ance. It was a vintage year, not for me
unfortunately, but for the motion picture industitywas the year they releas&bne with the
Wind Ninotchka StagecoachThe Wizard of QzandGoodbye, Mr. Chips

The search at every studio was for glamowvals always for something: innocence, sex,
hair. Sometimes talent. | had attended boardingashtraveled abroad, made my debut. By
Hollywood's definition, | was high society. | resdd | wasn't ready for the movies, or the
tough, often erratic men who made them. My backgdou think, had made me more
interesting to them than I really was.

| had heard in New York that the casting cowels a way of life in Hollywood: it posed no
threat to me. For one thing, my mother was a consthaperone, hovering over me like a
Secret Service agent. For another, | had been btaygto believe that you only went to bed
with the man you married. In my day girls marriedigger.

| heard Bette Davis say once, and | agree,ttieatasting couch existed only at a certain
level. It tempted the fringe people, the womend aren - who lacked talent or confidence.
At best, they might have picked up a bit part. Thare not smart enough to know that it
wouldn't last. Once they came across, the bossge& diant them around.

When Miss Davis was appearing in one of het finovies, a secret door slid open in the
wall of her dressing room and in walked a studgpdiiot. She was sitting at her vanity table,
brushing her hair. She looked up and said hellad Rept on brushing her hair. He stood
there, waiting. After a while, he said, "Nice tovhaseen you, Miss Davis," and left by the



17

same hidden door. She had not known why he was,thad he was smart enough to make a
discreet exit. She didn't recognize it as a passdence can be a very effective defense.

More common were the stories of studio head® \whomoted the careers of their
sweethearts. That was different. Relationships weralved, and often these unions were not
cheap or insincere.

I knew little of such things in 1939, and paitention mostly to what was happening in the
talent pool. At Columbia they were grooming a sflarhamed Rita Hayworth. Her
photographs were hanging in all the halls of thelist Her face, looking at you straight-on,
one shoulder turned, was on nearly every magaznwercl used to run into her in the makeup
department. Rita was the one | envied. | envied Rér sophistication, although she was no
more than a year or two older than I. That look enadlifference in how the studio perceived
you - as a sub-adult or a glamour girl. Not ungi&gs later would anyone refer to an actress in
public as a "sex bomb."

| remember how offended my mother was wherrectbr at Warner's said, "Your daughter
is a real cutie." He meant it nicely, but she seabp|f that's all she is, she'll never be an
actress."

| was sure | would. Either way, | intended ¢éoniain Gene Tierney. Then, much more than
now, the studios loved to tinker with names. Geas & boy's name (it was, in fact, my late
uncle's). George Abbott had warned me to refusesanly liberties. "Helen Hayes isn't a very
fancy name," he said, "but | notice people haveroble remembering it."

Rita Hayworth's name had been changed from Maiiga Carmen Cansino. Hayworth was
her Irish mother's maiden name. She had never geyend the first year of high school, but
no one had trained harder for stardom. Rita toskdes in voice and drama, dyed her hair,
peeled off pounds. She had appeared in fourteeapcBepictures at Columbia when she
made her move. She squandered five hundred dalaran evening gown and, with her
husband, reserved a table in a nightclub in fidlwif Harry Cohn, and then let nature take
its course.

Our careers spanned the same era. | had auttiffomance with a man who had been her
husband, Prince Aly Khan. When | read, in mid-19@% Rita’s financial and emotional
problems | felt more than just a twinge of sympafbryher. | understood some of what she
had been through.

It is not a new Hollywood story, of course. Wleabeauty, and fame are transient. When
those are gone, little is left except the needltstibe useful, even though the parts get fewer.

I would like to think 1 am not the kind of womavho, with constant references to the curse
of beauty, excuses her mistakes while at the sameereminding us of what used to be. | do
not recall spending long hours in front of a mirlkaving my reflection. Only once in my life
did | ever openly, honestly, gladly thank God floe tooks | had, and that was during a period
when | was trying to retrieve that half of my miticht kept slipping away. One day, wrapped
in restraints, unable to move my arms or legs,dedoa young doctor would feel pity for a
pretty and helpless woman and release me.

Except for that dismal memory, | have alwaysd®s to believe that my career survived on
more than how | looked. | have no deeper meaningumb, no point to make about beauty
and craziness. A friend once asked a doctor ihbeght my life might have been easier, if |
might not have needed confining, if | had been [@etty. "No," he said bluntly. "They have
ugly people in there, too."

| simply did not want my face to be my talefss. a young girl, | would be embarrassed if
people turned and stared at me. | would drop myl lag@a avoid their eyes.

In a funny way, | learned quickly at Columbieat the only eye that mattered was the one
on the camera. | had a more cherubic look then, diikeks that hinted at baby fat. A



18

cameraman warned me that | needed to lose weigbhatograph well. A certain thinness
would add attractive contours to my face, he said.

I mailed off a dollar tétdarper's Bazaarfor a popular diet the magazine featured. You were
supposed to lose a pound a day without sacrifi@ang nutrition. | followed the diet
religiously for the next twenty years, eliminatisigrches, living on salads and lean meats and
small portions. | held my weight at 117, about tigdr my 5-foot-7 frame, and | developed
contours and tested my discipline.

| loved to eat. For all of Hollywood's considele rewards, | was hungry for most of those
twenty years. | can't say that people turn on tledves when they become ill, or if there is
even a connection. But in later years, during whigiht be called my gray-outs - when | was
conscious but not myself - | craved foods that vadmeost always fattening.
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Gene (center) growing up in Fairfield, Connecticut, horse country. The future star at thirteen.

Chapter 4
The Elusive Mr. Hughes

Although | wasn't working, | was far from bored kvollywood. My salary financed voice
lessons and modern dance classes. | was befridndadvery gracious older woman, Rhea
Gable, the first wife of Clark Gable. And througly mgent, Leland Hayward, | met a young
and handsome Texan, who eventually owned the RKOI&H.

Hayward was then married to Margaret SullivEimey were both great snobs. Leland made
a fortune as an agent and later became a proddoand him cold and rather above-it-all. He
collected his ten percent but seemed to have iiterest in his clients until one broke out of
the pack. The moment | was nominated for an Acaddmard in Leave Her to Heaverhe
began to treat me with deference.

But, in 1939, agents and other Hollywood poimgn were only too willing to introduce
Howard Hughes to young starlets. The supply washyhealimited, but Mr. Hughes had a
short attention span.

Howard was then planning his flight around therld, one that would set new speed
records and establish him as an international éiglihe three subjects Howard most loved to
talk about were airplanes, movies, and ham radedid not talk about women. He collected
them.

When he spoke of flying his eyes glowed andlamguage was almost sensual. | could
sense the excitement in him one night as he takedt his flight. He went on at length about
what a superb machine his plane was, how it regmbadhen he did this or that, all the while
guoting weights and measures and ratios that wesego much confetti to me. Then he
hesitated, looked at me, and | could tell he wgisigrto think of a way to bring me into the
conversation.

Finally, he said, "Gene, | wish | could put yiaua cookie jar and take you with me."
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Howard used his planes as an ultimate weapdsicourtship of the women who caught
his eye. | think he felt it was very impressive,igfhit was, and it gave him a chance to fly,
which gave him pleasure even if the date didn'tkkwoart. Once he flew my mother and me to
lunch in Mexico, reserving an entire restaurant argand in Tijuana just for the three of us.
He always took the controls himself, usually withawco-pilot.

Another time he flew us to Santa Barbara, sould visit an old friend from boarding
school for an hour. | had mentioned casually thiaad not seen her in two years. The next
thing | knew we were in a car heading for the airpand when we arrived, the plane's
engines were warming up.

Why he did such things | can't really say, @tdbhat he was generous with people who
asked little of him. He liked my mother and putea at her disposal whenever she came to
Hollywood. He never carried much cash and was qaiteent-minded about money. But
once, when he left town for a week and knew thathdoand | were living an a budget, he
left word at a restaurant we liked to charge afl meals to him.

He never pushed, never came on too stronghysical way. He was like a singer who lies
back and lets the audience come to him, insteaglaning into your soup. He was sweet and
quiet and almost aesthetic-looking before his aatid

He did not make conversation easily, and hdearmments often sounded as though they
had seen frequent use. But you tended to beliene Hie was gentle and well-bred and
reminded me of the young College men | had datdtbate, although he was close to forty
when we first met.

Before our first date he sent me flowers. Nt jflowers, but a roomful of gardenias. My
mother looked around the small, modest apartmenhacerented in Westwood and said it
smelled like a funeral home. | had gardenias fiwpin every available container.

Howard was not my ideal man. His reputation \against him. But | was young and
anxious to be happily married, as girls are whesy thet to be nineteen or twenty, and |
daydreamed about him. In a notebook | kept, | weomem to him. | still have it, dated July
6, 1939:

The dark street sleeps under a new moon,
Through the garden shadows weave
strange patterns on the grass,
And with every rustle of a falling leaf
| think | hear you pass;
Rushing to the window | sigh to find
I'm wrong,
And mockingly the jasmine sends up a
lover's song.

The poem was partly just pillow thoughts, buwtds trying to put on paper how elusive |
knew Howard was, what a wisp of cotton he wouldnbmy life.

My mother was excited that we were seeing @dlcér. Like any mother, she saw him as a
"great catch.” | soon realized he wasn't very searibout me. On one of our dates, he said to
me, "Gene, would you like to be a star?"

| thought | detected a come-on, and not a sabtle one. | said, "Yes, and I'm going to be
one, too. Just watch me."

Later that night he asked if | minded if hekalittle time to swing by a hilltop home he
was building and check on the construction. Heioaatl me that it wasn't complete and
apologized for any rubble we might find. When wevad, | asked if the plumbing was in
and excused myself to use one of the bathroomsadtequipped with guest towels, toiletries,
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and cosmetics. The house didn't look all that usiied to me, either. | got the hint. When
Howard saw how nervous | was, we left.

When | walked into the apartment after tellldgward good-night, my mother asked how
things were going. She was practically dry-waslHiaghands.

"Not very well," | said, a little let down. Shidn't understand, and | made no effort to
explain. That night | stopped daydreaming about &lolHughes and the idea that he might
play any continuing role in my life.

He did become my friend, though he popped thaut at unexpected times. It was Howard
to whom my mother turned when she was trying tosgmée me from eloping with Oleg
Cassini. Even after | married Oleg, and no one nfamily was speaking to me, Howard
kept a promise he made and gave a job to my brdBugch.

It was done with typical Hughes casualnessemtioned one night that Butch was finishing
his first year at Harvard Business School. | wapimgp he would spend the summer in
California. Howard said, "Why doesn't he? Tell Himncome out and he can go to work for
me."

Butch discussed it with Father, who thougiwats a splendid idea. Father was a great one
for names, and Howard Hughes was a heavy name.

My brother was opposed to Hollywood, the theatrlife, and most of what went with it.
But he was not opposed to learning something, aeok wo work for Howard Hughes with
enthusiasm.

In the three months that he worked at Hughesraiit, he saw his boss exactly once. Butch
had a literary, classical background and planneach, but he quickly picked up a few of
the finer points of engineering and was working ewening on the prototype of a fighter
plane. It was the one Hughes would later crackalmppst losing his life and disfiguring his
face.

Butch was working in a small office right offet hangar when a lanky fellow walked in, his
pants unpressed, wearing sneakers, unshaven adddams though he needed a shower. At
first Butch thought a young boy was with him. THenrealized it was a skinny girl with very
stringy hair.

The man said, "You're Howard Tierney, arent3/o

Butch said, "Yes." Then he looked up from higeprints, did a double-take, and said,
"Yes, Mr. Hughes. I'm Tierney. Pleased to meet'you.

Hughes turned and said, "I want you to meeh&ae Hepburn."

There were a few strained moments of silerften Hughes asked, "Well, how do you like
your work here?"

"Fine," said Butch. "l like it fine."

"Well, we're glad to have you. Always glad tavh you bright young men around." And
with that Howard Hughes and Katharine Hepburn waitkeay.

The Howard Hughes | knew began to change hfteplane crash in 1941. How much the
change had to do with the loss of his looks | ceayt But there had been a soft, boyish, clear-
eyed quality about him. Now the eyes had turnediyaethe face had tightened. Rather than
adding character, the scars only aged him.

He had crashed his plane in a street in Beugillg, avoiding any homes. His face was
burned and cut, and he had more broken bones Heanidctors could count. He grew a
mustache to cover some of the scars and begatreéatréom people.

When he was released from the hospital afterthsoof surgery and treatment, he gave the
doctor who had operated on him a blank check.

He was a strange and impulsive man, but attred&ind one. When | complained of
stomach pains that summer, he sent his own phgsiBla Vernon Mason, to examine me.
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Dr. Mason brought in a surgeon who recommendedlthate my appendix removed. There
were days when | was literally rolling on the fldoom pain, the sweat pouring from me, my
hair wet and tangled. | had the operation. Two wdater the pain returned. It developed that
| was suffering from a chronic nervous stomachy@blem | would endure for many more
years.

Not until | was out of the public eye and happnarried did the attacks finally cease. | can
no more explain what caused them than | can whagdcthem. It was as if an ulcer had
healed itself. Certainly | felt the strain of wanrgito do so well in a world that was new to me.
There were people who depended on me, and manyhadencouraged me. | had to deliver.

Those who become mentally ill often have adnysof chronic pains. Perhaps | should have
read my symptoms as a yellow light, an early wagrsignal of trouble to come. But my
throttle was wide open. | approached everything, joky my family, my romances, with
intensity.

Howard Hughes reentered my life some years, lateder circumstances quite different
from our first encounter. He would perform a greiatdness when | was seeking help for my
baby girl, born deaf and retarded. | was separfited my husband at the time we began to
see each other again socially.

In some ways, Howard had not changed at akk €m®ning he came to my home carrying a
briefcase. Inside was a jeweler's tray filled wittamonds and pearls. He said, "Is there
anything in here you'd like?"

Needless to point out, | got the pitch rightagwl had little jewelry of my own. | spent
money freely on clothes, furniture, and antiqueesil Cars, furs, and gems were not my
weaknesses.

| picked up an exquisite pair of diamond easiand said, "I'm going to a party tomorrow
night and I'd like to wear these. I'll return th&myou."

He said quickly, "You don't have to return them

The night after the party, Howard stopped bgut the earrings in his hand and thanked
him. 1 don't know if the jewelry tray was one ofhstandard techniques. He did understand
that | was not returning the favor. He took thermkoaith no strings and no speeches. | found
that attractive.

The last time | saw him, he asked if | woulg fith him to a lodge atop Big Bear
Mountain. | said, "What would we do when we gotr&w

He didn't answer. For a moment our eyes locked.

| said, "No, Howard. I'm not going to Big Béar.

My mother always worried about him. She fusseer the fact that he had lost both of his
parents by the time he was in college. She sawaim gangly fellow who sometimes showed
up at the house with his cuffs two inches aboveahides and his socks showing. For all his
millions, she was touched by some emptiness in 8he kept insisting he needed to be
loved. The problem was, | don't think Howard cob&Ve loved anything that did not have a
motor in it.

| was glad | knew him. I did not recognize thescription of the man who died in April of
1976, the withered, eccentric, drug-addicted reglugio had not touched a woman during the
last eighteen years of his life. | could only wondae¢hat really happened to the Howard
Hughes so many of us had known in the Hollywoods/ea
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At Brilliantmont  School, in Gene's father, Howard Tierney, Gene’s mother, Belle, in her teens. (This

Switzerland, 1937. (Gene is at Sr.. as a World War I aviator. was mother’s favorite photo.)
left front.) 2

Chapter 5
Twice Around

There was nothing, and no one, to keep me in GaldoAt the end of six months, Columbia
offered to renew my option-at the same salary. Unaecontract, | was entitled to a raise. If
they were going to pay me not to work, | wantetegaid what | had been promised.

| wrote George Abbott for advice. He shot badlelegram, saying | should tell the studio
to go to hell and return at once to New York. Hd bapart for me.

| packed my bags. Once more, | could hearuhably of Broadway.

Perhaps this is the place to make a distincion most of us who wanted to act, especially
in those years, there existed an eternal confetiveen New York and Hollywood: stage and
screen, big money versus tradition. The conflichtocmes to a lesser extent today,
complicated by the convenience, for some, of telewi

For many actors who felt their work could obky taken seriously if performed on a stage,
the choice was a painful one. Katharine Hepburredaltl Constance Collier - her companion
of many years, and at one time my voice coacht-tBamother was never impressed by any
picture she made. "If you ever play Shakespeahe,tiear lady told her, "I'll be sitting in the
front row." Long after her mother passed on, Katlerplayed Shakespeare and told
Constance: "Now she'd be proud of me."

| returned to New York and a small partRmg Twg which opened in November with
Betty Field and Paul McGrath playing the leads. &ppily, this was another disaster for
George Abbott, a whetstone for the critics' bladiésd never known a despair more real than
to rehearse a play for two months and have it d&ftielr two nights.
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A flop on the stage is totally different frommedin Hollywood, where the verdict may be
months in coming, by which time you can be miled another movie away. The death of a
Broadway show is like a flood, ravaging a familyldeaving it homeless. | did what others in
the cast did. | trod the streets, looking for a job

Within a few weeks | was the beneficiary of mfehose famous show business breaks. |
heard that the actress signed to play the ingentiee Male Animaivas pregnant and unable
to continue. She was Mary Lou Daves, the wife bhe writer, later a director whose credits
includedNever Let Me Gomy picture with Clark Gable. We became closenftee Mary Lou
went on to have a large and handsome family arah't delieve she ever regretted that turn
of the wheel.

| was hired forThe Male Animaby Herman Shumlin, who directed it, and who tharye
before had turned me out of his office. The cadtictv included Elliott Nugent and Don
DeFore, was first-rate. My part, as a coed withanttodern ideas, seemed made for me.

Now an exciting new universe opened up to meedame, in my mother's words, "the
darling of the critics." InThe TimesBrooks Atkinson wrote: "[She] blazes with aninoatiin
the best performance she has yet given." Richartts\mat theHerald Tribune predicted: "I
don't see why Miss Tierney shouldn't have an isterg career if the cinema doesn't kidnap
her."

My career was really made by the critics. OmghinJean Dalrymple, an agent for many
concert musicians and a friend of all the criticame to my dressing room. "They want to
meet you," she said. "The whole bunch. They're expg you at Twenty-One after the
show."

A New York favorite since the days of Prohibtj "21" was then, and maybe still is, a
place where celebrities went to be noticed butdmtturbed. | had never been there. "I'll go," |
said to Jean, "if you'll come with me and makeitheductions."

Critics have always been feared on Broadwagy tto hold the power of life or death. That
group was special, with talents that went beyorddititicism of someone else's talent. They
would write their own books and plays and scripts.

Jean Dalrymple waltzed me right in, right upatdable that had become known as the
Critics' Circle. Richard Watts, Robert Benchley @eéorge Jean Nathan rose to meet me. |
was soon a regular, if not an insider. As a quleteover, | learned who was in love with
whom - Julie Hayden with George Jean Nathan, fangte. | learned that writers, unlike
actors, prefer the company of their own kind. | dehn Gunther, the author bfside USA
andInside Europeand Louis Bromfield, the novelist in whose honeg&rt and Bacall were
married. Some nights Lucille Ball sat with us. Bverght there was someone new and
brilliant.

| had casual dates with Robert Morley, sootuta writer as well as actor i&dward, My
Son | acquired a taste for caviar and he teased roaetab Once, at the Maisonette Russe, he
ordered a salad bowl filled with caviar, chilled arplatter of ice, all for me to dig into. A
normal portion of caviar would be enough to covetracker, like chopped liver. Morley
beamed and said, "Now, my dear girl, you may hdlvgoar heart desires." | made a meal of
it and could do the same today.

When he asked me out for the first time, Moy not recall that we had met before. He
had stopped me one day on Broadway, as | was wgalkinvork. Out of the blue he just
blocked my path, removed his hat, and said, "Ydikeea red, red rose." The line was from
Shakespeare and it brought a blush to my cheaksnked him for brightening my day and
we had gone our separate ways. | knew who he viRsbert Morley's name was in lights -
but there was no reason for him to know me.
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The Male Animalvas a hit. | was featured kife magazine and photographedHgrper's
BazaarandVogue The movie offers began to come in again.

The play had been running two weeks when an M@leht scout appeared backstage to
offer me a contract. By this time | was wiser. digiven my only appendix to Hollywood. |
didn't have another six months to lose.

The scout had a sleek narrow head and thie, fpat, and he thought | would jump when
he introduced himself. | shrugged and said, "Coonmé with a contract saying | will be put
in a picture right away, and | may consider it."

"You're a nervy one," he said, amused.

"No, I'm just happy with what I'm doing. | dbmwant to go back to Hollywood. So why
bother to talk to me? I'm busy." And | closed tloed

Nothing intrigued Hollywood scouts more thanléarn an actor or actress was happy on
Broadway.

There was excited whispering one night before bwavs Darryl F. Zanuck, head of Twentieth
Century-Fox, had flown in from the coast and washm audience. During the performance,
he told an assistant to make a note of my name.

Later, Zanuck dropped by the Stork Club, whereelyis fell on a young woman on the dance
floor. He nudged his assistant: "Forget the gohirthe play. See if you can sign that one.” |
was the girl, of course. Zanuck wasn't easily cooed. | always had several different
"looks," a quality that proved useful all during wgreer.

There would come a time when | would have to gri@peny identity, but | can't connect that
search with what was basically a model's trick. Wher look a scene needed | could create,
whether it was a fresh-air kid in shorts or a septated lady, all silk and sulfur. | had, in
fact, modeled between Broadway jobs for John Pawers

There were more meetings with Zanuck or his agemstsj played hard to get. At one point |
received a wire from the studio which said, in efffélf Miss Tierney hasn't enough faith in
Mr. Zanuck to believe he will give her a pictureesan consider our offer withdrawn."

Finally the terms were settled. My father helpedatiate the contract, and for those times it
was unique. | started at $750 a week, with a revsy six months. | was to be given half a
year off - with written notice to the studio - tppear on Broadway. | had to be working three
weeks from the day of my arrival or the contracswaid.

| had learned from my last experience. | would m®kept idle between films, would not have
to change my hair color or length, or have my tedthightened. As curious as the last
condition may seem, my dentist had warned me thasach attempt might change my smile.
In a time of glossy, look-alike glamour, my impetféeeth became an asset.

Darryl Zanuck appeared to be serious aboutclsing my movie career. This time we
formed a family corporation, called Belle-Tier,antvhich my income would be channeled. |
had no way of knowing that the company would bectimeecenter of a terrible family dispute
and would fan my insecurities.

| had mixed feelings about leaving a hit plBgfore my last performance, | was taken
aside by a member of the cast, a wonderful oldragtomed Ivan Simpson. Ivan was a
character, in his eighties, but alert and whimsichk theater had been his life. He said to me,
"Child, I think you should see the great John Bawwye. He won't be with us long at the rate
he's drinking."

Barrymore's antics iMy Dear Childrenwere the talk of Broadway that season. He was
sometimes ill, more often drunk. Some evenings he unsure of his lines. He always went
on. "Yep," the doorman told us, "he arrives eveght) dead or alive.”

Once, unable to stand with any degree of sggcBarrymore commanded a stagehand to
fetch a wheelchair. "'l play Lionel," he said,reference to his brother, crippled by hip
injuries and arthritis.
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Ivan took me to an actors' matinee. The play t@abe John Barrymore's last. He did it, |
think, only because his wife, Elaine Barrie, wagegi a part as one of his daughters. She was
an absurd woman, the love of his old age. In hilesonoments he adored her. Ivan took me
backstage to meet Barrymore. Even then | thoughtdne of the handsomest men | had ever
seen. He wore a white silk shirt and gray flantestlss and black patent leather pumps.

He was very sweet. Ivan told him | had signathwrox. He said that while | was in
Hollywood he might be able to find a part for mehis next picture. | heard that he did ask
for me, but the part went to Anne Baxter. The pitiihe Great Profileturned out to be a
bomb. | was fortunate to miss it.

Gordon Hollingshead, my mother's cousin at Wesnhad known Barrymore in his prime.
They sailed together, the great actor often ribguptly and reciting long passages from
Shakespeare. He must have been an unforgettable lsigced on the deck, shouting into the
wind. He had a photographic memory then. At the ehd died in 1942 at the age of sixty -
there was not much left of it.

For my second attempt at the movies, | took wiie another thoughtful gift from George
Jean Nathan. He guessed | would enjoy the compiaayGerman shepherd pup, one raised
by Madge Evans, the actress, and her playwrightdng Sidney Kingsley. | had met them
both at the Critics' Circle at "21." With such adggee there was no reason why the pup
should not have been stage-smart. Nathan had nhime8utch - unrelated to my brother's
nickname - and he came to be well known by everyanerked with at Fox. He was so well
trained that he never stirred after the comman@ai€t! Camera! Action!" He seemed to
understand the word "cut" and moved only after e eard it.

Four months after my opening nightThe Male Animall caught a flight to California.
Mother stayed home with my sister, Pat, then tamteand planned to join me later. When |
alighted from the plane | was presented with aysamscribed, "You are a pioneer on the
maiden transcontinental flight - 1939."

| felt like giving it back to them. | did nobasider that kind of courage one of my stronger
gualities. | did not want to be a pioneer. | thaugeople traveled to the coast by plane all the
time.

I had now made my way to Hollywood by car,ryaand plane. The only thing left was by
boat. | reflected on my last trip, when my mothed & spent three nights on the Santa Fe
Chief, almost too excited to sleep. A passengethertrain was Henry Ginsberg, one of the
powers at Paramount Studios. He kept calling us 'tyids," and inviting us to the club car
for cocktails. Each time we declined he would tel] "You two girls handle yourselves very
well."

He assured me | would have a wonderful careemation pictures. There had been no sign
of one during my last stay. Now | was ready fomaawo.
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In costume for an afternoon Gene with mother Belle, sister Pat, and dog Argus.
tea pageant at age fourteen.

Chapter 6
The Dream Factory

All my life 1 have been reminded by the people ekiso me that | am an incurable romantic.
| was never quite certain what they meant. Theiwetsuggested that it was a good-natured
warning. A romantic, | think, picks the rose and@aseless with the thorn.

Without question, my sense of Hollywood wasomantic one. Soon after my mother
arrived, we started hunting for an apartment. | wharmed with one on Canyon Drive,
although it offended my mother's Connecticut tastenished with French reproductions and
upholstered in satins and brocades, the apartmanjust what a girl of nineteen would think
a movie star's home should be. It had two bedroanksichen, a small dinette, and a living
room. | thought it looked like Marie Antoinette'etR Trianon. | begged my mother to let us
move in. Finally, laughingly, she agreed.

Even now, when | think of those weeks that wéeereal beginning of my film career, |
remember a scrap of dialogue fromStreetcar Named Desjr&lanche du Bois saying: "I
don't want reality. | want magic! Yes, yes, magic".
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| reported to the studio and was told | woukitswork within days offhe Return of Frank
James starring Henry Fonda. | now learned that Darrgindck had been in New York
scouting me as a replacement for Andrea Leeds, evistmv recovery from surgery had
forced her to withdraw from the female lead. Inw8hausiness the saying seems too often
true: it isn't enough to succeed; someone else failist

| was sent to the wardrobe department fonfigiand the makeup department for appraisal.
| was painted, powdered, and coiffed. | met Herogpda, who was gentle and thoughtful and
went to some lengths to put me at esse. | knew watate actor he was and regarded him
with awe. He had begun his career on the stagevasdlways letter perfect in his lines. The
crew called him "One-Take Fonda." | vowed to follbvg example, memorize my lines, and
become "One-Take Tierney."

If 1 didn't quite achieve that distinction, laast | came to the set prepared to give my best
effort on the first take. Not all actors do. Thesefer to hold back until they feel more
comfortable. With some, it is like an athlete wargup.

| had never thought of myself as a perfectioMi®sw | knew that good enough would never
do. Sometimes, after dinner, 1 would return toghulio, sit in a projection room, and study
one picture after another, four or five in a nigmtil the projectionist begged me to let him
go home. This was my classroom.

| drove myself, knowing | lacked the traininfj sb many actresses, with their years of
drama classes and their summers in stock. The stooramps would come and go. | ignored
the pain when | could, doubled over when | could havould swallow whatever pills the
doctor had given me and go back to work. Tiernegsdt cry. Or run to psychiatrists.

Henry Fonda approved of me. He was delightat ltknew my lines so well. At one point,
he went to the front office and told them he wasdghey had assigned me to the picture; |
had talent, he told them, and something Henry d@ajlemption. It was an unselfish gesture,
prompted in part, | think, by an incident that tqu&ce during the early shooting.

| tended to keep my lower lip open when | wasaiking, the kind of habit that can look so
unattractive an the big screen (unless you werdlyiaMonroe). The director, Fritz Lang,
stopped one scene and barked at me, "You littthbiMvhen you have no lines, keep your
mouth shut."

| suppose he thought | was mugging for the eanféonda reacted instantly. He rushed up
to Lang and said sharply, "Don't you dare speakab girl in that way!" | was a surprised but
flattered observer of this exchange. Actually, tippwas a useful one. As the work went
along, everyone, including Fritz Lang, tried toHmdpful and | began to feel that | belonged.

| always had a need not just to be in love,tbuhink | was. And, of course, | soon had a
crush an Henry Fonda. The crush ended when a fieértdenry's, John Swope, who later
married Dorothy Maguire, took me along one dayisit the Fonda household. | saw him, a
happily married man, playing with his two smallldnén, Jane and Peter.

For my performance iMhe Return of Frank Jame$ was honored by thélarvard
Lampoonas "The Worst Female Discovery of 1940." My brothButch, was attending
Harvard graduate school at the time and | toldptess that | suspected his influence had
helped me win. The worst male discovery was RdBegston, who would enjoy a fine career
and a memorable successline Music ManThe Lampoonalso named Mickey Rooney and
Jane Withers as "the screen's most objectionaldtre.”

| did not feel undeserving of the award. Wheaw myself for the first time on the screen,
at a preview in Westwood, | sank down in my seamfrembarrassment. Mother warned me
that if | didn't sit up she would stand and teléswone where | was sitting. | could not believe
how high and strident my voice came across. | sedritkke an angry Minnie Mouse. "My
God," | thought, "if that's really how | sound| Hever make it."

In a not very commendable way, the problemesbliself. When | was nervous, which was
often, | smoked. The smoking helped lower the tegisf my voice.
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Within three months, | had completed my findinfand begun a secon#iudson's Bay
opposite Paul Muni. Muni, twice an Academy Awardchmer, had not renewed his contract at
Warner's. Now, as a free agent, he had been fraectpt the script shown him by Fox, where
he had begun his career in 1928. "Every actor $did, "wants to be independent enough to
turn down those parts he does not care to playifma | would know exactly what he meant.

One of the minor charactershudson's Bayas played by Nigel Bruce, the Dr. Watson of
Sherlock Holmes fame. One day, when the scenesadtagbne well, Nigel crooked his finger
and said to me, "Come here, my little darling, é&tdme press you to me." A lovable old
fellow, I think he sensed | was frightened and smt®d to succeed.

That film was the occasion of my first professl kiss, supposedly l@ig momentn the
life of any young actress. | can assure you | havespecial memory of it, even though the
scene - with John Sutton - had to be shot threestildon't believe the kiss made much of an
impression on John, either. Several weeks latead made up as Ellie May for the filming of
Tobacco Roadand John walked right past me in the commissatyowt recognizing me.

Tobacco Roadvas described as "the most daring movie of aletimy theHollywood
Reporter at least in part because of a seduction scemeebatmyself and Ward Bond. The
crew referred to it as a "horsing" scene - kindogfdown, grubbing, wrestling around in the
dirt. If you are wondering how far candor has caimee 1940, you should know that | asked
the director, John Ford, to clear the set firglalyed a frustrated girl of low mentality making
love to a simpleton. | was embarrassed at the &frassion the scene required, and | didn't
want strangers gawking.

For the role of Ellie May, | was sprayed eacbrmmg with a thin coat of oil - over my
arms, legs, and face - after which dirt was rubbedMy hair was caked and stringy. John
Ford told me, half joking, that if | washed it wdithe picture was being shot he would fire
me. | wore a dismal calico dress which looked ashfd been fried in grease and then rolled
in a dustpan.

| spent an hour or two every night scrubbing fage and soaking in a hot tub. My scalp
itched constantly. But an important thing was haypgto me. | began to feel like an actress,
to get at least a sense of the rhythms of makifigha

| was so young and so impulsive and so fillathwuestions. Once, while the cast was
having lunch, | asked John Ford how he happenegdidk Jane Darwell, a plump and
ponderous woman, for the role of Ma Joadl'tre Grapes of Wratha movie about people
who were starving. | said it struck me as odd. Fmutildown his fork, stared at me and said,
"You know, some people wonder how | happened tk yia to play Ellie May!"

The putdown was a friendly one, but | got tenp and asked no more questions that day.
Ford had given me a chance to break away fromntiage | had, as a Blue Book graduate of
the Waldorf Astoria stag line.

| was to be fortunate throughout my career twkwunder directors who were, most of
them, brilliant, emotional men. Preminger, Langbitsch, Von Sternberg, Ford. All the
clichés you may have heard happen to be true. Aisamly as good as the director. He is
father, mother, priest, and ship's captain.

| had completed three films in twelve monttee most important of which waobacco
Road Now | was to be groomed and given the Treatntbetnew starlet build-up.

| was turned over to the studio's top publicisoman, Peggy McNaught, and a
photographer named Frank Polony. Soon Peggy haghasimg for Frank's camera at the
beach, at poolside, in nightclubs, on the set,iaride studio gallery. She lined up interviews
and pushed me for fashion layouts in magazinesnewskpapers. Peggy was one of those
souls who enjoyed helping people and found a wayneke a career of it. She was a
wonderful friend to all of us who were starting atit~ox.
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We were the Fox Girls, a label | would wearyaty for the next thirteen years. | don't
know that any studio ever assembled a more integesbllection at one time. There was
Linda Darnell, a natural beauty who looked, | thatidike the Sistine Madonna. Brenda
Joyce had just been discovered at UCLA and wasrngnihe Rains CameAnne Baxter, a
fine young actress, was the granddaughter of Frdoyd Wright, the architect. The amusing
Kay Aldrich had been a top New York model. Mauré€®Hlara, a great titian beauty, was an
import from the Irish Abbey Players. Betty Grabith her sunny blond looks and million-
dollar legs, would become a pinup favorite of Aman doughboys. And then there was the
classic Cobina Wright, Jr., another fugitive fronaf€ Society, who would become my
lifelong friend.

We were a happy, unthreatened, lightheartedtouwve felt blessed. If the world was our
oyster, we could pry it open with a fingernail file

About my career | was serious and earnest, som@e impatient. | would get so caught up
in a conversation that the words would come owihtly off center. The family teased and
called me "Miss Malaprop.”" One night, at the dintadsle, | had blurted out, "Don't any of
you understand? I'imfestedwith my career."

| dated dozens of young men, had fun withrathde commitments to none. | didn't have
the time. Mostly | moved in a circle of friends whad been discovered, as | had, by George
Abbott, and then struck out for Hollywood and ac&rat motion pictures.

June Allyson and Van Johnson had signed withMMBesi Arnaz came west, with Abbott,
to repeat for the cameras his performancéao Many Girls Eddie Albert was under contract
at Warner's.

Both Desi and Eddie looked me up and we ddtéstened to Desi, over dinner, tell me
how much he loved Lucille Ball. It wasn't long befdhey were married. Eddie was watching
his weight, as | was, and we sometimes wound up emenings at a spot not usually
frequented by nightclubbing Hollywood couples. Wewd drop by Terry Hunt's health club,
Eddie trotting off to the men's steam room and mé¢he ladies'. We roared with laughter
through the brick-walled sauna at our separategual suffering.

Eddie Albert never quite made it to the leadimgn roles, but he had a rewarding career as
the perpetual nice guy and best buddy. He was diplecompany, even-tempered and
considerate. He spent the better part of one mgrpersuading my mother to let me go
sailing with him on his schooner. We left San Peldaobor for Catalina and Eddie seemed
quite reliable as a skipper. Alas, as we nearedli@athe ran aground. We had to get to shore
in the boat's dinghy to find help and telephonemuogher, letting her know we'd be late. Once
on our way again, Eddie regained his confidence \aadsailed home peacefully under a
beautiful California moon.

There were many long days, not so many romanigicts. If | did not have a terminal case
of star fever, | had taken to heart my descriptigrone columnist as "Hollywood's summer
girl, Broadway's winter girl." | still intended toontinue working on the stage. On a trip to
New York to see my family, | was invited by Johnl@m to read for a new play he was
doing.

The play wa<Claudia and | read for Mr. Golden and the author, Rosenlkén. They
offered me the lead and | needed only the approvahy studio to close the deal, or so |
thought. According to my contract | had the rightdo a play every six months. | did not
realize that, as a minor, the matter was out oharyds. My father had already advised Fox |
would waive my option for that year. | had to tidown an attractive role or risk having a
lawsuit slapped on me by the producer of the pldys was the beginning of the larger
differences yet to come between my father and me.

Instead, Dorothy Maguire was given her firstdimg role inClaudiaand went on to score a
tremendous hit. | could not help but recall that omyn career had taken off when | replaced
another actress ifihe Male AnimalFair is fair.
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Back in Hollywood, with my contract at Fox revedl for another year, my mother and |
went house-hunting. | was tired of apartment liviagd had passed through my Marie
Antoinette stage. We bought a small but contemgdname in Beverly Hills, and there we
entertained the freshest and brightest of the ydiwitywood crowd.

| was linked in the gossip columns with Rol&&terling, whose most enduring fame would
come years later in a television series calleghper | developed a sisterly affection for
Mickey Rooney, who did not exactly endear himselfrty mother on their first meeting.

I met her at the door after one of her tripskbaast. "Oh, Mother, Mickey is here," |
chirped. "You'll just love him. He's darling."

With that Mickey bounded toward us and callet tHello, Duchess. Come on in and take
a load off your tomato."

Later, | asked her how she liked him. "Welhéssaid, "I thought he was going to slap me
on the back. He seems ratheraannatureltype and | suppose you have to appreciate that."

Mickey Rooney could make me laugh simply byeomg a meal. Mother was more
pleased, even thrilled, when Harry Brand, the h&fgoublicity at Fox, arranged for me to be
seen with Rudy Vallee. | have no idea why. Valleeswears older and | had no more interest
in him than | would have in a wax dummy. But my hestremembered him as thl@gabond
Lover, a song he made famous, and she always camea@iomgy dates.

Mother was my best source of Hollywood gosSipe missed very little, and often startled
me with her information. "That's odd,"” she saigafine party. "Charlie Chaplin and Howard
Hughes are always getting girls for one another] ban't tell which one is the procurer."

How it came about | can't recall, but Mothecegated an invitation to dinner at Ciro's one
night from Mr. Chaplin. She brought along Pat argirdriend of Pat's. Their escorts were the
two Chaplin sons, Sidney and Charles, Jr.

The boys had a need to feel that their fathes liked and respectable. At one point young
Charlie whispered to my mother, "Do you like myhiat, Mrs. Tierney?"

"Yes, | think he is charming," she said.

He nodded. "Do you know, Mrs. Tierney, there eountries where they don't know Jesus
Christ and they know my father?"

"He's very popular,” she agreed.

The evening wound up with my mother and Chadraplin jitterbugging on the Ciro's
dance floor. The floor cleared and the audiencepad. Mother said it would have been a big
moment for her, except she kept worrying what Paild/ think, and whether | would speak
to her the next day. Pat was one of those clappimg as for me, | was sorry | missed it.

Chaplin was notoriously strict with his songlaarely gave them spending money. It was
his way of teaching them self-reliance. Pat useastoMother for her loose stamps, so young
Charles and Sidney could take them to the posteofind cash them in, a practice the
government later stopped. Pat became a friendtbfthe boys.

Meanwhile, | lived and dated quietly and wasastonally seen with a volume of Nietzsche
under my arm. My attitude toward romance was beftated by a breezy, offhand statement
| gave to one interviewer:

"Men are wonderful. | adore them. They alway® gou the benefit of the doubt.”
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Gene’s brother, Howard, Jr., known as “Butch.” Gene with her daughter Daria, born retarded.

Chapter 7
Runaway Bride

By the end of 1940, | thought | had my life wellusttured and under control. Of course, just
when we think that, fate tugs at our sleeve, athgpalls loose, and all the yarn unravels.

My career was speeding ahead. | had time ® slateral men, but not just one. Then, at a
dinner party at the home of the actress Constancerdland her agent-husband, Johnny
Maschio, | met Oleg Cassini.

Oleg was then a $200-a-week designer at Pamatmbie had created the wardrobes for
Constance and Veronica Lake linWanted WingsA bachelor, twenty-eight, he had come
alone to the party, as had I.

| thought he was the most dangerous-lookingaatar | had ever seen. Not handsome, but
dangerous in a seductive way. Thin-lipped, languidh wavy hair and a mustache. Perhaps
if I had never gone to school in Switzerland | wbuabt have found Oleg as interesting as |
did.

He represented all the things that were diffeeend glamorous and continental. We spoke
French to each other. He had a beautiful speakingeyMy ear always has been sensitive to
how people sounded. As a child, | was so attuneattier voices that my mother could tell
where | had been the moment | walked in the hotdeu've been with Celine Shut," she
would say. "You're talking just like Celine Shut."

A few days after the party, Oleg called andedskne for a date New Year's Eve. | had
made other plans, but | let him talk me into bragkhem.

Before the night had ended we ran into my otlae, who was surprised to find me not so
deathly ill after all. My embarrassment was onlgnpsrary. | was intrigued with Oleg and
had a hunch we were ringing in more than just e year, 1941.
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He was suave and his polished attentions wattering to a woman. He had inherited a
title through his mother, a Russian countess, winasee he kept. His father, born in Poland,
was Alexander Loiewski, a White Russian diplomalegOhad gone through a hard
adjustment to the strange ways of a new countrith®re was no melancholy in him, only
gaiety and a wit that often had the touch of arhatch.

When Louella Parsons once wondered in print wmymen found him attractive and
concluded, "it must be the mustache,” Oleg prommint her a telegram: "OKAY
LOUELLA. YOU WIN. I'LL SHAVE OFF MINE IF YOU SHAVEOFF YOURS."

One of our early dates was to a costume bdlirats, given by Rex St. Cyre, an admirer of
Cobina Wright, Sr. Costume parties seem to have gloa way of scavenger hunts, but they
were a popular entertainment then. Elsa Maxwed, gbssip columnist and society hostess,
used to give one every year, for which the guestsecdressed as their "pet hates." Elsa had
to limit the number of couples who wanted to coradhee Roosevelts, Franklin and Eleanor.
The President and his wife were not, in those NexlQyears, generally popular among the
people who could afford to attend costume balls.

At Oleg's insistence, we went to the party @d'€ in Russian costume. He was a Cossack;
| wore a peasant dancer's dress. The party waghtfeli and, from then on Oleg Cassini had
an ever-growing place in my heart, and in my closet

In my early days in Hollywood | tried to be @omical. | worked with a dressmaker and
designed my own clothes, much to my mother's distrehad a good deal of fun whipping up
what | now realize were atrocities. One night wii@eg came to call | was wearing one of
my own creations. | shudder to think of it: a ndlye and pink striped dress, with a navy
wool cape lined in the same print. | had on a stnaty floppy and pink, decorated with a pink
rose. | wore pink suede gloves and matching badjpamy shoes.

Oleg strode in the door, took one look at tbéscream confection, and almost passed out.
"l won't take you out dressed like that!" he bekalv"First, take off the hat and cape and then
go and get a navy bag. Forget the gloves, if ymitdmve any navy ones." Oleg winked at
my mother, which made me furious, but | began &psat that my clothes were getting to be
a bit much.

At least on one occasion | know | caused hintos® a promising assignment. | went to
dinner decked out in gray - a Jersey evening dness] cape, and a muff of the same
material. | was crazy about capes and thought tthemmatic and sophisticated. | must have
looked like a West Point cadet. A producer who wassidering hiring Oleg saw me that
night and assumed he was designing my wardrobeoEjoth opportunity.

On the other hand, he was making great headwayy affections, despite a growing
opposition to him at home and at work. There wanthas there could never be today, a
tendency on the part of the studio to dominate ywivate life. | was only twenty. Oleg was
twenty-eight, once married, considered something pifiyboy.

He was also the exact opposite of everythingpamgnts had drilled into me. He wasn't a
Yale man. He hadn't even gone to Harvard. On tojt, dfe was a foreigner. All of which
made him all the more attractive to me. Nothingrsgithens a woman's determination to be in
love quite so much as being told that she cannot.

If there was any doubt in my mind that Olegddwme, it disappeared during the filming of
Belle Starr my fourth picture, opposite Randolph Scott and@Andrews. The part had been
intended for Barbara Stanwyck, who at the last teinvas unavailable.

| was suffering great distress from an eye jamob a rare one that nobody seemed to know
how to cure. My eyes were swollen and red and watdakeup made them itch. | could not
appear before the cameras, and the cycle grewugicithe more nervous | became, the worse
the problem.

There were creams to relieve the itching -aswke hives - but no treatment for the cause.
The allergy lasted a week, sometimes more. The whkinld finally dry and crack and peel
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and itch unbearably. My memory of that time is syplaasant that | still have a fear of
recreating the symptoms if | think or talk abougrth

No one suggested psychiatric help. No one sdlen as a clue to the mental breakdown
still ahead of me, or the kind of trick the minéys on the body. My mother suffered at times
from the same condition; whether this was a syngigthreaction to mine or the result of
worries of her own, | don't know.

One allergist told Darryl F. Zanuck | would leato contend with this condition the rest of
my life. Another doctor treated me with a shot dfemaline and my heart nearly stopped
beating.

| felt like the object of a voodoo curse. Thmndition came and went, as had the stomach
pains. | filmed on those days that my eyes werarcktayed home and worried and cried on
days that they were not. | was miserable and hefplot until | had saved enough money to
consider myself a financial success did the eyblpro vanish.

| was earning $1,250 a week, most of it beimgnkled into the Belle-Tier Corporation.
Once | worried about not having money. Now | watrtbat it wouldn't last. | asked myself
many times why | felt so insecure, what it was tima@ide me suffer, why | so often found it
hard to enjoy the good things that were happening.

Through years of therapy | would eventuallpwdy, get in touch with my own feelings.
Some of the answers seem so obvious now. But memdao not move like a stream. They
tumble out in a way that is kaleidoscopic, unté fhicture we finally see is the answer we get.

| was a Depression child. My family had liveéllywith at least the trappings of wealth -
servants, memberships in the best clubs, a bodtharses. One by one they were gone. We
did not eat shredded wheat for dinner, but my motté her own cooking, and | saw my
father erect a wall of false pride against hisésss

People recall the bread lines of the early $980t they seem to forget that the Depression
lasted until the start of World War Il. Some of ttraces are with us still. | had seen my
Grandfather Taylor, who had done well in textilged out in the stock market. He spent his
last days in a one-room walk-up apartment, cookiisgfood on a hot plate. He was a man
who had retired in his forties to travel and read.

At some point during those years | had voweeenéo be poor. | felt like Scarlett O'Hara
in Gone with the WindWhen | finally had enough money of my own to istveome, | told a
stockbroker | did not expect him to make me rigaist did not want him to make me poor.

At a time when most Hollywood stars bought paldnomes and drove big cars, | lived so
frugally that Otto Preminger teasingly called meetiy Green," who was then famous as the
miser of Wall Street, a little old lady who had readfortune and was determined to keep it.

Once | put off a trip to Europe | had wantedake with Oleg, figuring that sooner or later
the studio would pay our way. Over time, | boudree or four small houses, which | lived in
briefly, repaired, and restored, and then sold rita profit. One year | made more money in
real estate than from the movies.

| developed a fear of failing. But there arenghavays to fail. Some reject success. And
others do not recognize it when success comes.

In time, whatever flaw | was born with wouldrumy life into a powder keg. My problems
would sputter and burn out, but the fuse was ggthorter. The immediate problem was real
and threatening. My career could have been overréef had begun. Months passed before
my eyes were normal. As was often to be the cagekindness and understanding of others
carried me through it.

My eyes would puff up so much that | could saly through the slits that were left, giving
me a distinctly Oriental look. On my worst dayse@®would kiss me and say, "It doesn't
matter, Gene. You always look beautiful to me."

| could never repay the patience of RandolpbttS¢le was on loan to Fox for a limited
number of weeks. His contract entitled him to addal salary for every day that the film ran
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over schedule. There were days when | simply caotdvork unless the studio wanted Belle
Starr portrayed as a Chinese.

By holding Fox to the contract, Scott could ég@ut them in the position of either having to
replace me or lose a substantial sum of moneyeaddsthe waived his rights under the
contract and said, "We need Gene in this pictdievait. Until she's well, you'll find me on
the golf course.” Not every actor, | can assure yould have shown that much compassion
or faith.

My condition, | learned later, was called amgiorotic edema. Science is only now,
unraveling all of the complicated links between thied and the body. But | remember what
a coincidence | thought it was when the people t im¢he sanitarium would tell me of their
itches and twitches. | never met one who did nain&t time have an allergy of some kind, an
allergy to life.

| was not, needless to say, at the top of myfior Belle Stary and the reviews reflected it.
In addition to the anxiety | felt over my allerghe role of a female outlaw was not exactly
custom-made for someone recently out of a finiskicigpol. | loved to ride, but | was no stunt
lady. Still, my director, Irving Cummings, was deténed that | do as much riding as
possible.

In one scene | had to gallop my horse arouddrgerous curve, with a precipice just a few
feet away. | could have been thrown off. | wasified. Finally, Cummings lost his patience
and said, "If you don't want to do it we can alwggs another actress!"

| knew he would. | had been a burden on thaglpction too long.

"It's an important shot,” he went on, "and vedh to show that you're doing some of the
riding."

| took a deep breath, gave the horse a jabmtispurs, held on for dear life - and made it.

Even bumpier than that ride was my romance Wi#ssini. The efforts to break us up
continued. He had been fired at Paramount, pdriigard, because Henry Ginsberg saw him
too often in nightclubs - usually with me - and rmidhink he took his work seriously. My
family had helped foster the idea that Oleg wasmtpladvantage of me and my career. My
studio, Fox, refused to hire him.

At one point, Oleg decided to leave Hollywotdour family is so against us,” he said, "I
might as well go back to Washington."

His parents lived there and he had been thinkimout joining his mother in the fashion
business. His younger brother, Igor, was doing aslla Washington society columnist. He
would shortly go on to a wider audience with theatde syndicate, under the by-line of
Cholly Knickerbocker.

Oleg had a sense of chivalry and was willingéb out of my life. He knew how difficult
all the opposition was for me. He suffered at timeetfrom that strange conflict in the
American character: we pride ourselves on beingrtaking pot of the world but we insist on
regarding most immigrants with suspicion.

Oleg's was a distinguished family. His line Icolie traced back to the Teutonic knights on
his father's side. He was the son of a diplomaeu@kar Nicholas IlI, the grandson - on his
mother's side - of the Count of Cassini, the Rusambassador to the United States, in the
administration of Teddy Roosevelt.

Oleg renounced his title when he became an mamercitizen. The Cassinis had left
Moscow and fled to Italy when the Bolsheviks overtiae White Army. After the revolution,
the family lived in Rome and Florence, until thes€iats rose to power and the Countess
feared her sons would be drawn into the corningofesn war. In school they had to join the
Black Shirts and march for hours every day. Mamssta knew they had to leave again, and
so they sailed for America.
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Even in their teens, Oleg and Igor were quitevgp-up. Oli - his nickname - studied for the
law. But he had talent as an artist and his mo#mmouraged him to design fashions, in
Europe an esteemed career for young men of suth gié worked with her in a couturier
shop she opened in Rome. Rosalind Russell oncemeldhat she had been to Italy in the
1930s, and bought a lovely dress from Marguerites®a

Theirs was a colorful and flamboyant family. pkppriately, Mama Cassini wrote about
their flights and escapades in a book calNeder a Dull Moment

My parents did not object to Oleg until we beda talk about marriage. Then they saw
him as an adventurer, saw me as young and inexygede and viewed the whole affair as a
threat to my career and future.

Father wrote me a long, anguished, and hueftdr. "Gene," he warned me, "if you marry
that man | will have you declared mentally unstabtio believe you have taken leave of your
senses."

It was the sort of threat authoritarian fathiduag at rebellious daughters in those gentle,
conformist times. | ignored it.

"What ever do you see in him?" my mother askiechn't see him for dust. And you ... you
have the handsomest men falling for you, right leiftd'

"That's very unfair,” | said. "You don't knownhand you won't give him a chance. Oleg is
attractive. He's a gentleman. And he makes me lalghther liked the fact that he did not
have the glossy-picture looks of so many actors.

Although we had known each other only a few thenl was completely infatuated. And |
was saying to my parents, as all children eventwid| "I am my own person.”

Father sent me a telegram, asking me to wéditast until fall before | made any decisions.
| guessed what he had in mind. My brother planwespend the summer in Hollywood and
Butch, my father hoped, would "straighten me out."

| was not much different than any other girkwénty. | wanted a church wedding, to wear
white, to have my family beside me, celebratinghvahd for me. There is a special torment
reserved for those who are forced to choose betpeeple they love.

Oleg and | decided to elope. | gloried in themagements, the keeping and exercising of a
secret so close to my heart. But our first attewgs literally grounded. We had chartered a
plane and hired Paul Mantz, the pilot for sevetaiss to fly us to Las Vegas. An unseasonal
California rainstorm stopped us.

That night my mother and | had another shoutiagch over my romance with Oleg. "He's
a phony," she hissed. "Can't you see that? Heaseh working. Why doesn't he go to the
ten-cent store and sell ribbon by the yard?"

Hurt and confused, | stumbled to my room arainshed the door. | fell on the bed and
cried myself into a restless sleep. When Oleg pticdhe next morning, | was no longer
certain of our plans. He was no man with whom ttetrHe began to stay away. | dated
others, tried to get interested, but could not.gO&er claimed that | would call him in the
middle of the night to describe my evening, tryingnake him jealous. If so, the effort failed.
He listened but he did not come back.

In late April | traveled east by train to seg father. He met me at the station with Helen
Burdick, a divorcee, a friend of my mother. | sehgmmediately that they were having an
affair. Children have an intuition about such tlEnlylother suspected nothing, although her
absences had put an additional strain on the ngatria

Howard Tierney was bound to be attractive tanen. Even as he aged, the blue eyes
stayed intense and the hair dark, and he had wd@ile then liked to call good bones. He
was a fastidious man, always combed and pressddnhershopped infrequently and would
wear the same suit for years.
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When | could not reach my father in his offttee next day, | called the home of Mrs.
Burdick in Fairfield. "Let me speak to my fathergaid coldly.

"He isn't here," she said.

"I know he is," | snapped. "But never mind.djpeak to you. | just want to tell you to leave
my father alone. Just leave him alone! And | hope fall down the next manhole you come
to." With that | slammed the receiver.

I no longer had any reason to consult with atpér about my future. | was shocked and
disgusted and heartsick for my mother. | flew baxkCalifornia, unsure what to do or how
much to say. But | had made up my mind about omgtth was going to marry Oleg Cassini.

| told my mother nothing of what | had discee@in New York. But she was frantic over
my latest declaration of love for Oleg. She begasetek advice everywhere.

She went to the office of my agent, Leland Handy told him she was afraid | would marry
Cassini and would he use his influence to stop me?

Leland laughed it off. "Oh, Belle," he said.dlY just hop on that train back home. Get rid
of that couple you have working in the house fan.yioeave Gene alone in the house and let
Oleg live with her for a while."

Mother was stunned. "I have never heard of suthing," she said. "l couldn't face her
father if | did that."

Hayward shrugged and said, "I'm telling yowdatuld be a sure cure. Let him live with her
for about six weeks."

Mother left Leland Hayward's office wonderirigh'estern civilization, as we knew it, had
come to an end. On a Friday morning she called awdid Hughes. We no longer dated but
were still friendly. He tried to reassure her.

"Now, don't you worry about a thing, Mrs. Tieyi' he said. "I have to go to Canada
tonight on business, but I'll be back Monday magniand | know | can persuade Gene not to
marry him. So don't worry."

I never found out what Hughes thought he caalg or do to dissuade me. By the time he
returned from Canada it was too late. Oleg andd haught tickets for that Sunday on a
commercial flight to Las Vegas. So as not to araugemother's suspicions, | left the house
dressed casually in a blouse and skirt, and tald ¥was going on a picnic. | bought my ticket
under the name of "Belle Starr," a clever move Watld throw her off the track, | thought, if
she decided to check the airlines.

For his disguise, Oleg dressed like an Amerlmagsinessman, or rather, his idea of one. He
looked about as much like a businessman as | desdd in a polo coat and a felt hat and
carrying a briefcase. We sat several rows apadmFAime to time | would take out my
compact and wink at him in the mirror. A heady ifeg| to be a conspirator. If my parents
would not relent, | would simply present them watlfait accompli.

When we arrived in Las Vegas, looking aroundivfaly, a chauffeur and limousine were
waiting for us. The man said, "Where to, Miss Tesfh My name happens to be the same as
yours, so | keep tabs on you." | thought that veag, if not astonishing. But we had him
drive us to the home of a certain Judge Brown,stige of the peace. We had to wait until
Judge Brown, in his home, wrestled with his doneeptoblems. Then, in his living room,
amid the squawling of his infant child and the ptent ringing of the telephone, he
performed the ceremony.

When the judge got to the part about "With ting | thee wed," Oleg turned and looked at
me blankly. He had given me a diamond engagemegi but in the excitement had forgotten
that he needed to buy a wedding band. | slippe@ gféld earring and handed it to him, and
that was what he slipped on my finger. | savecetireing for years.

| had begged Judge Brown not to answer thehelee until the wedding was completed.
When he finally did, he put down the receiver, &gro me and said, "lt's a Mr. Harry Brand.
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Says he's with the Twentieth Century-Fox publidépartment. He's here and he needs to talk
to you."

Harry's first words were: "Gene, you can't ig!t

| said, "Harry, I've already done it."

"In that case," he said, "drop by the hotel bhade a wedding toast with Sybil and me."

The date was June 1, 1941, and | was now Meg QOassini. Harry and his wife hastily
ordered a wedding cake and champagne and wereswest to us. | called my mother from
their room and we had a very brief, hurtful exclenger the phone.

When she answered, my voice sang with exciténibtother, dear, you've got the most
wonderful son-in-law . . ."

"Where are you?" she asked.

“I'm in Las Vegas, and Oleg and | have jusnbearried.”

"You can keep him," she said. Before | coultlaye¢ another word | heard the phone click.

A friend from New York, Richard Watts, the drarmaritic for theHerald Tribune had
stopped by the house, | learned later. He was smwhy to a party at the home of Douglas
Fairbanks, Jr., and wanted me to go. Mother toltkDiwas on an outing and should be home
at any moment. She asked him to wait.

After my call, Mother fell into Dick's arms awcded uncontrollably.

| wasn't doing too well at my end, either. @it back a few tears and told the Brands we
had to leave. | wanted to catch the next flightikiacLos Angeles. | had to pacify my mother
before | could even think about tackling my father.

On the flight home | worked out a strategyoltltOleg it would be best if he dropped me
off at my place and he returned to his, and | wadtl him later. He shook his head slowly
and said, "This is certainly a strange way to spenels wedding night." He laughed, but I
knew he was as anxious as | was to patch things up.

My house was dark. The cook was gone, along her husband, our butler. The door to
my mother's room was closed. | kept knocking amdging with her to let me in and talk to
her. My words were met with silence. | spent mdshe night outside her room.

The next morning | decided to just barge inmething | had been conditioned from
childhood never to do. | discovered | had been doghon the door of an empty room.
Mother had fired the servants and flown back to Néwk. The news of my marriage had
been reported on the radio when she made up hertmipack her bags.

The next day my mother issued a statementa@thss: "Gene is a misguided child who
has been carried away ... by this suave man ofwibidd.” Father accused me of "going
Hollywood" and said he would attempt to have therrage annulled. For a time, at least, my
parents were united again.

Reporters soon sought out my reaction. | redghat | was sorry, "but | have my own life to
lead. | am his wife. | hope it will be this way alys." Declarations of eternal fidelity do have
a way of haunting us.

If my public words were mild and formal, | wasming apart inside. At what should have
been the happiest of times, | had been rejectdmbtiyof my parents.

| tried to call them. "We have nothing to talout,” my father said. "When you leave him,
we can talk."

My feelings toward my father had been hardenamgl | could justify, in my own mind, the
break that was coming. But what had | done to desery mother's denial? How could she
not understand? Hadn't she told me herself, mangsti that she and my father had eloped?
My mother would not talk to me for weeks, would sty under my roof for as long as | was
married to Oleg.

Such was the beginning of our marriage. lrosgtect, it might not have lasted six weeks if
either of my parents had held out a hand to mey Tveated until the first signs of trouble
between my husband and me. Then they were availeatgerly so. Once, my father told me
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quite seriously, "Gene, you come home. All you nsesome hot soup.” He sounded as if |
had the flu.

My father and | would never be close again. Motand | needed each other in the years
ahead, and our need helped us overcome the muiual Wwe had inflicted. But she never
accepted Oleg and avoided him when she could.driate of that hostility, he could not be a
very loving son-in-law, and | was caught on a bdringre fence.

The wonder was that our marriage lasted as &g did, given the early strain and hard
bumps. Oleg was out of a job. | was working cortbfaat one point finishing a movie in the
morning and starting another in the afternoon.

Oleg's parents came to Hollywood to give ug thiessing, which underscored the fact that
mine had not. For the most part we were alone,mxoe what Oleg jokingly referred to as
"our crowd ... you and me and Butch," my Germarpbked.

For the next six months we were not invite@myone's home, except to play tennis. | still
received party invitations addressed to "Miss GEieeney." It's difficult to picture this now,
| know, but then the studios were so powerful youpsy did not defy them. When Oleg and |
did, by getting married, we found ourselves cutsi€tially. Again, it may sound grotesque
today, but we had no circle of friends. We were axatepted as a couple. | took his sketches
to Darryl Zanuck, who returned them to me withautnenent.

A former school chum of mine wrote a cattydettbelittling Oleg's claim to a title and
comparing him to Mike Romanoff, a self-styled Rassipreenz" who became a restaurateur
and Hollywood character. The letter upset me amskéd Oli about it in a silly and defensive
mood.

"It doesn't matter," | said. "l love you anyw®ut you're not like Romanoff, are you?"

Oleg was indignant. "I happen to be Count Casshe snapped. "My grandfather was
Count Cassini, the ambassador from Russia to thed)6tates during the time of Theodore
Roosevelt. All of that is behind me now. It hashmeg to do with us or how we live. And,
Gene, don't ever bring it up again.”

Nothing offended Oleg more than to be thougpbhany or a treasure hunter. Although few
knew it at the time, he insisted on signing an agrent when we married, relinquishing any
rights he had to our community property.

We moved into Oleg's cottage, which he rentedifty dollars a month. For any woman
with a domestic urge, there is no greater challehge to take over a bachelor's quarters. My
bridegroom did not even have a lock on the fromdrd®n our second night together we
repainted the bathroom. | was, in a very real sems@ctress in a new role. It was fun being a
newlywed. And we were in tune.

I might have been able to shut out the outgided, except for a sad and unexpected irony.
After twenty-five years, the marriage of my parents about to break up.
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With daughter Tina, age two, at their Beverly Hills home. With Tina and mother in London.

Chapter 8
Rich Girl, Poor Girl

When Belle Tierney left our home in Connecticutattend to my career in California, she
asked her best friend to "look after Howard," hesliand, my father. He was so well cared
for that he divorced my mother and married thenftie

Even now, writing this, | remember the bittezaltache | carried for so long over the
parting of my parents. We had been a happy fanhithought. | did not want to believe
otherwise, and there were bad signs | refusedctugreze.

When | was away at school, in Switzerland, mgmmate would wake me and tell me |
had been talking in my sleep. | would mumble, "Tteeyighting again," referring to my
mother and father. It isn't hard to figure out wtied nightmares meant. | cannot stand scenes
or arguments. Never could. | walk away from therhe Things we try to ignore often come
back to us in our sleep.

For nearly a year after my marriage, | spokenyofather only through our lawyers. He had
taken me to court. My marital status allowed meuth still a minor, to be responsible for
my own career. A new contract was drawn, in whioh $tudio no longer assigned twenty-
five percent of my salary to the Belle-Tier Corgana, our family company.

Until | married, | lived on an allowance andraesaw my paychecks. | couldn't buy a dress
or order steaks for the household without runnireglills through the company. Once, when
my mother was in the East, | walked into a storé @marged an alligator handbag for $85, an
extravagant and frivolous thing to do. My parenistlme ceiling. But | still own that purse
today, which proves that quality lasts.

Father sued me for $50,000, contending thaleBeer should still be recognized as my
agents. | won the suit, but at a cost far too debad not been given an accounting of my
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savings during the two years | had worked in Hotpd. Whenever | asked for one, my
father smiled and said, "Don't worry your prettyidi head about that. Everything is fine."

When the case went into litigation, the figubegame available to my business manager. |
sat in his office and heard him say, "Guess howhmwaur share of the company is worth,
Gene?"

"How much?" | asked.

"It comes to zero-zero-zero," he said. "Therea money in it. Not a cent."

My father's insurance business had foundereidgla long dispute with his partner. Father
had gotten heavily into debt, had used my moneyas pressed for more. My mother told
me years later that he carried a gun for a long tithinking of killing himself so we could
collect on his insurance.

His business problems had been building forsyeBhey actually began during the time |
was in school abroad. He had started his own finchsaw it prosper, with the help of a bright
young man he hired out of Princeton, Jimmy Jameg father owned sixty percent of the
company and James, who was married to Gladys Umdetwof the typewriter family, held
the other forty percent.

In 1935, Jimmy sued my father to reverse thegeages. He had brought in a lot of
accounts and, in spite of his closeness to ourlyamias egged on by his wife. She was
popular and wealthy and could afford to support hirnthe courts for a long time, which she
did. During those years, my father was restraineunfdrawing any money out of the
company beyond his salary.

One day he went to his partner, his young @fjemd pleaded with him. "Jimmy," he said,
"don't do this to me. My daughter is in school ur&e and | can no longer afford to keep her
there."

James said, "Why should she be there anyway®y Brer home and put her in public
school.”

| was unaware then of any of these mattersturned to Connecticut, but it was my father's
pride, not mine, that led to my enrollment at Mi&ster's School. His financial problems did
not ease until his divorce from my mother was fisnadl his new wife paid off his debts.

She was the daughter of a wealthy railroad maad, ten years younger than my mother,
who had stood by her through a messy local scahfdggilhusband had shot and wounded her
father.

Although | think any mother enjoyed the anged aympathy of her children, she often
tried to defend Father. "He wanted only one thirggnf that woman," she said, "her money.
He wouldn't have left me for anything in the wofBlit he needed the money."

Even after he filed for divorce, my mother actes though she was not really losing him.
The papers were served. She never read them. Bbiwa@ no alimony and no settlement.
She could have sued her wealthy rival under theatiEhation-of-affections law - but she
refused. Her emotions were such that she couldethice her marriage, in her mind, to a
business proposition.

"l didn't want to give him up,” she said. "Tent was too much like blackmail, trying to
get money out of him."

For months after he had walked out of our hoare even years later, Mother would
suddenly burst into a song from the musiCarouse] and march through the house belting
out the words t&hen you walk through a stormdly sister, Pat, thought she was going mad.
But it was her way of chasing off the memories thatld not stay buried.

Soon my mother went to work as a bridal coasilat what was then the largest store in
Washington, D.C., Woodward and Lothrop. She alwagsntained that she went to work



42

instead of having a nervous breakdown. That apprdacan surely testify, does not succeed
for everyone.

The unbelievable sequence of my father's agtitire dishonesty and the infidelity, one on
top of the other, had a destructive effect on memy own mind, the two were connected.
The amount of money he stole from me was around0$80) over a period of two to three
years. It was not a huge sum, but large enougldesperate man. And he was desperate. Had
he come to me, | would have given him that muchraonde, out of my earnings. But | would
have attached a condition: that he stay with myheot

The idea may have been unrealistic. But | wdud@e done anything to keep her from
being mistreated. She never remarried, nor lovedhan man, nor saw one she thought as
handsome. A few weeks before she died in the sprfii78, she said one day: "l hope there
is a next incarnation, so when | die it will all @eplained. | believed everything he told me."

He said he loved her almost to the day he aBkea divorce. Whatever he did, he always
said he did for her and his children. | think shendered which words were meant not to hurt,
and which ones simply hid the truth.

I am not sure she wanted to know. We were ike a many ways, including our slowness
to see things as they were and to accept what catlde changed.

Oleg and | had just moved into a new hous&lduember of 1942, when my father stopped
off in Hollywood, hoping to visit me. He had beenReno, Nevada, where he had gotten his
divorce and then remarried a day or so later.d ko | would see him, but not with his new
wife. | would not be a hypocrite. | considered hamd still do, the woman who broke my
mother's heart.

Father came alone and stayed an hour. The mgyewtis strange and tense. | suppose he
wanted to know he was forgiven, or at least nopesl. | could not accommodate him. |
could not give him the release he must have warmdedhad taught us by example to guard
our emotions, and not to fall all over anyone. Afidwed him through my home, | was polite
but reserved.

He brought us a gift, three or four young amricees. And he said flattering things about
the house. Oleg, who had never met him, and exgphesteogre, was pleasantly surprised. Of
course, Oleg would not have been one to frown anaaried man getting involved with
another woman.

| was relieved when my father looked at hiscvand said he had to leave. At the door he
hesitated and said, not unkindly, "Well, Gene, gmt what you wanted and | got what |
wanted." | think he felt | was on my way as an es$rand had my own life to lead now. And
he hoped | would understand his need to do the.same

I would not see my father again for sixteenrgeaonce while | was ill, and then only
before his death.

In many ways, his desertion - for that was Hosaw it - hit my brother harder than me.
Butch was still in college and had loved his fathresuch a way that to question him was
unthinkable.

Father wanted him to go to Hotchkiss and beatatete; he played football and captained
the track team. Father wanted him to go to Yald, la@ did. His effect on Butch was nearly
that of a Svengali.

Unknown to me, their estrangement began wheheFaold Butch he was using my
money. The bank had called in a loan. He wasningdior permission. He just wanted his
son to reassure him there was no harm. But Butshontraged.

"No," he said. "You don't touch Gene's acco¥iol go into bankruptcy if you have to, but
leave her money alone."
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He had been loyal enough to his father to lkepaépt, even after he came home one night,
found the door to my mother's bedroom closed asdother woman's car parked in front of
our house. The car was still there the next motning

With Butch, the break with Father was not ji& result of a moral hurt but a feeling of
having been absolutely used and disillusionedath&r had not preached such a good game,
none of us would have expected him to be a Chuesfiigure. But he had, we did, and the
effects were excruciating and lasting.

In later years, when Howard Tierney, Jr., watsidished in business, he left word with his
secretary in case Father called: "Just say | thaw'e a father." It was an awful vengeance, but
| knew precisely how Butch felt.

How do | explain my own conflicts - a daughtefected, or so she thinks, by an adored
father who had his own demons to quell and questiomnswer. My gratitude, my awareness
of what he had sacrificed and what | owed him,rbtlchange. For twenty years he had been
a doting father, and this was how my mother wantedo think of him. | try.

Father had deep blue eyes, with coal-black bad a ruddy complexion. He favored
Grandfather Tierney and was a typical, charminghman. My mother was a gymnastics
teacher when they began to court in 1916, in Brpgkivhere their families had known one
another. That same year, they eloped to Green@ichnecticut, and were married.

Her father was so furious that he insisted thaye a "proper" wedding. So the next day,
Grandmother Taylor hauled her daughter off to Berjdboodman to buy a gown, and the
family minister was asked to preside at a seconehoeny.

Rumbles of war in Europe touched this countnemwa German U-boat sank thesitaniag
with many Americans aboard. Months later, the Whi&ates declared war on Germany and
my father enlisted as a buck private in the infany then Mother was pregnant, expecting
my brother.

Father was later transferred to the Army Ain3p looked gallant in his leather coat and
flying cap, rose to the rank of lieutenant, andredrin France and ltaly. Howard, Jr., "Butch,"
was a year old when the shooting stopped in Noven9d.8. Mother was so overjoyed at the
prospect of her husband coming home, she wheeleddmeout into the sunlight, placed a
newspaper whose headline read "ARMISTICE DAY" as fillow, and took his picture. The
whole family cherished that snapshot, and the neamgtions it reflected.

My childhood seemed happy and secure to me.stdrg of the Taylors and the Tierneys
was something else: checkered with bad luck, eséths, divorce, and a mental breakdown.

| was born Gene Eliza Tierney on November 2201 in a lovely brownstone house in old
Brooklyn. Mother thought the initials were propleetilit may take her a while," she often
said, "but Gene will usually get whatever she wénts

She named me after her only brother, who dfediabetes at seventeen, years before the
discovery of insulin. His death was consideredrailfatragedy and my grandparents never
talked about it.

My uncle had fallen into disfavor by running awfrom military school. The military life
was an admired one among the Taylors. My greateljistimer had been a captain of the New
York Seventh Regiment and was honored for valothatBattle of Chapultepec, in 1847.
When my uncle returned home, Grandfather punisi@dfér running away. He gave him a
whaling. A week later the boy fell ill with diabstand never again left his bed.

As a child, | can remember sitting on my graikr's knee and playing with a locket on
his pocket watch. He slapped my hand, snappedtBawatch, and said gruffly, "Leave that



44

alone!" | was too startled to cry. Inside the ldcwas a picture of the boy, Gene. | began to
know something that day about the privacy of grief.

| was given my uncle's cape from military sdhoblue velvet lined in red - and | wore it to
my dancing classes. Late in her own life, my pa@ngmother developed diabetes, but the
illness was controlled by shots of insulin. Sheldmever really accept the fact that her only
son had lost his life for want of a medicine thaivrprolonged hers.

Gene was a handsome boy. All of my mother's lfamere strikingly attractive people.
Aunt Claire had auburn hair and brown eyes. Shethva®ldest sister and, at sixteen, had an
encounter with mental illness. According to my nesthmany of her symptoms were the same
as mine, many years later. She grew withdrawn.hd saw someone she knew walking
toward her, she would cross the street to avoithtlleom quite a nice character, she turned
nervous and vindictive.

By the time | was a young girl, old enough mwice how adults behaved, Aunt Claire
seemed quite normal. She was gentle and cheerdul lgeed to be around her. No one in the
family talked about her illness. It was well aftay own became fact that any comparisons
were made.

In a way, | found it comforting to believe |danherited a weakness from my aunt, as
opposed to believing that | had just gone mad. Myh@r encouraged that theory, although |
do not recall any of my doctors being very impressealid ask questions about her case, and
came to know it as well as my own.

No one knew what ailed Claire, including thetdos. But in those days families that had
any choice at all did not consider sending a ctalén asylum. They were for crazy people.
The social stigma was to be avoided, if at all fdss

Someone suggested she be sent to a girls' @mdmway from the family. In a short time,
the director of the camp called the Taylors and #aty could no longer keep her. She would
not take part in the activities they had schedu&te would just wander off, alone, into the
fields.

Her father wanted Claire to stay. He persuattied camp director to give her another
chance, after agreeing to let my mother, two ygaxsnger, move into a cabin with her.
Mother was soon writing alarmed reports back togaeents. Claire hardly touched her food.

"l hope you didn't eat much of that stuff,” skeuld complain back in the cabin. "It was
poisoned.” She thought everything had a peculiallssnd contained poison.

For the next year, the Taylors kept Claire @tnf, in an upstairs bedroom. They hired a
nurse to walk the floor with her. She was nevetitimgonalized. | don't know if Aunt Claire
and | actually had the same disorder. A diagndsisytyears after the fact may not be very
reliable. But | would often wonder if my own weaksevas in some way related to hers, and
why my treatment, unlike hers, had to involve yeafrdhospitals and anguish and endless
therapies.

| have gone back and forth in my feelings aboytcase. | am convinced that much of my
early treatment was a waste, and some of it harrhfehded at times to put too much faith in
my doctors and too little in what | could do for se¥f. | have mostly positive thoughts about
the staff at Menninger's and the care | receivetethYet | am still in therapy, seventeen
years after | left a hospital for what | hope waes last time.

There are no magical cures, | know. But | agketf: would | have been any worse off if |
had stayed home or lived on a farm, and insteasho€k treatments received rest and quiet
and the good medication that finally came along®r&hs no way of knowing, and so |
wonder. What was it, was it just love, that worlk@dAunt Claire?

My other aunt, Lelia, was a brunette who waeetnair in bangs, Joan of Arc style. She was
the brilliant one, the writer, who died in the gdsloom of her talents. She had worked at one
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time as a secretary for the polar explorer Adnfrighard Byrd. Though both were married at
the time, and he was a Catholic, there were whisgeof a romance between them.

My grandfathers were very important to me wharas young, in a way that was true with
most of my generation. They took us on long straé& us upon their knees and told stories,
and taught us history. Has television done awal #iat relationship? Or do children simply
grow up too fast today?

On my strolls with Grandfather Taylor, | disepgd buttermilk and Jewish egg bread, and
all the delights of the delicatessens that werenaoh a part of the West Side of New York.
We had doughnuts and ice cream sodas at the dregsteeats unavailable at home, where
my mother urged us to drink our orange juice arideraboiled eggs.

Those were pleasant moments spent with a dehuahurried old gentleman who knew
how to entertain a little girl. He lived well, retig at forty-five to travel with his wife, Carrie,
all over the world. The income from their investrigesupported them until the stock market
crashed. To save his stocks he reinvested. Hdyfinatl to sell my grandmother's diamonds,
and everything was lost. He died poor.

| remember being surprised when Grandfathem&e and my grandmother, Nellie, were
divorced. Children don't understand about peoplntp each other and then suddenly not.
But | sensed the distress that swept through tméyfaGrandfather Tierney had to retire from
J.P. Morgan's bank because of it. An unsophisticatan, he fell for a woman who had been
married to a musician, who had traveled and knewienibhe must have seemed worldly to
him. But she was a very homely woman and we gralttteh always laughed at the name by
which grandfather called his new wife, Bob.

By contrast, our grandmother was quite pretith eloquent ways. She had been born into
the old Dutch society and was a member of the Diaugtof the American Revolution. She
went back to a schoolgirl romance, remarried, anded to Kinterhook, New York.

As they say, like father, like son. My own fathhad remarried a woman who had been
divorced and was very plain. When men grow oldey thften seem to marry younger women
whose looks would not have attracted them in gheme.

| can't honestly say | ever forgave my fath@rwhat | considered his "mistakes." He hurt
us terribly. But time has a way of tempering bitess. My brother owes his drive and success
to him and | know | do. He gave us the best kindaifcation and encouraged each of us to be
resourceful.

We belonged to the country club and the yatii,and we rented a stall at the hunt club
for a horse given to my brother by a family frientfe were given the earth as children.
Sometimes we had to give it back. Those were hesslohs, perhaps much too hard, but we
learned from them. At least | like to think so.

Butch was at Hotchkiss three months when heoaled into the office and told his father
had been unable to pay his tuition. They could re@ him home. The alternative was to
allow him to stay as a scholarship student. Thept kém. For the next four years he waited
on tables and cleaned up classrooms to pay fosdfieoling. At Yale, he ran the college
laundry.

| don't remember that Butch ever complained h&lwanted was his father's approval. As a
boy, he learned to make applejack and Father wpaldhim a quarter for his product. He
would come home from school in the afternoon arabier the cellar, where he distilled it
seven times on an old kerosene stove. The formatanet difficult. The liquid ran through a
coil and dripped off, you threw the gunk away, {hé rest back on the stove and repeated the
process seven times.

Butch also made the cocktails for Sunday luitd.would take a pint of ice cream and a
pint of applejack, shake it vigorously in a shakéen put in some ice and serve them as
pseudo Alexanders.
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Those were happy times, a period of grace axdry between 1928 and 1931. After that,
Father took his buffeting. It came gradually. Iesite must have felt the pressure, but on the
surface he was stronger than ever. At least fohileywon an income of around $15,000 a year
- extremely comfortable at the time - he had theasds, the boat, the horse, and three - yes,
three - cars.

| don't know that | was even aware at the tiim& my father had experienced money
problems. But | went to school one year in handdoen dresses left to me by my Aunt
Lelia. They were originally nice clothes, but mude grown-up, and my classmates giggled
at the sight of me. | tried not to be bothered.

The best times were those before and betwdsmokovhen we lived in the Connecticut
countryside and spent our summers on Long Islandeat rented bungalows. Every now and
then, when my parents were on a trip, we childien had a chance to stay with our great-
aunts in the big house at 119 Brooklyn Avenue.

My great-aunts, Helen and Annie, were oftereath other, but they remained loyal and
devoted to their brother, my Grandfather TiernemwdAhey were splendid hostesses. We
loved going there. They would drive us to the sed &t us run and stroll along the
boardwalk, hungrily inhaling the fresh breezestb# Atlantic. They gave us ice cream cones
and pennies for the weight machines. There werg@mhg jaunts to Abraham and Straus,
more of a country store than anything else bachk.the

Their home fascinated me. | picture it now amear replica of the dainty clutter Arsenic
and Old Lace The kitchen was located where cellars are todagler the street level with
steps leading down to the kitchen door. The fréods was long and high above the street.
Inside the front door was a parlor, and the dimimgm was off to the left. A butler served us
on pretty blue-and-white onion-patterned china loosé nights when Aunt Helen or Aunt
Annie didn't bring us our dinners on a tray.

| grew up during those years when well-to-daldcn in the Northeast had European
governesses, the way Southern girls, in anothez aimd place, had mammies. Mine was a
sixteen-year-old German girl named Louise, who hauge the Palmer method of
handwriting and sang pretty German songs to mingitn the park overlooking the Hudson
River.

If there were any bad or jarring moments, | tmusve blocked them out long ago. We
lived, after | was five, in a lovely farmhouse orhifl at Greens Farms, Connecticut, with
Indian sumac and milkweed everywhere. We ownedythfire acres, with a view of Long
Island Sound.

The Tierneys were among the first New Yorkersettle Fairfield County for the purpose
of living there year round. In the late 1920s, whanfather left for his office, his was one of
only three cars parked at the railroad terminam@uiting had not become a way of life. My
mother was one of the women who lobbied to keeprdhds from being paved. When they
paved the roads, she fought the thruways. We Tysrmeere not much on "progress." We
treasured peace and other old virtues.

You could wake up in the morning and peek autrywindow and see deer loping in the
woods. | never have known a place more serene.

In 1928 my father sold off the farmhouse andgsthad the land and built a new house on a
meadow across the road, four hundred yards away.mbeed in before the house was
completed, and my father, over my mother's protassssted on giving a weekend party. The
bathroom tiles were not even laid, and the guestistt step on planks to cross the floor. But
there had not been much entertaining in the farméoand my mother loved the excitement.
She got the hired man to help her haul two oakbthie woods in our station wagon; with
great effort they planted the trees in the fromtlya
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The house was two stories, with two firepladew/nstairs, and bedrooms for the children
upstairs. The master bedroom overlooked a gardeereTwas a guest room, a study with a
half-bath for my father, and up the back stairseatbe servants' quarters. The house cost over
$60,000. In those years that sum bought you a man#tiwas beyond our means, but that
was the theme song of the 1920s. Father was makorey on Wall Street. You bought a
stock and just tried to relax while you waited ifioto go straight up. It usually did, seemingly
without limit.

Houses are to this day one of my passions.obgily should have been an interior
decorator. | had, and still have, a strong senskasfe homes th&telhappy and those that do
not. Often | could describe every detail of a rodn, little of the people who moved around
it.

An armchair psychologist might see in thisradency to trust things, not people. | settle for
simpler answers, such as the instinct of an acteeBg in her mind the arrangement of a set.
But, then, chairs and tables seldom let us down.

Long before | had any notion of what my callinguld be, or where my life would lead, |
sensed inside me a touch of good fortune | thouglould never lose. | used to annoy my
father by telling him how much | felt luck was withe.

He was superstitious. At such moments his faoeld darken. He warned me | was
"tempting" fate by making such statements. Wasw®@rder still.
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a Hollywood premiere, 1941. Howard Hughes, one of Gene’s less
conventional dates.

With husband Oleg Cassini

Chapter 9
On Location

The strains on my marriage to Cassini would notdog in coming. Two weeks after the
wedding | left for New Mexico, alone, to begin tfilening of Sundowna desert story set in
East Africa. | played the daughter of an Arab trade

| could hardly bear the stifling heat and tkensh of the camels. One of them tried to take
a nip out of my derriere as | walked along in atgearavan.

Fox had sent me on loan to United Artists tpesp opposite Bruce Cabot and George
Sanders. Oleg stayed in Los Angeles at the recpiestalter Wanger, the movie's producer.
Wanger had served in the First World War with nthéa, and | suspected that he was trying
to accommodate both my family and the studio bykegus apart.

The film was shot at a place called Ship Rodk Bl New Mexico landmark. Twice a day
we had to climb a steep slope to reach the sef\rab village the crew had constructed. |
thought it remarkable what a motion picture compeay do with a patch of desert. They had
hundreds of people to feed and house. We were alikesa little city sprung up overnight,
living at the foot of the hill in barracks that vegilemporary.

Donkeys were used for loading and hauling egeipt. And the presence of the camels,
along with our isolation, encouraged the feelingt te could just as well have been in North
Africa.

Our costumes were designed by Kalock, for Jué&&, whose company my father once
insured. Mine were veiled and scanty but not gdaeng enough to suit Walter Wanger. At
the fittings one day he asked for a pair of scssbhen he proceeded to cut out an opening in
front, at the waist, and another in the back. leehdp having a low-slung skirt with my navel
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exposed and a bra with black and gold threadsné ¢ harem girl costume. Walter stepped
back, admired his handiwork and said, "There. Now lpok right for the part.”

So attired, and with long hair flowing down rbgck, | appeared an the cover ldfe
magazine in the summer of 1941.

Wanger was a distinguished-looking man, marteedoan Bennett; many years later, he
was charged with shooting her agent in a jealoge.rBut | knew him only as the playful
older man who one day flipped a dime that divetitrdpwn my blouse, between my bosoms.

It was the first time anyone had made me fugiouHollywood. "I don't think that's funny,”
| said, "but I'll show you something that is." Witimat | jumped an his back and just held on,
sort of piggyback, while he staggered around tryingshake me off. He was visibly
embarrassed in front of the crew, this famous predunattily dressed, carrying a twenty-
year-old girl on his back with both legs lockedward his middle.

Wanger did not like to be seen in an undigdifi@se. When | climbed down, | said, "Weil,
we're even now. You embarrassed me, too."

| was on location three weeks, lonely and naisler most of the time. | spent my few free
moments writing letters to Oleg or reading his. ©oc twice a week Bruce Cabot drove me
into the nearest town so | could telephone my hugba

Those trips were an adventure. Bruce kept algpiween us on the seat. The first night,
after a few miles of nervous silence, | confesdet the gun frightened me. "Good Lord,
Bruce," | said. "Isn't it dangerous? Who, or widat,you expect to shoot?"

"Oh," he said, "I like to pop off a few coyotas the way. I'm a huntsman."

When we reached the nearest pay phone, Bruogdvget Oleg on the line, assure him |
was fine and then hand me the receiver. Those fawtas of conversation would make the
ride back to the camp almost bearable.

| returned from location to find that the knlesk were raw on Oleg's right hand from
pounding his fist against the wall. "It was just fsastrating,” he told me, "not having you
with me on our honeymoon."

| don't know that | ever went into a movie meoecited, with what turned out to be less
cause, than | did fofhe Shanghai Gestur&he picture was to be a comeback for the German
director Josef Von Sternberg, who had launchedcéneer of Marlene Dietrich ifhe Blue
Angeland gone on to become her mentor. He had not warkgears and he threw himself
into the job.

Happily, Oleg was hired to design the costumesluding my wardrobe. | relished the
compliments his work received. Again, | was on learnited Artists, a system helpful in
promoting one's career. The studio rented yourigesvfor more money than they were
paying in salary, which tended to enhance theigijuent of you.

Von Sternberg was a taskmaster who came to atinked in riding clothes with high
leather boots. He carried a riding crop and he dislhied it whenever he got excited, which
was a good deal of the time. But he had a reputdto making women look spectacular,
dating back to his earliest success with Dietri¢éd.was a genius with camera angles.

The Shanghai Gestutgad been a huge success on Broadway, starringrielerReed and
Mary Duncan (soon afterward the wife of the polaygr Stephen Sanford). | had the Mary
Duncan part as the illegitimate daughter of MotBar-Sling, played by Ona Munson. Walter
Huston appeared as my father and Victor Mature@masar the Arab.

Near the end of the picture we played a sceaed at a long dinner table. A carved
figurine of each character was placed in front wf plates. After the scene, | asked if | could
have the set as a memento of the film. Von Steghgave them to me. They were no more
than three inches high, very delicate in their itleta
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| had already started my next film whé&he Shanghai Gestukgas released to devastating
reviews. What had seemed dramatic and crisp tatuse time, struck the critics as hollow
and absurd. Singled out for special mention wasabmey unforgettable lines. Just before she
shot me, | hissed at Mother Gin-Sling: "You're norenmy mother than a toad."

Years later, in France, strangers would aslabwmitThe Shanghai Gestuss though it had
been a work of art. | was to hear many times thaficture was well received abroad.

Movie failures are like the common cold. Youneday in bed and take aspirin for six days
and recover. Or you can walk around and ignoreritsix days and recover. When | came
home from work the night of the first bad reviews; figurines were missing from the shelf. |
asked Oleg what had happened to them.

"Ah, you want to see them, do you?" he askeslabcent seemed more noticeable when he
was agitated. "Come, let me show you. | have bltvem to bits."

| didn't believe him. But he led me to the baokl and there, on the ground, was the
shattered evidence. He had lined up the miniatome®p of the fence, loaded a hunting rifle,
and fired a pot shot at each one.

| picked up a few splintered fragments and ttiieaw them to the winds. "Oleg," | wailed,
"how could you do this? You know | wanted to sawase."

Smugly, he said, "Well, now you cannot. | hdlewn off their heads. | have executed
them. Now you won't be reminded of that dreadfuliad

The next morning, a Sunday, his anger had dodleg's moods were as mercurial as
mine. He jumped out of bed and said, "I'm goingelephone Von Sternberg.” It was a kind
thought, and the old director, stunned by the kesjenvited Oleg to pay him a visit.

This was one of those times when the comparg wbman was not required. But when
Oleg returned, raving about Von Sternberg's mangiaras sorry | hadn't gone along. "That
is the damnedest haunted house | have ever seensdidh The place was built like a medieval
castle, surrounded by a moat. In the center ofronen was a throne. In another you could
press a button and a circle of light rain fell,onds.

The house was incredible, but then so was ViennBerg. He was of the old school of
Hollywood, when the directors and their stars igedl their whims. Von Sternberg's secret
desire had been to live in a castle. So he buét on

Oleg and I lived modestly, in contrast to Varer8berg and just about anyone else in the
movie colony. We had bought a small split-level $mwnce owned by Robert Stack's
grandfather. It was close to country living, alwdlye style | preferred. We had a tiny guest
bungalow and a chicken coop with white leghorne,ldést laying hens in the world.

We drove inexpensive cars and put on a shomdoone. A friend of mine said to me one
day, "Gene, your house is too small and your cdadky. No movie star can live like that
very long. It just isn't good for you, prestige-ais

I laughed and said, "Watch me."

It was during the making &on of Furythat | had my first, up-close exposure to mental
illness - someone else's. Frances Farmer fellhikard the crew buzzing and gossiping about
her. She had thrown a brush at one of the hairergsbad a tantrum on the set, and literally
snarled at people. | was puzzled by her behavidrigrthe crew's lack of sympathy for her. |
did not know how to react. | never dreamed, of seuthat | would someday share her status -
the role of casualty.

In the 1930s, no actress was considered megtylthan Frances Farmer, with her golden
hair and clear, strong features. She had a bigttalg felt that acting in movies cheapened it.
Her heart was with the stage. She had worked WwehGroup Theater on Broadway and had
starred inGolden Boyin 1937. The Group was dedicated to the theorfeStanislavski,
known as the Method, or the torn undershirt sclobalcting.
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They were a creative bunch, willing to expemten or off the stage. Frances had a painful
love affair with Clifford Odets, the playwright, ditame out of the Group a more vulnerable
person.

As her mental condition worsened, she simpluldmot let people be kind to her. It
reached a point where, if a man offered her a dainkinch, she would snap, "I know. You
want me to have a martini so I'll get loaded and gan take me to bed."

She spent a total of eight years in state asylior the insane, and at one point, so | heard,
was reduced literally to making mud pies. Finadlie seemed to be headed for a recovery,
and turned up as a hotel clerk in San Francisce.Hsld offers to appear on the stage and in
films, and she took them.

By 1960, Frances had her own television shoimdiianapolis and had returned to summer
stock. She was also fighting a drinking problemribg that time, having fought a battle of
my own with depression, | noticed a photograph @f in a New York newspaper. | found
myself pulling for her. But my mother only shookr reead. "You can tell from the picture,”
she said, "that Frances isn't well." | could se®i. Something was there, in her eyes.

There followed a series of lost jobs and pubigturbances. But she did make it. | heard
that she quit drinking and became a Catholic ahthsd, found a peace that helped her meet
her death from cancer in August, 1970.

Frances never left our picture. By the endt,oh® one seemed to realize, or care, that she
was seriously ill. Two years would pass before mether had her committed. We had no
scenes together and our paths rarely crossedniésoe said she had been acting crazy, |
took it to mean difficult and abrasive. My idea®abinsanity, up to then, came right out of
the movieJane Eyre What | learned of Frances Farmer's story saddaned for a time,
frightened me. A very gifted actress had been grgiat for help, and no one was listening.

After the final scenes were shot faon of Fury| was delighted when Tyrone Power, who
had the male lead, invited Oleg and me to his hfandinner. Ours was still a marriage that
few approved, and we had been ignored by what Wwasght of as Hollywood society. |
thought this invitation might be a breakthrough &hdrried home to tell my husband.

| understood it would be just an intimate ewgnil had visions of putting on my best gown,
dressed to kill, and sitting across from Ty's bi#aluErench wife, Annabella, at dinner.

When we arrived at their home it turned oubéoa party for the cast and crew and assorted
friends. The place was jammed and | felt overdiskdisliked myself for feeling let down.
But | was quiet on the drive home. We still had made the grade with our circle of actors
and actresses. | felt like a child with my nosespesl against the candy store window.

Those were the days when | worked all the timighout a layoff, or a rest, finishing one
picture and reporting for another - sometimes @ndhame day. | was up at five o'clock and
did my shopping at the market on my lunch hour.gOMas growing bored and tense and
uneasy with the fact that he had a wife whose wakl most of the bills, and who came
home to him exhausted most nights.

All through the year of 1941 | wrestled withethbsychic cost of the lawsuit my father had
filed against me, and his divorce from my motheeefing busy was good for me, a kind of
novocaine for the mind. But there was no relief@eg, who found jobs scarce.

On the weekends, when | could relax and loowdod to quiet hours at home, Oleg wanted
to be off playing tennis. We began to quarrel. deuaed me of trying to Americanize him. |
wasn't certain what he meant. | only knew that aid things we regretted. In time the tension
turned to anger, and the words to something coeosi

At one point, when jobs were still not openhim, | blurted out: "You know, Oleg, you
will never really amount to anything because youen®orn a gentleman. You cannot survive
in this world of competition."
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His voice was low and hard. "Gene, don't foxget said that."

Oleg thought, and we argued about it, that ¢ \atiracted by the idea of the poor ex-
nobleman, incapable of facing the facts of modden But | understood a very modern fact.
The Hollywood structure was monopolistic, run burf@r five big studios. And in the first
year of our marriage, at least, the word had gantenot to hire my husband.

In Rings on Her Fingersl was reunited with Henry Fonda, who detestedsitrgpt and
suffered throughout the film. That was the begignaf his unrest with Hollywood. "This
huge money they pay you," he said to me one dapst isn't worth it."

| could see him churning, wanting to go baclBtoadway. The moment the picture ended
he did, and began to do brilliant things, includMg Roberts Henry was kind to me, then as
always. But | would remind him that if he had nohd those awful pictures with me he might
never have returned to his beloved Broadway.

Of all the actors | knew, Fonda and Gary Codpett the best sense of timing, without
which no actor can be said to be great. | had héaind Barrymore, in the middle of his play,
depart from the script and spit one word: "STOPtYefle was absolute silence in the theater.
Then, bowing slightly, he said to the cast, as wslithe audience, "Now, my dear children,
you know the value of a pause.” What he meantpofse, was timing.

Rings on Her Fingersvas my first comedy part. But it was not a goodetifor comedy, the
time being the final weeks of 1941. On Sunday, Ddm 7, we were filming on Catalina
Island; we had just set up our cameras when astassicame racing down the beach. "The
Japanese have bombed Pearl Harbor," he yelledréWehna be at war. We've got to clear
out for the mainland right away."

We wrapped up at once and were soon sailingrib®dan Pedro. The radio reports of the
Japanese attack were shrill and disconnected, exhdol wild speculation aboard our boat.
Some of the cast thought that they might hit théf@aia coast next. For all anyone knew,
the waters we were now churning through might Hzeen mined.

| would not want to overstate or embroider wivat felt that day. But | remember the sun
was setting and as it did the whole western skyaito shades of red, an ominous sign of the
blood that was to be shed.
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With Prince Aly Khan at the races in Epsom With W. Howard Lee on their wedding day.

Downs.

Chapter 10
Our War

| remember the 1940s as a time when we were umtadvay known only to that generation.
At home we worked hard, believed in what we wernagloand felt we belonged to a common
cause.

In one way or another, everyone went to watlyMood did, cranking out movies intended
to build morale as much as to entertain. Even tmics went to war. Joe Palooka joined the
Army, Daddy Warbucks became a general, and Snaick flew a fighter plane.

The country had begun to mobilize within hoafter Pearl Harbor. Women organized
teams to sew, bake cookies, collect scrap and paste. Men rejected by the draft drilled as
air-raid wardens. Actresses were in demand to apgtethhe Hollywood Canteen or tour the
country selling war bonds. We also said good-byeuomen. Oleg joined the Coast Guard,
then transferred to the cavalry, where his ridixgegience helped him win a commission.

The war news was mixed in 1942, but on theesiscreen we were winning nearly every
battle. | was cast ifthunder BirdsandChina Girl.

With Oleg gone, | lived alone in the house veal tbuilt in the mountains overlooking
Franklin Canyon, near the Beverly Hills reservéifter my mother's divorce was final, she
and Pat came to visit, staying in the guest coitdgey helped me pick the avocados that
ripened in the trees that surrounded the househdileso many that | shipped baskets of them
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to friends and relatives all over the country.héy liked avocados, none of our friends or
relatives figured to go hungry during the war.

The branches of an apricot tree spread achessobf of the house. One day, on the set of
China Girl, | asked George Montgomery what | codlol to keep the fruit from rotting.
George laughed and said, "The best way | know isatothem.” He said he would drop by
sometime and collect a few.

One Sunday morning | was sound asleep whenise om the roof woke me. | thought,
what the devil is going on here? | slipped intocoadecoat and went to the window. There was
George, on a ladder, picking apricots.

"Hi, there," he said brightly. "This is gre&lot everybody has fruit in their own backyard."
George was not yet married to Dinah Shore. He Isaidvas going to take his harvest to his
mother and have her turn it into homemade jam.

When | wasn't working, or trotting off to bettwvimy husband, | did as so many actors and
actresses did - | took part in bond drives. | tduadl through the Midwest and the South,
talking at factories, in auditoriums, and at laoggdoor rallies.

While | had always been comfortable in fronaafamera, or on a stage, | found it painfully
hard just to be myself in front of a crowd. My pgldhyness was heightened by the shock of
hearing my voice amplified for the first time oeloudspeaker.

Once, in St. Paul, | was standing by a curtaajting to cross a stage constructed
especially for the rally. | was nervous to begirthwiand uncertain what | should say, when |
heard Chester Morris, our actor-host, call out: And now we proudly present, Miss Gene
Tierney."

| had taken possibly two steps when my leftl lvaeight between the planks and | took a
spill, rolling down the rest of the way to the paah. | was dimly aware that the band had
given me a fanfare. | looked back and saw my hgklvgedged in the floor where | had
fallen. | got to my feet, hobbling, held up the etlshoe and said over the microphone, "All
right, we might as well auction off this shoe. bBano use for it now." | was shaken but
unhurt and the crowd, relieved, laughed with nteeh went into my bond-selling speech.

Most of the time | suffered from a fear | cautdexplain or control. | felt assured and
composed whenever | slipped into the role of soraeslse. But appearing before a crowd, as
myself, tested me. Once | appeared at a navy bassied my mouth to speak, and nothing
came out. Finally, | forced myself to cough andwmeds began to come.

I never really got over this kind of "stageght.” | was born shy and still am. | find it
unsettling to meet strangers, much less make akpgeethem. Acting is fun. You have the
protection of a script and the other actors. Mybem had less to do with feeling unreal than
feeling alone.

Barnstorming the country, selling bonds, "pibchin" - a favorite phrase of that era -
should have been an exciting and colorful expegefor many | suppose it was. But for me
it was a learning time: about myself, my own insé@s, and a kind of show business | had
never known.

At the crack of dawn one morning we steppedlwdftrain in some little backwater town. |
was right behind Chester Morris, a wry, plain-spokalow who appeared in a lot of fighter-
pilot movies, in which someone always seemed teayang, "Are you going to send that kid
up in a crate like that?"

We noticed a group of men, the town dignitarieeed up along the tracks to meet us. As
we walked down this receiving line, | heard Chester politely to one, "How do you do? I'm
Chester Morris."

And the man said, "I'm stiff."

"God, | wish | was," said Chester. But the mardme actually turned out to be Stiff. It was
a funny, unintentional bit for an actor, betterrtteome of the material we used at the rallies.
This Mr. Stiff was one of those people with a nertvéaugh. Later in the day, Chester caught
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his hand in a car door, and as he swore with pdim Stiff stood there giggling. They were
quite a pair.

Along with the bond tours, many popular radiows were broadcast from military camps
around the country. Once | was a guest of GrouchoxMn his Pabst Blue Ribbon Beer show
in San Francisco, where we were to entertain tilerseand marines. During the rehearsal
Groucho turned to me and said, "Now, Gene, | thtinkould be nice if you came out and did
a bump."

"A bump?"

"Yes, you know, like a bump and grind."

| said, "l don't think I'm the type."

"You can do it," Groucho assured me. "At legste it a try."

Well, anything for the boys. | went out and ga bump and there was absolute, dead
silence. No laugh, no reaction, nothing. The auzbewas as surprised as | was. A Marilyn
Monroe could have done a bump and looked ador&bienot me. A bad judgment. | asked
Groucho the next day if he wanted the bump ag&o, ‘ho," he said, "leave it out." He had
decided | was no threat to Gypsy Rose Lee.

Most comics are insecure about their work.deodid a radio show with Milton Berle, and
he must have reminded me half a dozen times, "Rdmentf there's a laugh, don't step on
my laugh."

Finally, | said, "Mr. Berle, | have been in teater long enough to know about comedy."

He said, "Yeah, but you'll forget." Milton wadways in a quandary about his jokes. To
Milton, waiting for a laugh to end was like waitifgr the final note offapsbefore breaking
ranks. And | did not forget.

In January of 1943 | had a chance to do a omstcomedy under the direction of Ernst
Lubitsch, calledHeaven Can Waitand | gladly accepted. Lubitsch was a littledel] with
straight dark hair combed to one side and a cigaimg out of the corner of his mouth. He
had been one of the great European directors addchat Greta Garbo in the classic
Ninotchka He was regarded as the master of urbane andssicpted comedy.

But he was a tyrant on the set, the most demgnaf directors. After one scene, which
took from noon until five to get, | was almost gats from listening to Lubitsch shout at me.
The next day | sought him out, looked him in the,end said, "Mr. Lubitsch, I'm willing to
do my best but | just can't go on working on thigtyre if you're going to keep shouting at
me."

"I'm paid to shout at you," he bellowed.

"Yes," | said, "and I'm paid to take it - butrenough.”

After a tense pause, Lubitsch broke out laughimnom then on we got along famously.
Heaven Can Waitvas to be my only picture that year. During tHeifng | discovered |
was expecting my first child. | kept the fact to self for fear the studio would bring in
another actress to replace me. Also, your salary akdomatically suspended if it became

known you were pregnant.

Oleg had come home on furlough from Fort RilayKansas, with babies on his mind. "My
mother says you won't be here after the war," leertee, "if we don't have a child. So we are
going to have one." Countess Cassini meant, | thimt our marriage would not withstand
the separations of war, given the other pressurasspif we had no other bond. Our marriage
had been through some tempestuous moments.

One night, while Oleg was on furlough, and mferm, we went to a party at the home of
Cobina Wright. We were chatting with Gary Cooped &ms wife when Oleg wandered into
the kitchen. He walked back into the room just agel-known photographer, overcome with
Scotch and feeling playful, tried to kiss me on tileek.
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Oleg was in top shape and in a belligerent &afhmind. He spun the photographer around
and with one punch sent him reeling into a wallciRoCooper looked at her husband and
sniffed, "Well, Gary, you'd never do that for me."

By then someone else had called the militafjcppand | had to leave hurriedly to get
Oleg back home.

My husband was educated in a tradition thad saman was not a man if he could not
please a woman. To Oleg, defending a woman's honorchasing one - came as a natural
instinct. He always contended that | would neverehdeveloped an interest in him if he had
not been a challenge.

While Oleg was still in the Coast Guard, heradied a party without me. | had a week of
early morning studio calls and had disciplined rifytgeget to sleep early.

So Oleg went off in his sailor suit, and at ffeety he met the wife of a French actor, he
admitted later. He returned home in the small hosttembling drunk, but retaining that last
bit of cunning that people have when liquor putsmhin domestic peril. He hid his uniform
under a couch, but not very well.

The next morning | woke him and asked if he hatce time at the party. He had trouble
opening his eyes and you could tell he was tryiagdmot to make any sudden movements
with his head. He said, "Oh, yes, yes. Very nice."

| said, "I'm leaving for the studio, but I'téi you to meet me later in the day."

"Of course," he said. "Just tell me where."

"At my attorney's office. Here's the address."”

At that Oleg sat bolt upright. "What do you m@a he stammered. "Why? What has
happened?”

Silently, | held up his uniform, which | hadese peeking out from under the couch,
smeared with lipstick traces. | sensed he had baémthful, and | cried. But Oleg turned on
his charm and | let him talk me out of my hurt. tdas sweet and penitent the rest of his
leave, and | gave him the benefit of the doubt.

That episode did not mark the end, or evenbdggnning of the end, of our married life.
But we were falling into that category of peopleost needs for each other contain the seeds
of a deep hurt.

I had wanted a baby. And | was happy to beyoagrmine, thrilled at the idea of starting a
family and joining Oleg at Fort Riley.

In March, a week before | was to leave for Kens friend called and reminded me that |
had not appeared at the Hollywood Canteen lategntertain the Gls. | felt guilty about that,
and except for spells of feeling tired, | had nasen not to go. | agreed to be there the next
night.

There was no reason for me to remember meetiggung lady marine at the Canteen,
among the hundreds of people who wandered in ahdwing the evening. And | would not
have remembered, except for the fact that we woub@t again many months later, and |
would never forget her the rest of my life.

A few days after | appeared at the Hollywood€an, | called my doctor. | was covered
with red spots on my face. The doctor diagnosegrmblem as German measles, something
called rubella, and told me reassuringly it wouldyolast a week. He suggested that |
postpone my trip for a few days, but otherwise hewsd no real concern. Nor did | feel
anything except a minor annoyance at the delagimrjg my husband. Little was known then
about the connection between German measles ig pefjnancy and the damage to an
unborn child's nervous system.
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Soon the spots were gone, and | was at FoelyRan army wife, pregnant, joining in the
spirit of the people around me. | have often madeht how the country pulled together
during the war. Certainly this was true in an awaynp. The women came in droves, often
with their children, to put up with discomforts all kinds. Families accustomed to country
club living squeezed into miserable apartmentstadar their men.

I met several who were cooking and keeping éauso had never before boiled an egg or
washed a dish. Everyone seemed to help one anatiteshared their joys and heartaches.
Those of us who had traveled from different paftthe country were treated with kindness
by the local Kansans, and marriages were secuaenay that hadn't been possible in civilian
life. All of the women | knew went to the same dw¢tan aging Irish country medic named
O'Donnell, whether it was for their unborn childeonosebleed.

| had visited Fort Riley once before and knemlyaoo well what the accommodations
would be. A small Kansas town had expanded ovetnwith hundreds of wives looking for
places to live. My first room was in the post gubetise, where the walls were made of
beaverboard and you could hear everything that wemt the rooms on either side.

In the hall at night, where the only telephamethe floor was located, you could hear the
boys calling home. | couldn't help but overhead aame of their conversations brought tears
to my eyes. Some of them were getting ready to suifor overseas. They knew they might
not be talking to their wives or mothers or girefrds again for months or years, or ever.

The voice of a young husband would crack aagked, "Say hello to the kids for me." And
| would have to get up and run the water in th& sinkeep from listening.

The building was poorly heated, and in the i my first visit | developed a sore throat
and cold. During the day, when Oleg was on dutgflised to trudge through the freezing
snow to the commissary for breakfast or lunchvedi on a package Oleg's mother had sent
him filled with cookies, jams, and figs, until | proved.

You were limited in the length of your staytla guest house, so great was the demand for
rooms. After a week you had to look for other hogsiSoon the news spread that a "movie
actress" was in camp. On my first day, Oleg hatdefthe crack of dawn, after making a
small, embarrassed request. He asked me to dalmsldy. He said he kept losing pieces
whenever he sent out a load to the base launddynaw he was down to a bare minimum of
shirts, shorts, and socks. | knew he had beenre dr too forgetful to make out a list, which
was why so many articles were missing. So | weougkhe job cheerfully. | was scrubbing
away in the laundry room when a girl looked up fritra next basin and did a double-take.

"Why, you're Gene Tierney, the actress, ayeni?" she said.

| admitted | was. From then on, wherever | wenen to take a bath, | had an audience.

For this move to Kansas - my plans were indefiantil after the baby was born - | had
rented a dumpy little place that | soon discovesmag inhabited by mice. | did not stay there
long. I got in the habit of buying my gasoline adtation whose owner turned out to be a fan
of mine. One day he told me about a small bungétowent, and | leased it immediately.

| furnished it with as much ingenuity and sediwand furniture as | could muster. It was
really quite attractive when the decoration was gleted. Oleg had been accepted for
officer's training, so he was assured of beingoat Riley until the end of my pregnancy.

But we had decided that, if possible, | shcwdgte the baby in Washington. Oleg's parents
lived there. By now my mother was working in the 3hiagton department store and my
sister, Pat, was attending school there.

We had to buy our airline tickets with money & raised by selling our furnishings.

| didn't have to rack my brain to figure outewvé our savings had gone. We were paying
for a new house, now sitting empty, in Califordidad lost the money entrusted to my father,
and spent more in legal costs. For months now Idegh off salary from the studio, and Oleg
was drawing an enlisted man's pay. Our only wasaise the plane fare had been to auction
off the articles | had collected.
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We raised more than enough to pay our way tghivigton. But | winced as | watched a
friend buy a pair of chairs | had created mysetfafld barrels, painting the kegs white and
the iron bands red, and covering the seats inlmedzc | would see them through the years in
my friend's guest room in New Jersey, flattered #tee still had them, but moved by the
memories those chairs brought back.

We made our flight to Washington, where on ®etol5, 1943, our daughter, Daria, was
born prematurely. She weighed two and a half poullyssister, Pat, had to give her eleven
blood transfusions. But she was fair and blondgaubiful child, | thought, and | was sure she
would fill our lives.



Gene receives a medal for selling war bonds in World War II. At lunch with Gary Cooper.

Chapter 11
Daria

By the time my daughter was a year old, | knew gheere troubling signs, but | was
uncertain of their seriousness or permanence. Thead a newspaper article reporting that an
epidemic of German measles in Australia had, a kaer, produced a generation of defective
babies.

| felt a chill as | read on. The story calldr tepidemic, and its aftermath, "the first hard
evidence" of such a link. The virus was believed¢oone of the few that the bloodstream
will carry to the fetus. The story said that thestfimonth was the most dangerous. | had been
exposed in the first month.

I made an appointment with my pediatrician oak the article with me. | had underlined
a sentence that said in such cases a loss of eaould result the first time the baby had a
virus or cold. Daria had not seemed to hear wetlesher first cold.

"Daria has lost her hearing," | said to thetdonc'I'm sure of it. What | need to know is
whether this article applies to her condition.”

What | really wanted to be told was that shel@et well, recover and be a normal child.

Daria had been born with a cataract in the eoof her left eye that could not be removed
surgically. She lacked fluid in the inner ear.lttmyself these things could be corrected later.

She had, still has, slightly blurred visionhar right eye. Even as a baby, she would hold
up her hands, struggling to see them. She hadmetty hands.

The doctor did not encourage me that day. Butried to be kind, saying her condition in
some ways might change. New research was being deveuld not, could not, accept the
idea that Daria was retarded or had brain damage=nt through a period of convincing
myself that she only had a hearing problem.
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One day Howard Hughes called. He had heardatnathild was deaf, and he asked if he
could bring in his own doctor to examine her. Th&es not much that went on in Hollywood
that Howard did not know, one way or another. Sawaears had passed since we had dated.
| was touched by his gesture, aware that the suljas a sensitive one for a man troubled by
his own loss of hearing.

Howard's doctor flew in a specialist from th&sE one of the country's top men in the field
of children's diseases. My own physician later taklthat the man's bill, for one day, came to
$15,000, which Hughes quietly paid. But there wathimg those or any other doctors could
do. We were advised to place Daria in an institutio

| am not sure that anyone who has never faceth & problem can comprehend the
heartache that goes with such a decision.

| resisted giving up Daria. Oleg and | had ledleverywhere for help and for any kind of
encouragement. We found almost none. Once, | thekchild with me to visit Pearl Buck,
who had won the Nobel Prize and whose book The Gfaoth was later a motion picture.
Miss Buck - the mother of a retarded daughter nthe her forties, could only offer her
sympathy. She said | must come to terms with whdthappened; | would find no comfort in
self-deception. "These children," she said, "oftea to old age. The less of a mind, the less
stress one feels, the less sleep they need, theelikelly they are to live on."

For years | could not voice the reality of @&gicondition. It was a subject little discussed
in those days, and written about not at all. It vea®ther social taboo. In some places,
mentally retarded children were still hidden inicstt | often asked God why this had
happened to me.

Eventually, | knew | would have to confront skefeelings and give up my hope of her
recovery. Every doctor Oleg and | consulted, arefehwere a dozen, gave us the same
verdict: Daria was hopelessly retarded. She wowddnprofessional care an a permanent
basis. She would, they told us, grow to a normaihtgbut her mind would remain that of a
speechless little girl forever.

By the time she was four, | knew we could dthimgy else for her. Oleg and | had struggled
with her care and loved her so; we had clung asvbesould to a sinking marriage. Now we
decided to seek a divorce. The added strain ofngomiith Daria's plight and our own
helplessness had exhausted us. The marriage hadMeadened by our two jealous natures,
and Oleg's frustration at being seen by othersaidyf as the consort of a movie actress. We
both suffered for it.

We sold our house in California, and | returtedhe East with my mother, to find a new
home for Daria. We settled on the Langhorn Schodennsylvania. Nothing in my life had
so wrenched my heart as did the drive up to thet&\fhont doors of the school the day Daria
was admitted. The emptiness inside me was likeve.ca

She was a sweet little girl, with her goldeml€@nd soft skin. Physically, she looked like
any other little girl turning four.

A few weeks later, my sister and | went backvigit her. Later we drove idly around,
enjoying the rolling green countryside, until walreed where we were. My father lived with
his second wife in a town nearby, not many milesnfiDaria's school. We stopped at a store,
looked up his address, and decided to drive past.

| don't recall which of us made the suggestionwhy. But sometimes daughters are
hopelessly curious about a gone-away father anddvislife. We found the house, drove past
slowly, but didn't stop. In a large picture windewe could see two children, a boy and a girl,
both fair-haired, who in a way looked so much hkg Daria with those golden curls.

Pat and | drove along in silence. But | thoughtmyself how cruel it all seemed that
someone who left our mother, who had hurt us soulshhave healthy children, while mine
was retarded.
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We had no intention of dropping in on themouild not have done so, even if we had been
expected. The pain was too deep, and now it wastiattd up again.

My father spent the rest of his life as a gantin farmer on that Pennsylvania estate owned
by his second wife. He had four children by heg, dtdest a month younger than my brother's
oldest child.

Many years later, Butch went to a reunion atcHkiss, and a friend mentioned having just
met his brother, somewhere in the crowd. Butch amasised. "I have no brother," he said.
The fellow stared and said, "Well, he went to s¢hmwe. Said he was the brother of Howard
Tierney."

Then it dawned on Butch. He did have a brottiiegugh his father's second family. He had
never met the boy, talked to him, or thought albont. By then, Father was already dead and
the malice was gone. But Butch was stunned. Canilyagine having a brother and not
realizing it, not even in the back of your mind?

As the doctors had warned me, Daria never ingtoShe has never talked or seen clearly,
and has heard few sounds. We have never knownatak joy of sharing a letter or a
mother-daughter phone call. But on my visits shalugays aware of my presence. She sniffs
at my neck and hugs me.

For many years | felt cheated, but | kept itrtgself. | had a daughter, and yet | did not. In
those days, my friends kept telling me how braveas. | held my head up and never wept.
They were paying me a compliment, they thought,lahdught.

But when my breakdown came, when my illnesps#d me of my reserve, | cried all the
time. | cried for Daria, and for me, and | cried feours, until | often didn't know where the
tears came from, or what had started them. Wheavé qip Daria, | was outwardly very
strong about what had happened. But, of courseytiumd went unattended.

| found myself looking for solace. One day, dppened to be watching a television
commercial for a product called White Rain shampuaaich showed a darling little girl with
curly blond hair walking under an umbrella. All @ice | thought, that is Daria as she was
meant to be. | realized that there were countiétés girls like the one in the television spot,
not damaged before birth.

And | made up my mind then not to suffer agarer our loss. Ever since, whenever | see a
golden-haired moppet of a girl, | say to myselthahk God, that child is happy and healthy."

Daria has spent most of her life in three ddf¢é homes, the latest near Philadelphia, where
one of her companions is the retarded daughtereaflBuck, now in her fifties. Daria has
turned thirty-five. She has the mind of a ninetesmth-old child.

The memory comes back to me now of the daydtwtor came for her in the admitting
office at the Langhorn School. She looked preciéuem the time she was out of the crib, |
had dressed her in French clothes, little frocks witials on them.

| had begun to waver at the last moment. Tretadshook his head and said gently, "Mrs.
Cassini, you can't keep this child. You may havetlaer. Why don't you think about that?
There is no chance this child will get well."

"Couldn't | keep her around," | asked, "and joge her?"

No, he said. "That would be unhealthy for yaog hopeless for her.”

And so Daria was gone. In the months aheactdrbe increasingly baby hungry. No one
can know how badly | wanted another child. In 199&g and | reconciled, and a year later
Christina, our second daughter, was born fine aadthy.
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| don't believe | ever really accepted thelftgaf Daria's condition until my grandchildren
were born. They are adorable, and Tina proved tsulsl a good little mother that, at last, |
was able to tell myself, and to know, that life slge on.

Daria's birth had been the beginning of a darkemimg for me. | wondered why God had
punished me by afflicting my child. | felt guiltdould not explain, and self-pity that | could
not throw off. A mental illness may be set in matloy a series of factors, one or all of which
awaken the sleeping flaw. This setback was thedomgeground, | now believe, of the
emotional problems soon to come. | had been bdttbse the exposure of my father's
weaknesses, but | faced them. Daria's disabiligceed a greater cost, the more so when |
learned what a vagary of fate had brought it about.

A year after Daria was born, | attended a temarty on a quiet Sunday afternoon in Los
Angeles - at whose home, | no longer remember. dngovoman approached me, smiled,
and asked if | recognized her. She said she wHwiwomen's branch of the marines and had
met me at the Hollywood Canteen.

| shook my head.

Then she said, "Did you happen to catch then@emeasles after that night?"

| looked at her, too stunned to speak.

"You know," she went on, "I probably shouldeli you this. But almost the whole camp
was down with German measles. | broke quarantiredmee to the Canteen to meet the stars.
Everyone told me | shouldn't, but | just had to"dghe beamed, then added, "And you were
my favorite."

| stood there for a very long minute. There waspoint in telling her of the tragedy that
had occurred. | turned and walked away very quicklyAfter that, | didn't care if | was ever
again anyone's favorite actress.

| have long since stopped blaming the lady nearimyself, God, or Hitler for what
happened to us. But Daria was, of course, a way, l@n in 1943. | suppose it has always
been true that, in wartime, the most innocent suft®.

Daria was my war effort.



With Rita Hayworth, Stephen Crane (at right), and husband Oleg Cassini. Wit Hénry Fonda in 1962.

Chapter 12
Over There

In the months leading up to World War Two, thereswaendency among many Americans to
talk absently about "the trouble in Europe." Nothihat happened an ocean away seemed
very threatening. The distant guns were killingustyers.

| could never share those sentiments. | hactlied across Europe at nine, and returned at
fifteen to spend two years at a Swiss boarding @chdy classmates were from England,
Spain, France, Italy, Germany, Egypt, and India;tell-to-do daughters of the world. Most
of them and their families, on one side or the tiveuld find their lives caught like tangled
fishing lines in the coming war.

Those years, and those young girls, were Speciae, a bar of the music that shaped the
woman.

| have always told friends, and believed it elfyghat my father sent me to school abroad
because he wanted to give me the best possiblagalucBut he also saw it as a means of
getting me away from the telephone or, more cdgreaivay from the boys who kept the
telephone ringing. | was not allowed to date aeéh, and this restriction led to sometimes
tearful protests on my part.

Mother was torn between her sympathy for me laydlty to my father. One day she
mentioned the dispute to a friend, who was Fremgth younger children of her own. The
woman threw up her hands. "When my children géietthat age,” she said, "l will shoo them
right back to my mother in France, so they canmolite American children, allowed to run
around as they please at fourteen."

That night my mother repeated the conversatany father. "Why, that's a marvelous idea
for Gene," he said, his eyes lighting up. He foumdist of European private schools
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recommended by Vogue magazine, and wrote for qaiakh He was impressed with one
called Brillanmont, in Lausanne, Switzerland. Wiwenhad all the data he needed, we held a
family council.

"All right, Gene," he said, "I can afford tonse you over there, but only on these
conditions: you have to stay for two years. You'ttcaome home on holidays, and | don't
know if your mother and | will be able to visit yoWould you be willing to go on that
basis?"

| was being asked to give up my home and fafolytwo years, not a slight sacrifice for a
girl at a sensitive age. But | answered quicklythaut thought: yes, of course, | would do
anything to go. That idea had a special glamouhé 1930s; to study abroad, to discover
another culture and other languages. It was likegoappointed, at fifteen, to the diplomatic
corps.

That is the way | remember it now. | must haeen homesick, but not enough to take the
edge off my first taste of independence. | leart@edrust myself. It was an unworried,
uncomplicated time for me, and my health was fine.

But the two years, | learned later, were trouhlones for my parents. By the time |
returned, we had lost our home to the bank, andeton between them was deeper. If | felt
any guilt then, | can no longer identify it. Didelel guilty for not knowing of their distress, or
for being away from them and enjoying it? Paremsetimes shield their young from the
wrong truths, for the wrong reasons.

| sailed for Europe in the early fall of 193@y mother had made every arrangement she
could think of for my security. She asked a frieadvirs. Chumleigh Jones, to keep an eye on
me until the boat docked at Le Havre. There | wdset met by a teacher from my school. We
would change trains in Paris for Lausanne.

Meanwhile, my Aunt Lelia's husband, Paul Datag heard that an actor he knew was to
be a passenger. He sent word that his niece wauthlboard. | was sitting in a deck chair, a
day or two out of New York, when the gentlemanadtrced himself and invited me to tea.
Few words were said, and almost none by me, bujdyed the stares as | swept into the
salon on the arm of the elegant Mr. Douglas Fakba®r. He was sailing for London to
marry Lady Sylvia Ashley. He told me | was verytpreand | do not think he looked at me
as a girl of fifteen.

When the boat docked, the teacher was nowbdpe seen. She had overslept, as it turned
out. Mr. Fairbanks offered to share his train cortipant with me, as did a Milwaukee dentist
and his wife.

All things considered, and as innocent as ugd Mr. Fairbanks's intentions were, |
decided | would be better off with the couple friviilwaukee. | had a vision of my parents
passing out, if a picture appeared in the paperthaf daughter stepping off a boat in the
company of Douglas Fairbanks. | don't imagine fasdee, Lady Ashley, would have been
thrilled, either.

Dear Mrs. Jones, my mother's friend, had thgshadio operator send a wire to our home:
"TEACHER NOT HERE. GENE TO EMBASSY WITH COUPLE FROMILWAUKEE."
Mother was more puzzled than panicky, wonderingtwlea child was doing, floating around
France with strangers, unable to speak a word efhdfr. The dentist delivered me to the
embassy in Paris at about the same time the slesgmher appeared to report a missing
American girl.

At Brillanmont, | made friendships that were last a lifetime. Sadly, some of those
lifetimes were all too short. The time of HitlerdaWussolini had come. At night we would sit
on the floor in our rooms and wage what we thougbte grown-up political arguments.
Liana Balbo, the niece of a famous Italian aviateas often at the center of them. Italy had
invaded Ethiopia, and some of us seemed to holddsgonsible. "We need the land," she
shouted back at us, "can't you see?" We triedro faur own opinions and express them, but
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girls of fifteen or sixteen don't take political hgaval very seriously. We usually ended up
laughing.

We would learn soon enough that war flips lieesund like soggy laundry in a washing
machine. Years later, after the armistice, | begetting letters from my former classmates.
Few of the movies that Hollywood made about thatogehad the drama of the stories their
letters told so simply.

Joan Stephens had endured the London bliteedevith the International Red Cross, and
after the war was assigned to finding homes fopldied children. Through Joan, | first
learned in a personal way of the horrors perpeatréte the Nazis. She wrote of finding
children with numbers, like cattle. "Gene," shalséayou can hear all sorts of stories, but this
| saw with my own eyes."

While traveling with the Red Cross, Joan sesddor news of Liana Balbo. Her uncle had
died in a plane crash, one possibly arranged, veedhdy Mussolini, who was jealous of
General Balbo's popularity and feared him as arpiaiereplacement.

Everywhere Joan inquired in Italy about Liashe met with silence and evasions. She
began to realize that people were shrinking from tetil one day in the office of a lawyer
she learned the truth. "I hate to tell you the mggrish things that happened in my country
during the war," he said. "But Liana was murdergdhe partisans.” She had been at a dinner
party when the partisans broke in, rounded uphallguests, dragged them into the street, and
shot them in cold blood. A lot of the killing thaent on in the late stages of the war was not
very selective.

My roommate at Brillanmont had been Sylvia Mwihose parents were one of England's
beautiful couples. Her mother was a stunning bldrat, father a partner in Lever Brothers,
the makers of Lux toilet soap. | saw him once drdsa a tall gray hat, striped gray trousers
and a coat that looked like a cutaway. It is caladorning suit and | was impressed to learn
that English gentlemen wore them to their offices.

Sylvia spent the war years at home in Londonth& height of the German blitzkrieg a
bomb fell so close she was literally knocked oubed. "It was very inconvenient, really,” she
said. The British have a way of treating braveryaasecessary but minor chore, such as
beating the carpets.

Every time | returned to England through thargeto make a picture, Sylvia was kind and
helpful. She rented homes for me, and once hirgdvarness for my daughter, Tina. | had
known Sylvia as a lovely, gay, wistful girl whosétitade toward school was one of
indifference. When my own Tina showed no early esidgism for schooling, | consoled
myself with Sylvias example. As we struggled oveszrf€eh lessons, Sylvia would often toss
her textbook aside and say, "I'm not going to Ilgara silly language. I'll never use it. I'm
going to make my debut and go home and marry th& elmible man in London." And she
did. He was wounded in Italy but fortunately receee

Sylvia would speak to me in English and | woaldwer her in French. At Brillanmont, we
were on the honor system. One had to do extrarassigts if one did not speak French, the
required language. Sylvia was willing to do theraxtvork and | was not. She always
admitted her infractions and | admired her honeBtyt. she had the darnedest workload of
homework of anyone in school.

She became a typical English lady, tendinggaeden, like Mrs. Miniver, living in a lovely
home filled with flowers. She died of a stroke @75. | will never think of England without
her.

Cut off from my own family, holidays, ratherath being a lonely and brooding time, gave
me a chance to see more of Europe and enlargaehdghips | had begun.

| spent Christmas of 1936 with the family ofddg Paust in Oslo, Norway. Dagny was a
gifted skier, spirited, with a generous nature. §laelly introduced me to a young man she
described as "last year's boyfriend." Arne was aall dark-haired. He spoke only a few
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words of English and none of French. We practidadlg to use sign language, but we seemed
to understand each other.

Arne, at twenty-four, was still in college. kMeas very open about his affections, in the
Scandinavian way. | was shocked one night when Padroyfriend parked his car and they
began kissing in the front seat. Inspired by tegample, Arne tried to kiss me. | pushed him
away and said, "No, | don't do that." All threetloém turned and stared at me.

Arne did not discourage easily. "l save my pesiiand come to America," he promised me.
The day | left to return to school, he appearetthatailroad depot with an armful of red roses
and a book. Haltingly, he said, "I vent to a bookstand ask for book not for a child." That
was his way of saying | was a woman. The book Aféer Many a Summer Dies the Swan
Aldous Huxley, and | was quite flattered. The begks about mistresses and love, written in
English. | doubt that he knew what was in it.

As we waited to board the train, Dagny's parasked, "Gene, aren't you going to let Arne
kiss you good-bye?" Another surprise. | could moagine my mother and father suggesting
such a thing. But Arne walked me down to the endhef station and | let him kiss me
goodbye.

| hoped he would write, but then came the w&ad | never heard from him again.

But Mrs. Paust wrote, telling how the Nazis Iachded Norway. Her husband was thrown
in prison, her home commandeered for a Germaneoffiéhe and Dagny and her son lived in
one small room. The Norwegians are a resourcefaplpe She had learned, through the
underground, that the Nazis were taking her hushartive dental work outside the prison.
She dressed herself in white, like a nurse, arehged to be in the dentist's office. When her
husband settled into the chair, she leaned ovdabésand smiled.

In time, Mrs. Paust would win for herself a tioate in the history books. She had a hand in
bringing to justice Quisling, the prime minister Nbrway, whose name would become
synonymous with the word "traitor.” On the day Qo handed over the government to the
Nazis, she filmed the entire ceremony, including fitene of Quisling shaking hands and
laughing with the Nazis. She hid the reel in a aad buried it in her garden before their
home was occupied. At the war-crimes trials, Hen fwvas introduced as evidence and helped
convict Quisling of collaborating with the enemy.

Dagny's younger brother, Dagfin, was imprisobgdhe Gestapo on suspicion of working
for the underground to aid the British Royal Airré® His mother heard they were going to
hang him. A trial was held, but the evidence waslear, and, one way or another, Dagfin
won his release, shortly to disappear. In the fimagéks of the war, a young boy delivered a
message to Mrs. Paust, scribbled on toilet papavas from Dagfin. The note said to meet
him at the railway station on a certain day. He waing home to Oslo. She had thought
him dead.

By then the Allies had landed in Norway. On éippointed day, Dagfin greeted his family -
wearing the uniform of the R.A.F. Mrs. Paust turpete. Her son had been a spy, after all.

From another of our class, a Danish girl nafdiedy Louise Bramsen, came yet one more
story of escape and exile. She wrote me of thetldayNazis marched into Denmark, when
King Gustav defiantly wore a black armband imprihw&th the Star of David, as all Danish
Jews had been ordered to wear. "If the invadersepate the Jews," he declared, "they
persecute me."

Blond and slender, Mary Louise was the daugbiter Gentile mother and a Jewish father,
a banker who had lived in China in his youth antpé@ bring electricity to that country.
Fearful of what might happen if they remained imBark, they fled one night to Sweden,
the entire family squeezed into a small sailboattie rough and chilling voyage to safety. |
still remember the words of her letter: "You canashything if you are terrified enough."
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One can rarely be certain at what point a yagirigpecomes a woman. It was hard for me
to imagine my friends facing such trials.

| wrote naive and breathless letters home, elauny at life-styles that were unknown to me.
"Mother, dear,"” the letters always began, and dfterusual recital of schoolwork and well-
being, the latest gossip would be dropped: "Marantioned last night that her mother is
dating the Duke of York. They are both married:tlgrawful?"

Maria was Maria Sieber. Her mother was MarlBredrich.

Another letter described the excitement at stluver the engagement of one of my
classmates to the Maharajah of Jaipur. "Ayeshaaiting for her fiance to arrive," | reported.
"She will be his second wife. He has another at éyobut Ayesha says it will be all right
because he will love her better than the old one."”

At the end of my second school year, in theraemof 1937, | joined my brother and two
of his Yale classmates in Paris. They planned ttcomacross the Continent in a new Ford,
with a homemade trailer attached to haul our lugg&n our way to the Italian border we
encountered hills so steep we often had to geadifpush the car. We visited eight countries,
staying at inexpensive pensiones and ferretinglmiguaint inns where the food was filling
and cheap. Between June and mid-September, IlnEieve we missed a museum, cathedral,
palace, or battlefield in all of Europe. Includitige passage home, our expenses - Butch's and
mine - came to eight dollars and forty cents a day.

In Germany we hired a guide named Hugo Naumeso, introduced us to the work of
Rubens; he looked like a Rubens painting himsedf.ydung and athletic kids, we were not
especially interested in looking at paintings dfgaople. But Hugo adored Rubens' art, even
located the old master's home and showed it tdMestoured Dresden with him and sat in the
church where Bach had played the organ.

Hugo Naumann was an educated man, a profassbe iwinter months who supported his
family as a guide in the summer. He took us tohume in Dresden to meet his wife, and
over glasses of beer we talked a little politidghéy are going too far with the Jewish issue,"
he said. "I like Hitler, he has done good thingstfe country. But we cannot persecute any
race of people.”

When we said good-bye, and prepared to leaesden, Hugo asked us to write him on our
return to America. We did exchange letters with ,hiq until the day that one came back to
me marked "address unknown." Many years laterckqa up an issue of tliReader's Digest
and found a story with that title - "Address UnkmoWAnd my mind raced back to Dresden,
and | wondered if that mild, portly professor wéseaor dead.

After the war, | learned from my friends of ithexperiences, and | ached for what they had
lost and suffered and for the wreckage of what been. Faced with pain, with hate, with
despair, little wonder that so often we yearn foe simple pleasures and memories of
childhood.

What a different world it was when | first gadlfor Europe in 1930 with my mother, sister,
and brother to spend six months abroad. The stewarthe boat arranged activities for the
younger folk. One day he suggested it might be tmrpitch an old champagne bottle
overboard with a note inside and see if anyonevesedl it.

| was chosen by the group to write the notervblgs and excited, | simply scrawled: "If
found, please return to the Unquowa School, Bridggi&onn."

The steward corked the bottle, and one of nepdis, a boy of about eleven named Teddy,
tossed it over the side. The message was thentfengor nearly a year.

Then one day at school during assembly, thecypal announced, "We have a letter from
France, from a fisherman who says he picked uptéebat the Bay of Bisquelage" The
principal cleared his throat. "The fisherman sagpltked it up thinking someone had been
lost at sea. Would the person to whom this notertys please step forward?"
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| did not budge from my seat. There was a Ipagse before my brother stood and said,
"I'll take care of that, Mr. Churchill." At whichgint I leaped from my chair, gulped down my
shyness, and said, "It's mine. It's me the let&orgs to." So saying, | walked to the stage
and fetched the note and the Frenchman's lettethiSaday they are framed and hanging in
my mother's home.

| suppose life is a little like that, isn't & message in a bottle pitched out to sea, to be
carried by the winds and the tides, washing ugherbeaches we could never imagine.

We cannot calculate the numbers of people wfipfled, or were fished out of Europe just
ahead of the Holocaust, people who enriched ownsei art, and society. Some of them
found their way to Hollywood. One was Otto Premmd®orn in Vienna, the son of a man
who was once the chief legal counsel to EmperanFdasef. Otto was a fine actor in Europe,
who went on to become more renowned as a dirdd®mvould direct me in the movie that
was to be my best-remembered. It was cdlkara.
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Here is Gene in her most celebrated role as Laura, In the prebikini days of
in the film of the same name, withe, with Clifton 1945.
Webb (as Waldo Lydecker), produced by Otto

Preminger for Twentieth Century Fox, 1944.

Chapter 13
Laura

... Laura is the face in the misty light,
footsteps that you hear down the hall;
The laugh that floats on a summer night
that you can never quite recall,

And you see Laura on the train

that is passing through.

Those eyes, how familiar they seem.

She gave her very first kiss to you.

That was Laura ... but she's only a dream.
Johnny Mercer

When you have spent an important part of yourpifeying Let's Pretend, it is often easy to
see symbolism where none exists.
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The role most often identified with my careeasathat of the title character biaura. The
part was unusual in that Laura dominated the sierg presence, felt but unseen, for half the
movie. She was the victim of events she had natedeand could not control. Laura was a
woman of mystery and glamour, unattainable, thel kihwoman | admired in the pages of
Vogueas a young girl.

| have never been easy with explaining thingdy this works or that does not. Rehearsals
and screening rooms are often unreliable becausg ¢hn't provide the chemistry, the
currents between an audience and what appearseastafe or screen. A great work may
stand on its own. But if the chemistry is therepainary story becomes something better. To
analyze it further is like trying to explain air.

Laura had the chemistry. | am not being modest whery ltisat people remember me less
for my acting job than as the girl in the portravhich was the movie's key prop. Then there
was the haunting title song by Johnny Mercer, andcly plot: Laura, believed to be the
victim of a murder, reappears to become a suspect.

Whatever the reasons, through the years theenb@came a cult favorite. No salute to Fox
is complete without a film clip from it - usualliz¢ scene where the detective, Dana Andrews,
dozes in a chair and suddenly the girl in the pecappears before him, Laura come to life. |
have had people teil me that they set their cldokget up after midnight in order to catch
Lauraon the late, late show.

| liked the script, but after one reading waenthused about my role. The time on camera
was less than one would like. And who wants to @gyainting? The treatment of the story
seemed unorthodox. The first half was narratedhey Glifton Webb character, the writer
Waldo Lydecker, who is secretly in love with Lalmat finally tries to do her in. The second
half was told from the viewpoint of the young déitez, who falls in love with her portrait.
Would the device work? In truth, only Otto Premingad absolute faith in the project.

| had heard that Jennifer Jones turned downpdre before Fox offered it to me. It is
possible that | did not mind the part so much asidea of being second choice. "If Jennifer
Jones doesn't want it," | asked Darryl Zanuck, "whguld 1?"

"The role is right for you, Gene," Zanuck asslme. "You'll be good in it. And, you'll see,
this one will help your career."

I had a hunch he might be right, and | alwaisitto play my hunches. Really, | was in no
position to be picky. | had not made a picture weroa year. My husband was still in the
army. The extent of our baby daughter's problens nedt yet known. | needed to get back to
work.

The word "actress" has always seemed less a jabiplésn to me than a title. | did not feel |
had earned mine ydtaurawas to be my first suspense film. Whatever myreg®ns, | had
the title role, a chance to establish myself asadihg lady.

Throughout my career, | was to be cast as atigogirl, an aristocrat, an Arabian, a
Eurasian, a Polynesian, and a Chinese. Producptdrigeng to type me as an exotic, slinky
creature, the kind who are always leaning agaiiisirg That wasn't me. Of all the people |
have known, | am probably the least mysteriousd ho trouble playing any kind of role. My
problems began when | had to be myself.

Starting with the casting afaura, nearly every decision became a contest, but somdéh
all worked. The head of the studio, Zanuck, opelitjiked his producer, Otto Preminger. In
turn, Preminger fired his director, Rouben Mamauliand took over the film himself.

Nor was Otto satisfied with the portrait of rdene by Rouben's wife, Azadia, then a
popular Hollywood artist. It is one of the curidiasts of movie-making that paintings seldom
transfer well to film. Otto felt that mine lackeket mystic quality he insisted on having. He
sent me instead to pose for Frank Polony, the atpdotographer whose pictures of me as a
starlet had appeared in so many magazines. Ottdhmmane enlarged and lightly brushed
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with paint to create the effect he wanted. So gwettait" of Laura was, in truth, a blow-up of
a photograph.

In a sense, even the title song was a compeoniiseminger had wanted to use Duke
Ellington's Sophisticated Ladwgs the theme music. David Raksin, the musicakttire had
another idea. He came up with the haunting melbdy dohnny Mercer blessed with a lyric,
andLaura became a classic. The song may have been thearilpf the movie that did not
have the Preminger touch.

Otto had gotten his way with Zanuck. in castiwg of the major roles: Dana Andrews and
Clifton Webb. Both were regarded as gambles. Andrexas unproven as a leading man.
Webb had never made a movie, but had spent hisrcaneBroadway and had an image that
was, well, prissy.

Webb had just left Noel Cowardéithe Spirit in which he had appeared for almost a year,
virtually quitting the show one night and arrivitige next on the set afaura. It was pleasant
to observe at close range the professional refigdateen Clifton and Preminger. The role of
the acid-tongued Waldo Lydecker was the most demgndf all, with long stretches of
dialogue.

There was a wonderfully brittle edge to Cliftdyis manner, his speech, the way he moved.
Part of what came across on the screen, the impresta man very tightly strung, was true
in person. After we finished filming, he sufferechervous breakdown and checked himself
into a sanitarium in New England. He came out aédted and restored, but the main effect
of his analysis was to encourage him to treat lather rudely.

As we prepared to leave his home one afternmisrmother asked him to help her with her
coat. Clifton drew himself up and sniffed, "Fend yourself."

| scolded him instantly. "Don't blame whatet&s gone wrong on your mother,” | said.
"It's too late for that." | never understood thedty, once popular among doctors, that blamed
mental disorders on too little or too much motleeel My own mother was my darling. If we
must build cases, certainly one just as strongoeamade for the unsettling effect of a father's
love suddenly withdrawn or denied.

Laura paid off for everyone connected with it. Cliftonedb's performance won him an
Oscar nomination for best supporting actor. Theezaman Otto chose, Joe LaShelle, who
had never worked with a first unit before, won keademy Award for best photography. Joe
was determined to make a success of his big opptyritHe would take ages to light a scene.
Every time | heard him say, "No, no, it's not rightcould feel my teeth clench, and | knew
there went another hour or two of waiting for tigts to be reset.

| was on the set before the sun came up, antilad home at eight or nine in the evening.
Once Oleg, furious over the eternal delays, wal@atb the set and took me by the arm.
"Come on," he roared, "it's not worth it. Nothisgworth it. We're going home." And we did.

Oleg knew better. The effort was worthwhit@dm Daily choseLaura as one of the year's
ten best motion pictures. What a tasty moment & fea Preminger, who drove himself, and
us, so hard! He was simply tireless. When the oéshe cast seemed ready to drop from
exhaustion, Otto would still muster as much vigomdnen the day began.

| never felt my own performance was much mdrent adequate. | am pleased that
audiences still identify me with Laura, as oppoedot being identified at all. Their tributes,
| believe, are for theharacter- the dreamlike Laura - rather than any giftsdught to the
role. I do not mean to sound modest. | doubt thgtad us connected with the movie thought
it had a chance of becoming a kind of mystery atass enduring beyond its generation.

It defied any of the usual Hollywood successnialas. The picture started out with a "B" -
due in part to a feud between Zanuck and Premivgerwere a mixture of second choices -
me, Clifton, Dana, the song, the portrait. If itnked, it was because the ingredients turned
out to be right. Otto held us together, pushed ldtedi what might have been a good movie
into one that became something special.
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Preminger looked the part of a fencing instuett a Prussian military academy. With his
perfectly bald, eggshaped dome and basset-hoursd leyecould charm and intimidate you at
the same time. | should add that | was never arddtid when he was not a gentleman.
Unlike certain other directors of that period, la&lmo insecurity and did not feel obligated to
attempt the seduction of his leading ladies.

I never understood the friction between Ottd Barryl Zanuck, although one can assume
that two such hefty egos, out of different cultureeuld not coexist sweetly. Zanuck was like
most of the studio bosses of his day: tough, areatharming when he had the time, a crude
but polished man. He was always fair, often gengrtmume.

The war was going our way in 1945, when | @sdd with John Hodiak and William
Bendix in A Bell for Adang based on John Hersey's prize-winning novel. Cragion a
fragment of the real war, not the mock one we wdmang, would break through the daily
chatter. The director was Henry King, one of thetigst of people. One day on the set he was
unmerciful in his criticism of some of the actorlis rudeness was so out of character that |
looked at him in disbelief and, | am sure, in dmawyal.

Later he called me aside. "You think I've baérute, don't you?" he asked.

“No," I said uncomfortably, "but you can't shea people that way. It isn't civilized."

I noticed now his face was flushed. He droppisdvoice and said, "I'm sorry I've been so
tough today. But I've just learned that my son issmng in action."

Henry's son, an air force pilot, had failedréturn from a combat mission. Eventually he
was reported to be a prisoner of war and, thankdreaeturned home after the armistice. For
Henry King, the war - like so many Hollywood movielsad a happy ending.

Not many weeks later, | was at a cocktail parg evening in Romanoff's when Zanuck
told me he was thinking of giving me the part oeilin Leave Her to Heaven had read the
novel by Ben Ames Williams, coveted the part, andvk Fox had bought the film rights. The
role was a plum, the kind of character Bette Davight have played, that of a bitchy woman.
| don't think | have such a nature, but few actes=sn resist playing bitchy women.

I quickly told Zanuck that he would never regtef he gave me the part. In a few days he
called back and said simply, "You're Ellen."

The director was John Stahl, who had startednotine early days of the silent movies. He
was an elderly gentleman by the time | met him,Hmustill had a reputation for bringing out
the best in an actress. | soon realized why. Haveilsuch confidence in me that | blossomed
under his approval.

He could be a taskmaster, too. One Saturddy,nigst before quitting time, he suggested
we run through the scene we were to shoot on Mondaying. He wanted the cameraman to
see how the scene would play so he could workhautighting of the set. This was a crucial
moment in the picture - Ellen, an insanely jealoufe, drowns her husband's kid brother
rather than risk sharing her husband's affections.

| was anxious for Stahl to see me play thesea find out if my interpretation was on the
mark. After | had finished my lines there was athuihen suddenly Stahl groaned. "That was
perfect, just the way it should be done. But, obdGyou will never get it again, never in a
million years."

| walked over to his chair and said calmly, '€@ifurse, | will. I've been rehearsing it that
way all along. | can do it again. | promise you."

Ignoring me, he rose and called out, "Quittiimge." He left the set, mumbling, "You will
never get it that way again. Never!"

The rest of the weekend | was a wreck, wornabgut Monday morning. But to Stahl's
surprise, | recreated the scene exactly the wayl Irehearsed it.

Cornel Wilde was my leading man, fresh from higccess as Chopin iA Song to
Remember One scene took place in the library, where | wasropose to him. Stahl
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instructed me: "Most men seduce the woman. Yowreggto seduce this man. | want you to
be like a serpent.”

The scene was difficult for Cornel, who was niea be weak and couldn't quite bring it
off. At the end of each take, and there were sévira gaffers on the crew would whistle at
me. Ordinarily | wouldn't find a whistle flatteringut in this case it meant approval.

Impatiently, Stahl waved his hand at the crewl &urned to Wilde. Theyall seem to
understand how the scene should be played," herddeda"why can't you?"

Leave Her to Heavewas not an easy film to make. The really good aedom are. We
went on location to Arizona and to Bass Lake intmenn California, and there were long,
anxious drives each morning, along roads that se¢mbave a precipice at every corner. At
one point | had to swim in an icy mountain lakeNlavember, and was pulled out and given
nips of whiskey between shots to keep my circutagjoing.

On location, | enjoyed the company of a lovgbung actress in one of her first roles,
Jeanne Crain. She played my younger sister and fiine job.

John Stahl died in 1950, with a long stringsoperb films behind him, among thedmly
Yesterdaywhich introduced Margaret Sullavan to the scregm The Keys of the Kingdgm
which made a star of Gregory Peck. | am gratefuldion for allowing me to play Ellen as |
understood her.

As much as any part | played, Ellen had meafongne as a woman. She was jealous in a
sad and destructive way. Jealousy is, | thinkwibest of all faults because it makes a victim
of both parties. Although treated subtly in the lhaand the movie, Ellen was without a doubt
insane. She believed herself to be normal and wloekeonvincing her friends she was. Most
emotionally disturbed people go through such aestdge equivalent of an alcoholic hiding
the bottle.

That performance brought my only nomination dor Academy Award. Oleg was beside
me, and also beside himself, as we waited in tliéeaae that night through the endless jokes
and introductions and acceptance speeches. "Ygaing to get it," he kept saying, "you're
going to get it." | really didn't think so. And wihe heard the audience applaud the film clip
of Joan Crawford as Mildred Pierce, | knew. Joaawdord won the Oscar for the best actress
of that year.

My own disappointment was lessened by the abiovi, new to me, that | had developed a
difficult character and not just a pretty face be screen. | had been challenged by the role,
and to have been nominated for an Oscar was exaiteenoughleave Her to Heaven
became a box office hit. | cherished a call from gnoducer, David Selznick, and his wife,
Jennifer Jones. After seeing the picture at a twi\sxreening, they phoned to say how
impressed they were with my portrayal of Ellen. Ilobod compliments are not always
worth much, but I admired them both and theirs ggeame.

Yet | suppose the most sincere compliment bfcame from a gentle black lady who
cooked for friends of mine in Cape Cod. When | wentisit their home, they asked in some
embarrassment if | would speak to the cook. "Siseskean your new film," the wife said, "and
when she heard you were coming she threatenedve.le

| went to the kitchen and said hello. We clthtiad, after a few minutes, the cook smiled
and said, "Oh, ma'am. You sure were mean in tlatiq@. Now that I've seen you, you are
real nice."

All during this period, my career was thrivirdgt my private life was not.
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Chapter 14
A Stranger on the Set

| remember the moviBragonwyckfor a reason unrelated to anything that appeanefilra.
We had a visitor to the set one day while | wanga@ scene with Walter Huston, who played
my father.

In a proper doomsday voice, Walter was readingassage from the Bible when the
director, Joseph Mankiewicz, called out: "Gene!rrsiowly and look into the camera."

| turned and found myself staring into whatdught were the most perfect blue eyes | had
ever seen on a man. He was standing near the caweaeing a navy lieutenant's uniform.
He smiled at me. My reaction was right out of aidadromance novel. Literally, my heart
skipped.

Obviously, | could not return his smile. | had wddk do. But when the scene was over, |
stepped forward to meet the man whose blue eyesigahed mine, and whose name turned
out to be Jack Kennedy. | no longer remember whrodniced us, but he said Jack had just
returned from the South Pacific. He was with anfdieKen O'Donnell, who later married the
actress Phyllis Brooks. A coy thought flashed tigfoumy mind: | was glad | had worn a
lavender gown for my scene that day. Lavender waasob my best colors.

That night | wrote a long letter to my sistetold Pat | wanted her to meet this strikingly
handsome young man from Boston. She wrote baclaskeld, "Who is meant to fall for him,
you or me?"

By the time | received her answer, | had seak Kennedy again at a party given by Sonja
Henie. Although | had a date, Jack came alone hanklept cutting in on us. Finally he said,
"It's a madhouse in here. Let's go in the othenrand dance. It's quieter."

Dance floors do not lend themselves to earc@stersation. But we talked over the music
and around it. At one point he said, "I could dalice this the rest of my life." The words did
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not sound trite at all. | decided right then it Wwibbe very easy to fall in love with him. | was
half annoyed with myself, as little as we knew anether, but the thought stayed.

Jack was tall and still thin from the monthsspent in navy hospitals. He had the kind of
bantering, unforced Irish charm that women so ofiieth fatal. He asked questions about my
work, the kind that revealed how well he alreadgwnthe subject. His father had once
invested in the movies, he told me. He did not moantut | learned later, that his father had
an eye for the actresses of his time, among thenoM®avies and Gloria Swanson.

We had dinner together, and then another, ankl Bad to leave. We made plans to see
each other again in the East. | finisH&gonwyck a forgettable picture; but not for me and
not for Joe Mankiewicz. It was his first credit aslirector. When Ernst Lubitsch suffered a
mild heart attack just before the shooting begam, asked Joe, who had written the
screenplay, to replace him. Lubitsch was latereskizith the insecurity most of us feel when
faced with the prospect that one's replacementtraicfiually succeed.

Watching on the set one day, he turned to nadesard, "What have | done? How could |
give our picture to this novice? He knows nothing."

It was true that Joe was then unschooled ateuera movements. But he was a willing
and brilliant man, not embarrassed to ask the camem for advice. They responded to his
openness. | told Lubitsch | thought his film wagood hands.

Joe Mankiewicz would go on to direct othertéreknown movies, including\ Letter to
Three WivesAll About Eve and Cleopatra A nephew, Frank, became a journalist, got
involved in politics, and served as Robert Kenrnegyess secretary in the campaign of 1968.
On the night Bobby Kennedy died in Los Angeles,nkrankiewicz read the last medical
bulletin to the reporters, and to the country.

John Kennedy came into my life at a good-baek tin that spring of 1946. | was separated
from my husband, and though | had not yet fileddimorce, both believed our marriage to be
ended. | was nearing the decision to place Dariaretarded child, in an institution. Jack
understood. He told me about his sister Rosemang, ad been born retarded, and how his
family had loved and protected her. The subject avelsward for him. The Kennedys did not
survive by dwelling on their imperfections. "Gendi& said, after a silence had passed
between us, "in any large family you can alwaysd Bomething wrong with somebody."

A few weeks later we had a date for lunch invNéork. Jack was now out of the navy and
running for Congress. He flew down from Boston, rehke had taken part in a St. Patrick's
Day parade. He called for me at my mother's apartmstill flushed with the day's
excitement. Of course, we Irish don't really neleousands of people surging behind a big
brass band to have a parade. One guitar playea wl people whistling will do the job.

In such a mood, we bounded into the streethanaksked, "What shall we do first?"

"l guess a cocktail is in order," | said.

"An inspired idea," he replied.

| suppose we looked like any other young cougd®ing a reunion celebrating a few
months late the end of a war that had gone ondng &nd cost too much. Jack hailed a taxi
and quickly noted the driver's name on his cabnBee "So you're a Kelly," he declared.
"Would you be kind enough to take a Kennedy andean€y to the Monte Carlo Club in New
Jersey? | know it's against the rules to driveaiUtlew York, but we're hoping you'll risk it.
How's your sense of adventure, Kelly?"

The cabbie laughed and said, "Well, now, Ita@sist that."

Jack was wearing a new gray felt hat. He lipdétft it behind in the bar, and | don't believe
| ever saw him wearing a hat again, not even irhatqggraph. Early in his presidency, |
remember reading that the hatmakers of Americapted that he was setting a poor example
for the country.

Jack was partial to French restaurants. Onbtnggf the Versailles, in New York, we
listened to Edith Piaf sing the love songs that enlael famous. One was called Longtemps, a
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line of which | can still quote from memory: "A Ignlong time after the poets have
disappeared, their songs will live in the streets.”

Known as the Sparrow, Edith Piaf was a tinyicdée woman in a simple black dress, with
a dozen violins behind her. She sang her heartamdit,yours. She was then the mistress of a
boxer named Marcel Cerdan, who a few years latat ©h a plane crash, flying to America to
fight for the championship.

| don't recall how many dates Jack and | hadl,nmany, before | told my family and a few
friends that | had met a young man who would besiBemt someday. That was his goal. He
talked about it in a way that was unselfconsci@assanother might talk about going to work
in his father's store.

He told me how, after his return from the Pacifie had sat for hours on a park bench in
San Francisco and thought about his dead brotber, His father wanted him to go into
politics, as Joe had been expected to do. Joe dwd the Kennedy family choice to become
the first Irish-Catholic President. He was kille @ secret bombing mission to Germany.

"It wasn't what | had in mind, what | startadt to do," Jack said. "But | had a commitment
to Joe. And to my father."

In college, he said, he had visions of beingriger. His Harvard thesis had been published
as a book, Why England Slept. He later edited drmaitaJoe, to which each family member
contributed a reminiscence. And he wrote anothalle@d Profiles in Courage, while he
recovered from surgery for the back injury he seffiewhen his PT boat had been rammed
and sunk.

He was twenty-nine when he ran for Congres®utite slogan "A new generation offers a
leader." The lIth district elected him by a margfr78,000 votes.

| could see the drive he had, the sense of paweguired from being steeped early in
Boston Irish politics. On occasion, when we visited mother at her home in Greens Farms,
Jack would have with him one of his ward heeleesrty, rumpled men who left cigar stubs
in her ashtrays. Mother fed Jack milk and cookmethe kitchen, but she could not mask her
distaste for his companions and didn't try. Onaeadked Pat, "Why can't he get a better class
of people around him?" Pat laughed and said, "Mothe's a politician. He's not on a polo
team."

| was tense, uncertain how they would read, fitst time | took Jack home to meet my
family. Butch had heard rumors we might be getsegous, and he did not receive the news
gladly. He had done his graduate work at Harvarémdack was a student there, knew him
slightly, and didn't like him or his politics. Weene New England Republicans with a natural
suspicion of rich Democrats who take up with therpo

| got out of the car first and dashed aheathéohouse, hoping to disarm any resistance.
Patiently, Jack stretched out on the thick graasyn| hands clasped behind his head, face
turned to the sun. He was perfectly content.

My brother would not even let me in the fromtod He did not feel, he made clear, that
there was any future in my dating a Catholic (tierfeys were Episcopalian). "Any girl who
is going through a divorce," he lectured me, "aad & retarded child, has no business looking
to have her heart broken any more. | don't adnoregr him for getting mixed up with each
other."

With that he headed for his car to go play.ga¥ he walked past, Jack - still sprawled on
the lawn - raised up on one elbow and said, "H&ldgch."

"Hello, Jack."

Nothing else was said. | was on the verge afsteBut my mother had been observing John
Kennedy from her bedroom window. As Butch drove efie opened the porch door and,
motioning with her arm, called out: "Pssst. Youngmml'll let you into my half of the house."
Slowly, smiling, Jack got up and together we walkethrough the back door.
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Jack was single and eligible and not yet aonati figure. Still, we tried to keep our
romance out of the gossip columns, and for the ipagtwe succeeded. | visited him once in
Washington and sat quietly in the guest balconylev@iongress was in session. A reporter
spotted me and asked what | was doing there. Tignguickly, | said that | was studying the
government. "Oh, some kind of movie project?" heeds| nodded. "Something like that."

At that moment Jack picked me out from the iflob the House, waved, and ruined my
story. | just didn't think that dating an actreststhat point, would be very good for his career.

I am not sure | can explain the nature of 3ackarm, but he took life just as it came. He
didn't try to hide. He never worried about making impression. He made you feel very
secure. | don't remember seeing him angry. He veasl gvith people in a way that went
beyond politics, thoughtful in more than a matewaly. Gifts and flowers were not his style.
He gave you his time, his interest. He knew thergjth of the phrase, "What do you think?"

A few months after | met Jack, | told Oleg isvtime | filed the divorce papers, a step we
had kept postponing. | was badly shaken by my psirdivorce and for a long while believed
that any compromise was better. But by then, oars kess a marriage than an entanglement.

Oleg knew the Kennedys. He liked Jack and diddmstrust his intentions. But he worried
about what was ahead of me. "Don't you understahd?5aid. "Jack can't marry you. No
Catholic is going to marry a divorced woman. Hishilg won't stand for it. Gene, be sure you
know what you are doing."

Just as Jack Kennedy was a ladies' man, imiter sense of the word, so was Oleg
Cassini. Many years later, he would tell an intewer: | was guilty of many breaches of our
marital vows. Mostly, | believe in retrospect, besa she was the big star and | was the
nothing guy. | had to get even with the world besgali was not recognized. There was a
recurring, negative pattern. | would get drunk.duld get into frequent fistfights."

When | began to see more of Jack Kennedy, @tegediately found comfort with a blond
starlet who was getting the full Hollywood treatrherde began to be seen everywhere with
her. Even though | believed we no longer had atdifgether, | was disturbed by his interest in
this young girl.

| have no memory of a party where Oleg saysjuaareled over her, and | tried to scratch
his face. He caught my hands, held me off, and: s&uthat is this? Are you kidding me?
Listen, you're the one who left. How can you demamnm@ccounting of my nights?"

And | blurted out, according to Oleg, "But sheobt right for you!"

Those minutes are among the blank spaces, dulnlteor forced out, | don't know. | do not
like to see anger expressed physically, and litikess when | am the one doing it. Oleg and |
once threw a few spoons at each other in a scatevds almost comic. Once, in a mental
hospital, | would attempt to hurt one of my doctdist the impulse frightened me more than
her, and | regretted it immediately. | considered weakness to show temper, and | always
tried to control mine, probably at a cost to myself

Oleg sometimes accused me of being suspiciessgure, and jealous. Most women are, at
one time or another. Falling in love is a lark.lirRgl out of love is hard, and letting go is
harder.

I have always known that | do not handle coisiusvell. | was tugged now in many ways;
still trying to sort out my feelings about Olegadm to Jack Kennedy and he to me, he said.
But we were both unsure of where that road woudd .l&nd, finally, as if another distraction
was needed, some of my Hollywood friends thoughoig Power would be a nice husband
for me.

By late 1946, we were filminghe Razor's EdgeTy was divorced from the lovely
Annabella, and Oleg and | had gone through ouripujiarreling stage. Ty and | became
great friends. Everyone on the set thought he hadsh on me and was rooting for us. | have
no doubt that the studio tried to promote a newspeagmance out of our closeness.
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There was something abotite Razor's Edgehe attractiveness of the people in the cast,
that inspired good faith. They were a cast of pelds professionals: Clifton Webb, Herbert
Marshall, Anne Baxter, John Payne, Elsa Lanches®nvell as Ty Power and me. Oleg
designed the costumes. He was as ready for thecéivas | was, and neither of us felt
uncomfortable.

The film was a homecoming for Power, his fis&irring role since his return from the
marine air corps. Even my family tried to nudge imte his arms. My father read about us in
the papers and wrote to encourage me. "Seemsudteanice boy," he said. | did not answer
the letter.

The romance was only happening on the scredon't recall a set where there was more
cheerfulness, much of it provided by our very Bhtidirector, Edmund Goulding. When he
wanted to describe to you how a particular sceneldhbe played, he would step in front of
the camera and say, "May | be you?" Then he wordchptly act out the entire scene.

Goulding had a butler, with him for years, wiractically lived on the set and was almost
his double. He dressed in a navy blazer and geks) the same as Goulding, and imitated
his speech, or tried to. Goulding told hilariousris about his boyhood, working in his
father's London butcher shop. "But, really,” hedsdl always preferred the 'swells." His
mother often visited the set and would overhear hieaving a tale of his impoverished
youth. "Why, Edmund," she would reproach him, "hcan you say that! Why, you had a
French governess at the time." We never knew winidfelieve but had a good time guessing.

Ty had an impish streak of his own. For a relglt scene, he persuaded the prop man to
fill our glasses with champagne, instead of thealglain or colored water used in such
scenes. After a few takes, we felt quite gay amakesl. This was the silent sequence, with
music over it, showing us doing the town in PaWgée had little if any dialogue, while
Russian gypsies played enchanting music. The dtath@ special glow that came out of our
champagne glasses.

Ty and | lunched together often during the fiigy One day, when | was not in the scene to
be shot and not scheduled to work, Ty sent a motayt home: "There is no sunshine on the
set today."

On November 19, 1946, there was a party in Newk to celebrate Clifton Webb's
birthday, and mine, which coincided with the opgnat the Roxy Theater afhe Razor's
Edge In those days a New York premiere was as closee&wven as an actor could expect to
get, and a great boost to the pictures selecteduon treatment. It was part of the era of
tumult and searchlights and huge crowds, an egdone.

This was to be the first great postwar spladsHallywood-made razzle-dazzle. Twentieth
Century-Fox put us up in the largest suites inBheclay Hotel. Thousands swarmed outside
the theater on Seventh Avenue, near 50th Stre#t, police ropes holding back the crowds.
As they stirred it was like the undulation of theean.

| wore a black tulle evening dress and a whitaine jacket, and Van Cleef and Arpels
draped me in loaned diamonds. A necklace | wore lveagght the next day by a man who
wanted it for his wife. The store thanked me fatéoing the sale by sending over a gold and
sapphire charm.

The guest list for the premiere included so&yegates from the United Nations, an array of
New York socialites, the Duke and Duchess of Wind&dare Boothe Luce, Frank Sinatra,
opera's Lily Pons and her husband, the conductairédiKostelanetz. As we scurried out of
our studio Cadillacs in front of the Roxy, the crblaroke through the ropes and stampeded to
get near their idol, Tyrone Power.

We were all jostled in the commotion and | f@lmoment of panic. Then, behind me, |
heard a voice ring out. It was my mother. "Now,Kdtere," she said clearly, to no one in
particular, "this is ridiculous. | will die for aacse but not for a movie premiere."
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Somehow we wedged our way into the theater. Wihe lights came up after the
screening, we knew we had a hit. It was a festioeg that gathered in the Terrace Room at
the Plaza Hotel to celebrate my and Clifton's ldiays. Ty asked if he could stop by my suite
after the party. He said he had a small gift for me

My mother and sister discreetly ducked intoltedroom when Ty arrived. He did not stay
long. After a few minutes, | said, "You know, Tymlgoing up to the Cape tomorrow to visit
a friend of my mother's. While I'm there, | hopesé® Jack Kennedy."

There was an awkward silence. | opened my hgradms up, and said, "That's the gist of
it."

He nodded. "Have a nice time," he said. Andelfte not angrily but quietly. The gift was a
pretty silk scarf with the word "Love" embroidered it. | was flattered by the thought. | kept
the scarf for years but never wore it. | finallygat to Pat.

Ty was warm and considerate. He had a beadiéié@. But | could not fall in love with Ty
Power, having met Jack Kennedy.

| did stay with my mother's friends at Cape Cddl Wright and his wife. Jack met me at
the station, wearing patched blue jeans. | thohgHboked like Tom Sawyer.

It was a good week - swimming and sailing, watln the beach in the moonlight, the
pleasure of each other. | met some of Jack's faamly later told Pat | thought they were
divine. Their loyalty impressed me. The brotherd aisters were attractive and self-assured.
They had goals, and they turned out to be working eontributing members of society.
Given their wealth, they could have been dilettaimiebeachcombers.

We continued to see each other, though we oftea separated by most of the country. It
was for Jack that | wore for the first time onelod ankle-length, New Look dresses of 1947,
made famous by Dior. By then | had taken an apartnmeNew York with Pat, planning to
live there when | wasn't in California making pies. When | walked out to the car, Jack
stared at the length of my dress and blurted, "Gdod, Gene, what is that?"

I laughed and said, "Jack, you better get tsed It's the New Look. You're going to see a
lot of them. This is just one of the first.”

He was still making a face as the car swung irdffic. "Do you think," he said, "that if
someone told me to wear tails in the daytime bexé@usas fashionable, | would?"

| said, "Maybe not, but women do." He just dhbes head. He later married a very stylish
lady, but | believe it is fair to say that clothesre not his weakness.

We were having lunch one day in New York. Jusfore we were joined by some of his
friends, he looked at me and said, out of the BMeu know, Gene, | can never marry you."
In the chatter, the exchange of greetings as ®ds settled into the other seats, | said
nothing.

Then it was time for Jack to catch his fliglhick to Washington. As he moved away from
the table, | sat still, and in a voice just abowetasper | said, "Bye, bye, Jack."

He stopped, walked back across the room, aidd Isia smile a little off center, "What do
you mean? That sounds kind of final."

"It is."

We looked at each other for a long, timelessnerdt. Then he turned and left to catch his
plane.

A few years later, | was having dinner in PaasMaxim's, with Michele Morgan and her
husband. Jack was there, at another table. He tilaa bachelor, preparing to run for the
Senate. | had put those years and thousands of imgieveen us, then looked up to find us
twenty feet apart. He asked me to dance. As weldicsaid, "Isn't it time we started to see
each other again?"

| said, no, not for me. | was too crazy abaut to risk renewing something that could only
end by hurting us both. Less than six months ldtezad of his marriage to Jacqueline Lee
Bouvier, a bride | felt sure his parents approved o
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From the beginning | should have known ouraittn was hopeless. | have never talked
with reporters about Jack, and until now had newvetten about us. Only he knew how
serious his feelings were. But, obviously, whenamnrtells a woman he can't marry her, if he
feels compelled to say so, then the subject must haen on his mind.

| saw Jack one other time before he becamederdsin 1956 | had been through my first
breakdown and was between hospital stays. An otder, Doc Holden, a New York society
figure, a friend of Serge Obolensky and nearly ywee else, invited me to dinner at El
Morocco. We ran into Jack. My excitement must hsivewed when Jack asked me to dance.
When we left, Doc looked at me closely and saikkri€ you're really on air."

The next day Jack dropped by my mother's apantiiio see me. He had heard the stories
about my illness and cared enough that he wanteddgdor himself how | was. At the time |
was doing very well.

Mother walked into the living room and sat ledfrslown as we talked. She whispered into
my ear, "Gene, I'm going to stay here. He's a méman."

| said, "You don't have to, Mother. It's ajit."

"No, it isn't,” she said. "I'm not going to Weayou alone with a married man, especially
when you're both well known."

Finally, Jack smiled and suggested we go faratkk. Outside, under the street lights, we
talked about my iliness. | told him | had begurr¢alize that | was one of those people who
cannot handle problems and disappointments bygngirwork harder.

| asked him about his family. He said Bobby kador seven kids (on his way to eleven),
and | gasped, "My God, what is he trying to do,yafe the world?" Jack laughed. "No, only
Massachusetts."

When | returned to the apartment, my motherteco know what he said. | said, "He
asked me, 'Does your mother always sit in the radrmn you have a friend call on you?' That
was the first thing he said."

"And what did you say?"

"I told him, 'Yes, she's terrible.™ And | galwer a quick kiss on the cheek.

In the 1970s, two magazine articles appear&dmraly that were embarrassing to me. One
said that Jack Kennedy had fallen in love with melryoke off the relationship at the urging
of his father, who felt my being a divorcée wouitpiede his political career. The other story
claimed his mother had come between us, and quoteas referring to her as "Rose."” In fact,
| had met her only once and had never referrecetpih public or in private, as anything but
Mrs. Kennedy. We were introduced at a March of Birbenefit ball in New York, when |
was still the wife of Oleg Cassini. The senior Kedy remarked that night to Oleg on how
graceful he thought | was. He said he wished héddowe me to teach his daughters how to
walk.

No one really broke up our relationship, natkkafather nor his mother nor my family. |
did not date him again because | knew the conseggenould not be happy ones. In truth,
ours was a sweet but short-lived romance. Whent Ihine he was a serious young man with a
dream. He was not a womanizer, not as | understanterm.

When | would hear someone repeat a piece ddig@bout Jack, or read of some lady's
confession in the newspapers, | thought of my Gethdr Taylor. | remember being told that
he was a staunch defender of President Hardingey"a@he persecuting him," he would say to
my grandmother, "because he has a mistress. Anthanag’s an unhappy man." He would
wait for her to agree with him. Whether she didhot, he would add, "l don't believe a man's
morals have anything to do with his statesmanship."

In the years after we met, and since his dédttiye thought often about the charming navy
lieutenant who went on to become our youngest éeasi | wore my heart on my sleeve for a
long time. But what digging | do now in the pasarseffort to explain my life, not his.
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In 1960, when John F. Kennedy was electeddgd/thite House, | sent him a telegram that
said, simply: "CONGRATULATIONS. | KNEW YOU WOULD MKE IT." On the other
hand, | had voted for Richard Nixon, a decisionegaed not by my heart or by the character
of the men, but by the conservative influence ofuplringing.

| was to see Jack once more. In 1962 the mighase and Consenin which | had a part,
premiered in Washington. My new husband, Howard, laeed | were invited with Otto
Preminger and some of the cast to lunch at the &\Hhatuse. | sat next to the President. There
was a softness in his eyes when he asked how béeml

| said, "I'm a very lucky woman, Jack." | gladcat Howard, sitting opposite us. "l have a
husband who loves me even when I'm crazy."

Jack laughed, and | think we both then felt fatable.

Some women feel the best cure for a brokenthsaa new beau. In my case, nothing
worked out until | met W. Howard Lee, of Texas. lahch in the White House, looking
across the table at my husband, | felt a surgewé.ll knew that after many years, | was
finally over my feelings about Jack Kennedy.

When he was assassinated in November of 19@8evVved for his family, and for the
country, and for the might-have-been love in allisf
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Clark Gable in Never Let Me G With Humphrey Bogart in The Left Hand of God, 1955.

Chapter 15
Divorce, American Style

Unlike the stage, | never found it helpful to bedon a bad picture. Still, | once heard that a
Fox executive had said to Darryl Zanuck, "Gene nigst better actress than some people
think. How else could she survive so many awfutysies?"

For years it never occurred to me to questiejudgment of those in charge at the studio. |
sometimes wanted roles | didn't get, or showedenough interest in some | might have had.
But | only refused one script and was suspended,fabout a week. | turned dovwNalls of
Jericho because | just could not fathom the charactehefdirl | was to play. Anne Baxter
replaced me.

The word went out at Fox that | was being cdeisd for the lead iRorever Amberbased
on the sexiest book of that time. Superstardomrates were forecast for the actress who
won the part. | disliked what | heard of the scaptl thought the story was trash. Oleg urged
me to go after the role. | wouldn't. Linda Darrflyed Amber.

Perhaps | should have been less anxious tal avdight, and refused more scripts than |
did. But | was not cut out to be a rebel. Thoseinets that made me vulnerable in private
served me well in my work. The studio bosses likegl fact that | was not difficult. The
public perceived me, I think, as a nice personfaid me blameless.

Even indifferent pictures can be useful. They the way a screen actor tells time and
measures distance. They become a kind of calendaroad map.

The Ghost and Mrs. Muiwas the movie | made before | went back to Olegstd
limping slightly an a broken foot.

Near the end of 1947, | found myself at a flisrhouse, bounding up the stairs two at a
time, barefoot, hurrying to see her new baby. Thendl was Fran Stark, Fanny Brice's
daughter, and she thought | was acting when | gutigself to the top of the steps, grimacing
with pain.

"Oh, get up, Gene," she said. "You're all right
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"I can't walk on it," | protested.

"Don't be a sissy," she said. "Stand up andecsee the baby."

On the way home, still hurting, | stopped at dogctor's Office. He X-rayed the foot and
said it was broken. | felt almost jubilant as lledlFran to teil her | wasn't a sissy, after all.

The mishap caused a slight delay in the filmahdhe Ghost and Mrs. Muitin which |
played opposite Rex Harrison. The cast includedyérgle young Natalie Wood, then playing
little girl parts. | saw no sign of Rex Harrisofesnous temper. He was always studying his
lines, concentrating.

| had planned to leave at the end of the picttor New York. The director, Joe
Mankiewicz, knew | was anxious to get away. He daiduld leave as soon as | was able to
shoot my last scene. | went to my doctor and, tn&objection, insisted that he remove my
cast two weeks early. The foot had not completended and kept me in pain. But | did the
scene and took off for New York.

There Oleg began to court me again. He hatkedtdis own company and was on the rise
as a couturier. Success agreed with him. He wataec, more mellow person.

We had turned to each other instinctively. &swl think, an acceptance of life by both of
us; an admission that things had not gone welltapar

We had ridden out our marriage on a seesawasilte end Oleg had been gallant. When
one reporter went fishing for an unflattering reknabout me, Oleg replied: "Gene is the
greatest girl in the world."

The reporter said, "If she's the greatestigithe world, why are you getting a divorce?"

"You'll have to ask her," he said. "Maybe I'nt worthy of the greatest girl in the world."

| had received an interlocutory decree, buEahifornia a year had to elapse for a divorce to
become final. In February of 1948, my attorney, i&saMillikan, called and said he was
preparing the papers and | could pick them up ancMaO0. | told him to wait a little. He
laughed and said that sounded like good newsdIreaybe it was.

We thought we could patch up our differencessbéttom, they all came down to the fact
that | was a movie actress with a large incomeQ@ieg) needed his own identity. Now he had
one.

Everything else had been a symptom. His fightidrinking, wandering. My walking
around the house at night, studying my lines. | laed too much with my work and not
enough with my husband.

In some ways | knew | would never change him atold myself | would no longer try. |
didn't want him to change. | would be the organiaed. | knew he would never have the key
to the front door when we returned home after anmg out, so | would have it. | knew he
would never know the address when we started owt party, so | would call ahead.

So we reconciled. A new beginning. Not an idea. Oleg needed to be near his business.
| would join him in New York after each picture. Mypsences had been one of our most basic
problems. Now we faced separations of up to sixkewe€ommuter marriages are hard on the
mind, and everywhere else, but we had to givecitance to work.

| returned to California to begin shooting ©hat Wonderful Urgewith Tyrone Power
again as my costar. When we went on location to \&lley, Oleg flew out for a few days.
The title must have been catching. Another visitothe set was Linda Christian. Ty was in
love with her, they were crazy about each othet,lamas happy for him.

During the picture, | realized | was expectmg second child. As soon as | was free, |
rushed back to New York. Oleg was designing théuross for a new Mike Todd musical,
and that summer we were often with Mike and Joam@&ll, his wife at the time.

We lived on the top floor of an old brownstddkeg and his brother Igor had bought. | am
not sure why we had no air conditioning, but pdgdie shape of the windows and the age of
the wiring discouraged us. As a result, we seldasset a chance to go out to a restaurant or
a nightclub, postponing as late as possible owrmeto those sweltering rooms. In those
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years, many clubs had signs on the sidewalk agduggtinot their food or entertainment but
"REFRIGERATED AIR."

Then November rolled around, and on my birthdlag nineteenth, our daughter Christina
was born. | was fascinated by her perfection aadrass. She tossed her head back and forth
in her cradle from the minute we brought her homoenfthe hospital. | watched and studied
her with joy. | knew at last that we had a healfthyd.

Not long after the birth of Tina, the studiaified me | was to play Anna GouzenkoThe
Iron Curtain, a Cold War story about a Russian defector.

There were bitter currents winding through Metod in 1948, many of which, | am sad to
say, | did not fully understand until years lat€he screenplay fowhirlpool, in which 1
played a kleptomaniac, was written by Ben Hecht, under another name. He had been
blacklisted in the industry purge of those suspkofehaving Communist sympathies. During
that period, producers were able to hire talentegeswriters, working under assumed names,
at a fraction of their former fees. Ten years wopéss before Otto Preminger defied the
major studios and broke the blacklist by giving tbal Trumbo credit for the screenplay of
Exodus

| found myself in a new and puzzling phase gfHollywood years. Oleg and | were trying
very hard to rebuild our marriage. He had missedpitess and buyer showings in New York
that spring to be with me on the setghirlpool. When | rejoined him in the East, the movie
columnists criticized me for not living in Califde as if | were somehow being unpatriotic.
One wrote that | was "biting the hand that fed nveétien | did not go east, there were rumors
and raised eyebrows.

| devoted myself to working as often as | coglaving as much as | was able. | was driven
by a desperate need to provide for Daria. My gaad vo insure an annuity that would yield
enough money to cover the care for Daria as lorghadived.

Ma Joad had a line ifthe Grapes of Wratthat stayed with me: "In a woman it [life] is all
in one flow like a stream.” Not mine. My life wakd drive traffic, all stop and go. | was
working, traveling, and trying to be a wife and et

Tina went with me in 1950 to London, where Ida&light and the Citywith Richard
Widmark. Oleg flew over and we had a little fremei together. We went to Paris for my first
visit since the war, and he helped me pick out stowely creations at Piguet that stayed in
style for years.

Tina was then about six months old and herentnaveled with us. England had not yet
recovered from the war and many items were stiione@d. My English roommate from
boarding school, Sylvia Hambro, came to our resbriaging us fresh eggs from her house in
the country. And the Widmarks supplied us with sasiecanned milk they had brought along
from the States.

London is a city of gentle memories for me. \Wieer | had an afternoon open | went to a
different racecourse - in England horse racinglyaalthe sport of kings - usually with the
Widmarks. It was in London that | tasted my firsamimi. Everywhere the cast was invited,
the host all but met us at the door with a traynaftinis, under the impression that no one in
our country drank anything else. (American movies that.) Not wanting to appear rude |
accepted one and soon learned to enjoy a cocletatdodinner.

Whatever problems | have had, drinking was newe of them. | would not allow it. You
have to look good before the camera, and liguowshea a woman's face. Hollywood has
turned out some famous drinkers, but | would gubas there is more drinking per square
foot in the social life of Bridgeport, Connecticat,Houston, Texas.

It was in London that | met Noel Coward, whadays | had read, and about whom | first
heard years before from my Aunt Lelia. She so aglinivis wit and brilliance, she said, that
he was the only man she ever met who terrified Ihesuld not imagine one so clever as she
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was holding anyone else in such awe. You can ineagin apprehension when Clifton Webb
invited me to dinner, with Noel Coward and Marlédetrich.

At school in Switzerland, Miss Dietrich's dategth Maria Sieber, had proudly shown us a
collection of photographs of her mother. Most oérthwere in costume as Catherine of
Russia. Her father paid a visit to the school acaygahd took Maria and me to lunch. | thought
him rather elegant. | had never seen a man withteaifingernails before.

For Miss Dietrich, | dressed in my very besir Noel Coward, | decided that if my Aunt
Lelia had been intimidated, my only bet was toay little. | was excited and nervous when
Clifton arrived for me at the Dorchester. The glanus other couple would be waiting for us
at the fashionable restaurant.

| was introduced to Miss Dietrich, who was medifty then and had never looked more
stunning. When | turned to meet the formidable NoeWward, he caught me off guard with
one of the most flattering remarks ever addressedet "I want to tell you, Miss Tierney, you
gave me one of the most memorable evenings | eactirhthe theater in your fillbeave Her
to HeavenWhen | saw the expression on your face in theieecg in which you drowned the
boy, | thought, 'That is acting.™

The unexpected compliment stunned and pleaged oould not help thinking, this, from
one of England's great playwrights and actors. Awtig, if you could only see me now. The
dinner passed for me in a kind of mellow haze.

| finishedNight and the Citybut not without my usual argument with the makewm. |
had stopped wearing makeup for my roles five year$ier, starting withA Bell for Adano
Ingrid Bergman was the only other actress, atithe,twho refused to use any. After my first
pictures, my brother said to me, "l don't undemdteuny you look so much better to the eye
than you do on the screen." After he s&viBell for Adang all he said was, "You're looking
better." For an actress not to need makeup wasamhlod in England, and | had to argue my
way out of it.

Oleg made his acting debut Where the Sidewalk Ends which | played a Seventh
Avenue fashion model. A touch of deja vu. | had keor for John Powers in my late teens,
supporting myself between Broadway jobs. Oleg noly alid the clothes, he let Otto
Preminger persuade him to appear briefly as a dlesigner. When he saw the rushes, Oleg
slumped down in his seat and moaned, "As an aeor & good designer."

In one scene | wore a gown described by a mmagazine as the year's "most risqué."
Made of American Beauty red velvet, it was off #ieulder and figure-hugging. Preminger
called it a "dangerous" dress. The danger came Wiresd to walk in it. | managed about six
steps and made it safely through the scene. Tha gamt back to the wardrobe department.
Where would | have worn it?

The picture was my fourth with Dana Andrewsnhat the beginning of his own serious
personal problem. At five o'clock one morning ther@s a pounding at our door. Oleg was
startled to find Dana standing there, unshavenvesaling. | was just waking up, adjusting
my robe, when | heard Oleg say, "Dana what aredang here? It's time for Gene to be
getting up to go to the studio.”

"I thought we might have breakfast togethee'shid, his voice thick.

We invited him to stay. Obviously, Dana had bheéen to bed. He needed to sober up and
had turned to us as friends. He was drinking hadtveould need years to give it up. | admire
him for doing so, as | admire anyone who rids hifsfean addiction.

There were not many storybook careers in Halysk But an exception was John Lund,
with whom | worked orirhe Mating Seasoron loan to Paramount in early 1951. John had
been a writer for radio in New York, married to lsamming girl who was under contract to
RKO. They kept testing her for parts that neveramalized. Finally, she went to the head of
the studio and said, "Look, you have the wrong memab the family. The one you ought to
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test is my husband."” They did. The studio sentJfgin, gave him a screen test, and signed
him to a contract. His wife happily retired to lsewing machine.

She made all of her own clothes, an economlyltam sure John appreciated. She arrived
at a cast party one day in a taxi, explaining, 'f&/eaving our money and John won't let me
buy a car." Lund was another who refused to becetihy the trappings of Hollywood.

John Lund, Richard Widmark, and William Wellmasre the three actors and directors |
admired the most as men in those years. Wellmanletst known of the three, was a flying
ace during World War | and had a metal plate inHgiad. He was attractive in a quiet, virile
way. There were certainly men more colorful thagsth but they made me more comfortable
than anyone else with whom | worked. All were hpmarried, and | liked their wives. The
pick of the crop is taken very quickly in Hollywood

My mother also found John Lund's looks appeal®he visited the set one day and shook
her head. "It's the darnedest business I've ewr,'sehe said, when | had finished. "Lie in a
handsome man's arms all day and then leave toygmutchusband."

The career of Richard Widmark, begun in 1947still going strong, but his first picture
produced his most famous sceneKlas of Deathhe pushed Mildred Natwick, an invalid in a
wheelchair, down a flight of stairs, as he laugheudishly. The laugh was not in the script.

"I was nervous as hell," Dick would explain. Héh | didn't know what to do, | laughed.
Just so happens | have a weird laugh.”

Oleg and | made plans to vacation in Europé shenmer with his brother, Igor, and his
second wife, Darrah. It was to be a family tripttwiina and her nurse coming along. The
rest of us went ahead and Oleg was to join us iis Aawas June, the height of the season, a
romantic time to see Paris. After two weeks, Olatled from New York to say he couldn't
get away after all. With his encouragement | stayedtraveling with Igor and Darrah, a tall,
exquisite blonde.

My marriage had begun to fall apart again. Separations were getting more frequent and
less painful.

| came home from Europe to makin the Riviera with Danny Kaye, over Oleg's
objection. He could not see me doing that comedyt IBwvas in one of my team-player
moods, and | did not care to get into a contragtitfil always felt expendable. Was that one
of my frailties? | only know that | never had s@tmian opinion of myself that | thought |
could not be replaced.

At home, too, | felt expendable. At one postill clinging to the idea that our marriage
would work if | could only find the right formuld,convinced Oleg to move to Connecticut. |
was going back to my roots. Oleg would commute évN ork on the New Haven Railroad.
| really wanted that suburban housewife's drearh] bidn't discover it until years later, long
after Oleg was gone from my life.

We moved into a house not far from Pat anchineband, Elliott Reid. The first day | drove
Oleg to the train, | swung by Pat's house at aigttte morning, wearing a mink coat over my
nightgown. | looked at her and said, "Now what dio?"

Pat laughed and said, "Now you go back andnclear house, do your dishes, and get
dinner ready."

An hour later | called her back. "l just lookikbdough the cookbook and found a recipe that
takes six hours."

Pat said, "Gene, that doesn't mean you has# &wound for six hours and watch it."

| was looking for tasks that would take up mafsthe day, a bad sign. The country living
experiment did not work out for either of us. Wevwad back to the city.

| finished two other pictures in 1951. The hibétg aboufThe Secret of Convict Lakeas
joining Ethel Barrymore for a cup of tea in theeaftoon in her trailer. As she poured the tea
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into lovely china cups, she confided, "I've neveet able to drink anything but mild
stimulants.”

Unlike her brother John, Miss Barrymore hadrosme a bout with the bottle, or so |
heard. | never questioned her. It was just verpagdeat to sit and drink tea out of those
delicate cups with this grand old lady, who hadegigo much to the theater.

As Midge Sheridan i€lose to My Heartl had my best role in half a dozen years, theysto
of a woman who adopts a baby. The part was one tthathed the chords of my own
experience. | can understand the hunger to haaby b

| do not mean to overstate or be cloying altbet mother instinct, but it was the one
certainty left in my life. My marriage was dissalygifor a second, and final, time. The idea of
commuting between New York and Hollywood no longede sense to either of us. Oleg
had a business to build. | had a career to pufdyanoods were not helped by photographs
of my husband in the company of slinky models.

Oleg had great pride. Being the consort toaress was never a role that he could enjoy.
So he constantly tested himself in many ways, oholg the wild, sometimes crazy fights.
There was one on a New Year's Eve with the richsppoded Jimmie Costello, my sister Pat's
date. And another at the Enchanted Lilac Ball, ewNyork, when a stranger tried to dance
with me. And a time when two drunks in a jeep Keyptnping our car, and Oleg leaped out
and flattened them both.

The incident that probably best reflected theehand-have-not nature of our marriage was
his near-fight with Howard Hughes. During one of sgparations from Oleg, Howard briefly
reentered the picture. His efforts to obtain mddiedp for Daria had endeared him to me.

Oleg was waiting in the garage one Monday nidi had been to the fights at the Sports
Arena - when Howard dropped me off after a dinretedOleg popped out of the shadows
and ran toward the car, shouting, "What are yougldiere, Howard? I'm going to beat the
[bleep] out of you."

Hughes ducked back into his Pontiac and slamimedloor and sped off. As | stood there,
open-mouthed, Oleg ran to his car and roared otteofiriveway, tires screaming. They raced
through Wilshire Boulevard, running red lights, ibktoward reached a townhouse he owned
in the middle of Beverly Hills. Oleg tried to follo him into the elevator but the guards
stopped him.

A month later, Oleg ran into Howard at a paityen by Jack Benny. As Oleg related the
story later, he walked up to him and said evenlyydnt to talk to you, Howard. Let's step
outside.”

"Look, I don't want any problem with you." Homdtried to wave him away.

"It's not a question of your wanting to or néte're having problems,"” Oleg said. "But let's
put the cards on the table. In deference to Gendl tell you this. If you intend to marry her,
| will be willing to step aside because | am suecel gan offer her more than |, at least in
wealth and power. However, | want you to put intivg that you are going to marry her, and
that you are going to settle on her the amount ohey she should have to live as Mrs.
Howard Hughes. In that event, | will contain myideso break your jaw. | will also be happy
for her, if that is what she wants."

“I'm from Texas," Howard said. "My word is goedough."

"I know you," said Oleg. "You are a Texas b___s er.” And he walked away.

| did not date Howard Hughes again, and, takngwledge, he and Oleg managed to avoid
each other.

Oleg wanted to protect me, even when | wasalvadys eager to be protected. In turn | was
a little too much of a romantic, he thought, toclimed to take for granted the clichés of
society.
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With John Sutton in Hudson’s Bay, 194.1. With Dana Andrews in Belle Star, 1941.

Chapter 16
The Playboy Prince

Argentina was the place, aiday of a Gauchthe movie, when | became aware, dimly, that
something had gone wrong inside my head.

My personal life was in disarray. Oleg had bgemn a plane ticket by the studio to join
me in Buenos Aires. He never used it. | was desplgranhappy the entire time the cast was
on location, and frequently sick. When | returneddbllywood | filed again for divorce. The
marriage was over.

The picture was the first starring patt forantisome young actor named Rory Calhoun.
But for me the days passed in a haze.

Not all of it was mental. | had caught cold amals on the verge of pneumonia when | got
there. The movie company had taken over a hotelhen pampas, where the peasants
assembled in the summet to work under the Peromeggme. | had to report there
immediately, miles from nowhere, the sun a livitaprfe and the wind always blowing. | was
too ill to work the first week and had to have shetery few hours from the company
doctor.

For the first time in my memory, | was snappasid rude on the set. | was impatient with
the hairdresser, critical of the director, annogdhe chatter of the crew. | kept complaining
to anyone who would listen that nobody liked me. fiksét, they kept insisting that, yes,
everyone did. | kept saying, no, I'm very dislikédter a while some of them gave up the
effort.
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Eccentric behavior is not routinely noticedward a movie set. It was the fashion in my
time, still is, to feel that all actors and actessare neurotic or they would not be actors and
actresses. Many who said this actually believe8atme were, and a few even knew what the
term meant.

| only knew that | felt like an emotional misfand Argentina was not a good place to get
one out of a depression. Juan Perén was at thbthadihis power. The cast was shown much
of what his dictatorship had accomplished in they w& public housing and orphanages
during tours arranged by the minister of propagaida were also invited, ordered, to be at
the government mansion at seven o'clock one motoibg received by the Perdns. Evita was
not well enough to see us and the visit was cadcele disappointment to me. | had not
recovered from what had now settled into a bad oabeonchitis and was spending whatever
time | could in bed.

When | felt strong enough to attend a few parti met people who had been treated to
other forms of Perdn's hospitality - his prisonsey{ had been political prisoners jailed for the
crime of disagreeing with the regime. They were tigad the moneyed classes who felt that
Perdn was exploiting the poor and was a menacket@auntry's few remaining democratic
reforms.

You could find no one who openly criticized &®rout of fear of being reported to the
secret police. The atmosphere was grim and thatsitua touchy one for the cast. Twentieth
Century-Fox was using up frozen assets of theiredke the picture, with the consent of the
government. We were asked not to be discourteduatever our opinions might be.

Wherever we went, people treated us warmhad hever seen such ardent fans in my life
as those in Argentina. My hairdresser arrived athatgl room between four thirty and five in
the morning, and we would raise the shades tanléght. Even at that hour there would be
fans outside my windows, trying to look in.

We filmed there for three months, and | hadughd Tina and her nurse with me. | left
them at the hotel, where they could be comfortableen the cast traveled out to new
locations. We would be on the road for weeks ainmee,t using the rugged terrain of the
Argentina countryside. But by Christmas we werekbadBuenos Aires.

| was invited to spend the holiday with Henribéti and his wife. | had met them in
California when Henry appeared with the Argentimdopgeam. | found myself at an elegant
estate outside Buenos Aires called Tortugas, ookihg a country club. It was summer in
Argentina and the Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve waebrated outdoors in a candlelight
service. Although the weather created a slight timaep, | listened to the carols and was
moved.

One night the Albertis gave a party, and amtrg guests were two of the renowned
playboys of the world - Porfirio Rubirosa and Pdan&ly Khan. | was distinctly unimpressed
by either of them, but less with Aly Khan. | wasaaes of his reputation - he had been married
to Rita Hayworth and had a long list of conquektsmy mind | labeled him a man of trivia.
Nor was | taken with his looks. He had a soft fand looked, | thought, like a thinner version
of Orson Welles.

My moods swung unevenly, a symptom (I know n@i&)manic depression. When the
mental balance is delicate, a cold or virus carytip over. The reaction is most likely to hit
when you are weak or over-tired or the body is vgoieg a chemical change. Medicines
were not available then to control one's moodsniddter. | wasn't even sure | had something
that needed treating.

When my mood was high, | seemed normal, evaydnt. | felt smarter. | had secrets. |
saw things no one else could see. | could searedltoothbrush. | could see God in a light
bulb.

| threw myself into my work, thinking that wieaer was happening to me could be cured
by keeping busy. Argentina and Aly Khan were sooh @ my thoughts as | returned to
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Hollywood to start my next picture. | was loanedM&M to appear irPlymouth Adventure
as a pilgrim's wife who falls in love with the slsigaptain, Spencer Tracy. The movie opened
as the Thanksgiving feature at the Radio City Mitad in 1952.

In one respect acting is like tennis. When ptay with someone who is better than you
are, your own game is more likely to improve. | \bhave loved doing a more interesting
part with Tracy, the finest film actor of my time.

Part of the movie was shot in London, whererevged an apartment in Grosvenor Square.
Above the square was the Connaught Hotel, wherbafiae Hepburn stayed and waited for
Tracy.

My mother thought he was the most tormented st@had ever met. They had lengthy
conversations about religion. She had returnedetaChristian Science beliefs and could talk
about them in an almost mystical way. Tracy wae& Catholic, married but long untrue
to his wife, and in love with Miss Hepburn for maysars.

A few times he asked me to lunch or dinner.wés relieved that my mother came along.
These dates were perfectly respectable, but Trapy watching the door in case Katharine
Hepburn walked in.

Our director, Clarence Brown, was producingtheo picture in England\ever Let Me
Go. | accepted the role of the Russian ballerina,osgp Clark Gable, Tracy's friend and
drinking buddy. Gable knew that Tracy was a mugbesior actor, but he was fond of saying
that in all the movies they made together Speneeemonce tried to steal a scene from him.

My part was physically demanding. To prepareselfyl had to endure six weeks of ballet
lessons, two hours a day, just to master enoudinigee to get on my toes and do the few
steps that would be required of me. The Russiderive Natalie Leslie doubled for me in the
long shots.

| was thirty-two then, not an ideal age to &kirig up so strenuous an activity as ballet. |
took lessons from one of the great dance mastertgnADolin, and became a patron, if not a
graduate. To this day | love the ballet.

| had my travel squad along: my mother, Timad her nurse. Mother had been working in
publicity in the Fox offices in New York, a job elped arrange but one she did with a natural
flair. Tina was now four, old enough to be amusgdbw | earned a living. Whenever she
came to the set, Clarence Brown would lift Tinaocohis shoulders and say, "Now let's watch
Mommy dance."

My feet were soon badly blistered and achedtaonly. Gable was patient and considerate.
One weekend he flew to Paris and came back witdl\ee $1e assured me would relieve the
pain in my feet. The ointment helped.

Gable was lonely and vulnerable, still lookfiog a replacement for Carole Lombard. One
day my mother said to me, "Gene, you can havertfaat if you set your mind to it." She did
not understand that at the time | was unable tarsemind to anything, much less Clark
Gable.

He invited me to dinner one night and spenttrobshe evening telling me how much he
still loved and missed Lombard, his third wife lédl in a plane crash during the war. He had
gone to the scene of the wreckage and stood tlerkolurs. He remembered how, after a
guarrel, she had bribed a bellhop to sneak a palpwes into his hotel room while he slept.
Years later, hundreds of doves, descendants offitstetwo, filled the pens in Gable's
backyard.

For all his he-man, no-undershirt screen imagaw him as sweet and gentle, a hard crust
with a soft center. | thought that quality was whaie across on the screen and made him
adored by so many. | had no romantic interest ihlé&d considered him an older man, and |
may have been put off by my mother's eagerness.

| was still subject to abrupt personality chesigOne day as Gable, my mother, and |
walked into the hotel dining room for lunch, thenbdabegan to play the theme song from
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Laura. Mother whispered, "Gene, smile. Recognizelthnd. They're playing the song from
your picture.”

Looking straight ahead, my face cold, | saichey are only making fun of me."

Gable took up with one of the bit players, &atdr married Kay Spreckels.

| was offered a part in his next pictuMdogambo but declined, knowing the problems of
taking a small child to Africa and unwilling to l@@vay from her for six months. The part
made a star out of Grace Kelly, who was then datiygex-husband, over the opposition of
her parents.

Losing a part was never a very grave mattenéo | was competitive, but mostly within
myself. | didn't worry about others. | only wanteedbe better than | had been. | didn't resent
the role that could have been mine going to GraelyKI thought Ava Gardner stole the
movie. Not because she is more beautiful. She cian a

For tax reasons, | was thinking of extendingstay in Europe. We had rented a house in
the country, near London, with the fetching naméurider the Heavens." As we drove up
the driveway for the first time, stacks of fresinhpwn hay lined either side of it. Then the
house came into view, a rambling, white stuccoagmet} with a spotted Shetland pony grazing
in a fenced enclosure.

If the place seemed too good to be true, it. wasveek after we moved in, the sheriff
notified us that our landlord was in bankruptcy arelhad to vacate immediately. | was at the
studio when the officers came and carted off al ¢bontents of the house. My resourceful
mother found us a lovely apartment facing Hyde Pamnkl we quickly regrouped.

After London, we moved on to Paris to join mgli@rnia friends Fran and Ray Stark. Aly
Khan was entertaining them and they had found mehanting. | smiled when Fran said,
"The Prince is dying to meet you."

| told her | had been introduced to him in Argea and had been getting that same
message wherever | went. | could not check intotaltwithout finding flowers waiting in my
room, with his card.

Finally, | agreed to join them for an eveninglee theater. | really accepted as a favor to
the Starks. Troubled, unwell, and not knowing whthought to myself, "That's all | need,
some Oriental super-stud.”

My first impressions are easily changed, myjyaliees quickly swept away. That night,
sitting next to Aly Khan, | remembered a dinnertpam New York when his name came up
in the conversation. | repeated my judgment thakobk&ed like "a slimmer Orson Welles. |
can't understand why so many people seem to fimdféscinating.”

Tony Pulitzer, of the publishing family, samtignantly, "Well, Gene, he is fascinating, so
you might as well make up your mind that it's &.fac

Tony was almost angry with me. | was strucknthend still am, by the tendency among
certain men to admire a member of their ranks withew hear he is a great lover. They defend
him like a hero who has gone to the moon. Theydgetnright fraternal about it. When | met
Aly Khan again, | remembered what Tony had said.

| have a way of seeing only the nicest partpexple, and Aly was very kind. | think he
knew | was struggling through a difficult time. M&as another of those rare men who do not
force themselves on you, who hold back and letgakie a judgment.

Aly Khan was trained from birth to be culturadd charming. He was the son of the
world's then richest monarch, the Aga Khan, spfiteaader to millions of Moslems. Aly was
a playboy with twinges of conscience. He demandgsdndependence but sought his father's
approval. For a time he would become Pakistan'saasdulor to the United States.

He received a personal income from his fatliearound half a million dollars. He owned
racing stables in France and Ireland and had imesss all over the world. He was
physically brave, a skilled horseman, fluent inlsixguages, with a refined manner and voice.
He was fascinating.
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My sister Pat later thought that Aly was a steonp of the illness soon to come. She meant
that he was not the kind of man | would have pic&etif | had been well and secure. Pat and
her late husband, Elliott Reid, known as Sonnyjtads me on a trip to Europe and |
introduced them to Aly. He barely came up to Sanekioulder, but Sonny told Pat: "I can see
how women fall for him." Pat was not persuaded. &ltethat Aly Khan saw women as
trophies.

Meanwhile, | was still fighting myself. | fettull and spiritless, and | told my mother |
thought | needed to see a psychiatrist. The ideEnadéd her. "Nonsense," she said. "All you
need is an attractive beau and some pretty newckemresses."

| took her advice with a passion. Fran Starét hshopped and giggled our way through
expensive afternoons at Balmain, Balenciaga, amér@hy. The four of us, Ray, Fran, Aly,
and I, went everywhere together: to the races agtibamps, to dance at the Elephant Blanc
and Jimmy's, then the most popular nightspots imrsPé&/e lunched at the best restaurants and
went to Maxim's for the gala evenings.

After the Starks left for America, Aly and | mued to see each other and became
inseparable. And soon it was time for Tina to netbome for her summer visit with Oleg. |
discovered that the new Swiss governess | had farelder had no visa, and only a few days
remained to obtain one.

| was scrambling back and forth to the Amerieambassy in Paris when a telegram arrived
from Sir Douglas and Lady Fairbanks. | was invitedly to London to attend a dinner party
at their home honoring Elizabeth, the future QueeEkngland. It grieved me to say no, but |
didn't feel | could leave until the papers wereider.

Even so, | don't believe | was as disappoiraedmy mother, who bemoaned my lost
opportunity. For years, she would tell anyone, 'tTgia turned down an invitation to have
dinner with the Queen of England. Can you beli¢?& i

The mademoiselle's visa did clear, and Tinkeddor a month on Long Island with her
father.

| traveled across Europe that summer with AhaK. We swam together, sailed together,
danced and laughed together. | was his hostesseptions. His parties were the beginning of
the jet set. It was easy to be dazzled at firsthlay role, greeting his rich and important and
sometimes royal friends. | leased a house in soutl&ance, close by Aly's Chéateau
I'Horizon.

The months flew by. | did not make anotherymetin 1953. The producer Paul Graetz flew
to Paris from London to offer me the lead in a filonbe called Monsieur Ripois. | had no
interest. "I'm happy as | am," | told him. He tuwin® Aly, who shrugged and said, "What
Gene does with her movie career is none of my corice

| was in love, or thought so, which may or nmay be the same thing. Anyone who gets
divorced, no matter how inevitable it was, goe®uigh a period of wondering if they will
ever be able to care so much again - or have thi@hnto give anybody else. Aly Khan, |
believed then, was my answer.

The warnings of my friends, even of Oleg, h#teleffect. He was no longer my husband,
but Oleg was still my friend. | called him from Eywe, sometimes to talk about Tina,
sometimes just to talk. | told him about my feefirigr Aly.

He was impatient with me. "Look," he said, "yare going to your doom. You are not
going to transform this sybaritic Oriental princega a good Connecticut Yankee." He was
loyal and did not want to see me hurt.

The first to caution me was Elsa Maxwell. Wishe learned | was dating Aly Khan, she
told me, Cassandra-likePfenez garde, mon enfaribon't take him seriously. Only I can
afford to love him. I'm seventy and he cannot Inoet"
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| listened to Elsa politely. It would hardlyveabeen possible to do otherwise. She was a
remarkable woman, a plump and tireless product @bkkik, lowa, who became the ring
mistress of what was then called café society. N® kept secrets from her. No one refused
an invitation to her parties. She was among thst fo refer to the "chemistry” of men and
women. By that she meant: "I want a woman guesketbeautiful. Second, | want her to be
beautifully dressed. Third, | demand animation aivécity. Brains are always awkward at a
gay and festive party. Brains are only a requigiteen the party is limited to a handful of
persons, say six or eight. And, fifth, | expect dibace. It is ruinous if guests refuse to
cooperate with a hostess.

"Above all things, a man should be good-lookihgen he should boast a tailor who is an
artist. Third, he must not be overly married. Tisia matter of attitude. Fourth, men guests
must not only dance well but be willing to dancenafly, all men should have manners. I'd
rather they didn't throw bottles out of the windbw.

To borrow a Jewish word, Elsa was the lasthef greatyentas She had a wonderfully
original mind. Most of all, she understood peo@ée worried about me in private, and in
public, and in print. No one ever wrote a trueeliabout me than when she wrote of my
romances with Jack Kennedy and Aly Khan: "Gene gdwaads with her heart."

I did not make another picture until the sprofgl954, when | returned to London to do
Personal Affairfor United Artists. Aly had family business to ettl to in India, but he
telephoned from New Delhi and wherever his tral@dshim. He flew to London to be with
me when the picture was nearing completion.

My qualms about my mental condition were gettrarder to ignore. | had engaged a maid
in London named Ruby to help care for Tina, butas | who needed her attention. Ruby had
worked for me on other such visits and loved tq@heak rehearse my lines. One day | just
broke down and looked at her with fear and resignat could not remember the words. My
mind was a wilderness.

"Ruby," I said, "l can't do it. | have to giup. Something is wrong with me."

No one who has never acted can understand lewasthting it is to have the lines elude
you. This is the essence of acting, giving powet m@aning to the words on the page. | had
listened with sympathy to stories of how poor MariMonroe stumbled through a script. But
| could not imagine it. | had never had such a |enobsince the day | first resolved to follow
the example of my costar "One-Take Fonda."

People might question the depth of my talentt Bknew my lines. The director could
depend on it. Now the words wouldn't come. How does compare the feeling of standing
on a stage, or in front of a camera, and your mewgh't work? | suppose it is similar to a
concert pianist who can't find the right keys, qitaher who stands poised on the mound and
can't get the ball to leave his hand.

| sent for a psychiatrist who had treated Mivieeigh. He was of no comfort whatever. |
told him, "l just can't carry on."

He studied me and said, "Tell me what you thiv&kproblem is."

“I'm involved with a certain man and | am nappy about it."

He nodded. We talked a few more minutes, jpassing time" talk, and he simply wished
me luck and left. He offered no suggestion. He ‘tiskeem to think | had a problem. Had the
doctor taken my complaint lightly, or had | deceivieim? As an actress, | was trained to
show emotions | did not feel, or no emotion at &l concern must have struck the casual
visitor as "temperament.” But | sensed that my mdwas slipping away, and | feared what
the future might bring.

| would never have gotten throu§lersonal Affairhad it not been for the loyalty of my
Cockney maid, Ruby. She had that traditional Britiesistance to admitting defeat, even
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someone else's. When | told her | could no longpsioeb the script and would have to quit,
she scolded me. "Never mind, Miz Tierney," she .s&@u are going to do it. We will go
over these lines until you know them in your sléep.

When the filming started | never missed a éugy simply would not allow me to fail.

Many years later, a doctor would tell me thad h led a more tranquil life my weakness -
his word - would never have surfaced. What onerithis a tendency, not a disease. The life
of an actress is hardly tranquil, certainly not coenpounded by the rejection of one's father,
a broken marriage, and a retarded child. And whstirict led me to become involved with
two men, Jack Kennedy and Aly Khan, whose needsldvoat meet mine? Some people
enjoy making the best of a bad situation. Was | mosating bad situations so | could make
the best of them?

The doctor also warned me, "Gene, you will mefied the man of your dreams at El
Morocco." | thought | had.

When the picture was finished, | returned tanee with Aly. Outwardly | was happy. At
one point | kept him out of nightclubs for three mttws, surely a record for him. | wasn't
trying to reform him. | simply grew bored with &lie parties, the late hours, the chitchat with
people you really didn't want to know. | talked himo staying home, entertaining a few
friends, playing bridge. | did not expect to tuimhnto a Connecticut Yankee. But | did hope
he would take life more seriously.

| marveled at Aly's ability to become differgmeople. When he stepped off a plane in
Ireland he was completely Irish. With the Islamites was a Moslem. He was English or
French, whatever the occasion and the companyrezfjui was as natural for him to make
people feel happy and important as it was to besath

Aly was very gentle with simple people. He wbglet out of his car on a dusty road and
talk to a beggar or a peddler. The masses loved lhitnhe was unable, or unwilling, to give
up his way of life for them. His homelands wereigndnd Pakistan, countries of tragic
poverty, and Aly did not know what they wanted fréwvim. His life was a circus, but they
needed food. My brother, Butch, who had been t@a|rzhce told me, "Don't ever go there. It
will break your heart." | am sensitive about theopand the underprivileged, and that was
always a barrier to any future | might have hadwity Khan.

Gossip and controversy swirled around us. e from Elsa Maxwell that his father, the
Aga Khan, was alarmed by the talk that we mightrypnaElsa was my champion. "Your
Highness," she said, "Gene is a lady. She's edlicatereled, capable of taking her place
anywhere."

The Aga would hear no more. "l have alwaysvedid my children to lead their own lives,"
he said. "But there is something Aly must know. ¢é@not marry another movie star. He
married one. She gave him a daughter, Yasmin.naagven see her, despite the fact that she
is the first girl baby to be born in our family fawo hundred years. Aly is my heir and must
consider my people. If he marries Miss Tierneyijll mot receive her."

When Elsa repeated that conversation, he was aod resentful. "You know," he said,
"my father had a pretty extensive love life of bgn."

| would realize soon enough that marriage watsod the question for us. Whether | ever
did more than daydream, | can no longer judge. atins crossed at a convenient and wistful
time. Aly was on the rebound from Rita Hayworthwés getting over a divorce and not
completely shed of my feelings for Jack Kennedy whs kind and sweet and cheerful. He
lifted my spirits and, at a time when | needethé brought gaiety back into my life.

He was a magnet to the rich and famous, gesiat@ne world or another. When | was
living in the South of France, he took Tina and tméunch in Saint Paul de Vence, a village
in the hills. As we left the inn we passed PablcaBso on the street, on his afternoon stroll.
Aly introduced us to the artist, who took Tinatléi hand and said to me, in French: "The
child has the most beautiful eyes | have ever Seen.
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My mother had stayed home on a kind of onestaige. The night before, Elsa Maxwell
had asked twelve guests to dinner, not including mother, who would have been the
thirteenth. She was miffed at Aly for not insistitigat she go. To punish us, she refused to
join us for lunch, and missed Picasso. She nevgate herself.

Another day we drove to the suburbs of Pariméet a friend of Aly's, the painter Utrillo. |
dressed for the occasion in my latest Balmain meaan elephant gray, draped jersey, and
touched it off with a red velvet beret from Jacq@agfe. | should not have bothered. Poor
Utrillo was a frail old man suffering from certgomobias, the worst being his fear of women.
After we had visited with his wife and been showouad their home, we mounted the stairs
to the artist's bedroom.

There, among literally hundreds of crucifixe&e saw a pathetic old man in his bathrobe.
When his wife introduced me, he cringed. Aly expéal to me later that the women dearest to
his heart, his mother and now his wife, had exptbitim shamelessly. His mother, Suzanne
Valadon, a well-known painter in her own right, haakcified him with liquor in his milk
bottle from the time he was a child, so that he ld@leep soundly and she could go off at
night to party. He was an alcoholic by the timenlas twelve.

Utrillo's wife had sold every painting he eygpduced, some of which he had meant to
destroy. When we left, | stopped to admire two dangurals on his living room walls. They
were scenes of the streets of Paris, done witmam®us amount of white. His wife nodded
and said, "Thank God, they were painted on a cathascan be removed from the walls.” |
understood why the old man distrusted women. | waly sorry that | made him
uncomfortable those few minutes before | left heslloom and went tearing back down the
stairs.

But he was pleased to see Aly. | never saw r@mywho was not. Aly Khan's life was a
constant escape from responsibility. He did nottwansucceed his father as the Aga, the
spiritual leader of millions. He was a misfit inathworld. He craved excitement, not reality.
He avoided the mosque, preferring racetracks agiatelubs. His favorite reading was one of
those pocket guides on horse breeding, so-and-s@fogp-and-so. He always carried one
with him and, in idle moments, would studly it.

| wanted to understand him. His was not a n@mnysThe fastest cars, the oldest wines, the
prettiest women. Life measured against a stopwdatbkn there was constant pressure from
his father, who wanted Aly to play a larger roletie diplomatic needs of Pakistan. Finally,
he agreed to return to Karachi, and | knew it iae for the Tierneys to leave for home.

We had spent an interesting eighteen month&unope, but all of us were homesick and
Tina needed to start school. We had not been esiigeely by choice. | was trying to qualify
for a tax exemption. | was still worrying about yiding for Daria, and | calculated that |
would need at least $280,000 to guarantee herefatane.

Europe was then in the process of being relanli American companies were doing much
of the work. To encourage engineers and othersot abroad, the government passed a law
making tax-free the wages earned during a speeifyhteen-month period if you lived
overseas. Actors rushed to take advantage of theté®. A few succeeded, including Clark
Gable.

| returned to find that the dates had beensegliin such a way that | didn't qualify. |
hadn't saved any money, after all.

We headed straight for Connecticut. Tina, ryesrt, having lived as an only child, was
thrilled to be with cousins her own age. She spmwig French, however, and | fretted about
the difficulties she might encounter in school.dmed needlessly. Children learn languages
as quickly as good actors learn their lines.
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We enjoyed a white Connecticut Christmas tleatr ywith most of our family around us.
Daria and my father were missing. Aly had alreaidgig me a present, a six-carat, square-cut
diamond ring. | wore it on my right hand. The mage rumors flew thicker than ever. He
called almost nightly from Karachi, and we madenpléo meet in Hollywood after | started
my next picture.

There was still a question about whether Alyldoenter the United States. He was
embroiled in a long-distance legal battle with Ritayworth over child support for Yasmin
and visitation rights. His lawyers were negotiatinigh hers to allow him to come into the
country without being served with papers. Rita wasv remarried to the singer Dick
Haymes.

| had agreed to report back to work for thmiilg of The Black Widowa murder mystery
that also starred Ginger Rogers and Van Heflina$ wot well, my mind was playing tricks.
Again, | had trouble with my lines. | would go bkaand not recognize the face of someone |
had known for years. | would dream that Daria waskbwith me, and wake up looking for
her. | held together through force of habit.

| had terribly mixed feelings about seeing Alzan. | missed him, but | had problems
neither of us understood and he couldn't cure.

Aly flew to Mexico while he waited for word fno Rita's attorneys, and | joined him there
on weekends. | brought my mother with me, knowimg press would be hovering around us
like fruit flies. Mother provided a screen of sorend she was good at answering their
guestions.

| had already started filminthe Egyptiapnwith Edmund Purdom in the role the studio had
planned for Marlon Brando, who turned them dowrs Higal problems resolved,, Aly was
soon in Hollywood and a daily visitor to the see Kmarked one day on the authenticity of
the props and special effects. Harry Brand, thdigtiphead at Fox, quickly sent out a press
release saying that Aly Khan was serving as ouaughftechnical advisor." He was, in fact,
an authority on Egyptian history.

My role did not seem to be hurt by the fact thaas sinking into a deeper depression. My
princess was shrewd, disturbed, unstable, and nmgnakc can only believe | played her
faithfully.

| felt all churned up and jittery and attachedome unseen yo-yo string, pulled by Aly and
my mother and the studio, everybody and nobody.rélysed to believe that anything could
be wrong with me. He insisted, to me and to anywhe asked, that | needed nothing more
than a few weeks of rest on a farm.

As close as | could get to a farm was the batkat Twentieth Century-Fox. In the
evenings Aly and | nightclubbed. On the weekendonassed the border into Mexico. We
quarreled over such things as whose fault it was tiie photographers found out where we
were, or whether his mother disliked me, and, knal we should continue seeing each other.
The newspapers had a field day, one morning's imeacibntradicted by the next:

"GENE, ALY IN NIGHTCLUB TIFF"
"GENE TIERNEY REUNITED WITH ALY IN MEXICO"
"GENE TO GIVE UP FILM CAREER FOR ALY"
"SHOULD GENE MARRY ALY? TUNE IN NEXT ..."

Hedda Hopper complained that "the trend thess deems to be for our glamour girls to
leave the All-American males, fly to Europe, andigrihemselves a dashing European.”
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Hedda added that she was "worried about this epeddmloyalty to Uncle Sam's boys." |
suppose | should have been worried that Hedda wased.

This was the era of foreign aid in Hollywoodin@er Rogers had fallen in love with
Jacques Bergerac. Olivia de Havilland was seeiagattiter Pierre Galante. Shelley Winters
wanted to marry Vittorio Gassman and Liz Taylor wagiaged to Michael Wilding. Paulette
Goddard had found Erich Remarque.

Everywhere | turned | received advice | did m@nt and criticism | could not handle. In
the American Week|ythe headline over a story by my friend Elsa Makwead: "TROUBLE
AHEAD FOR GENE AND ALY."

| never doubted that what Elsa wrote came édéelings deeply rooted in my favor. Of
Aly and me, she had said, "Such an alliance, leleli cannot help but mean eventual
disillusionment and despair ... Gene has a wedlthad mother-love for two small daughters,
and she needs her movie career as a means ofmigghgeir future She must realize that a
sizable steady income is important - not a genedmls from a husband whose ardor may
cool and whose purse strings (and those of higifathay tighten accordingly.”

In private, Elsa cautioned me: "Watch out, neard When his love is over, he is cold as
stone. You are not the first, as you know. You wit be the last, as | know."

Aly postponed twice his return to France toas me. Finally, he could delay no longer.
He needed to visit his daughter, Yasmin, and skiti@ifferences with Rita. Then he flew to
New York and on to Europe.

Given conditions that were ideal, the prospdotsour love affair turning into anything
permanent were at best marginal. But nervous anellirthe chances were nil. Aly was gone
and | knew it.

We stayed in touch. There were phone calls Goudsional messages, delivered through
friends. Then one day - three years and a hosmitalvo later - Aly was in New York. He
telephoned my apartment and asked to take me teedih told him no, | had met a man,
Howard Lee, whom | was going to marry. He saidn"gllad for you," and that was the last
time we spoke.

Not to my surprise, Aly Khan died in 1960 iretbrash of his Lancia sports car near the
Bois de Boulogne. | was often frightened and exicdaethe same time, driving with Aly, his
car whipping around the curves on two wheels. Hiendit die alone, but his companion, the
model Bettina, survived. One way or another, hifsels usually did.

| had heard that, in spite of himself, he &#itrong disappointment that he was bypassed by
his father in 1957, and his son by a first marrjagrim, was made the Aga Khan. After that,
Aly tried to lead a more serious and useful lifarking hard, I'm told, as a delegate to the
UN. But at heart he was like a fighter pilot, res, always looking to see another dawn.

My mother and | read the newspaper accountipKhan's fatal accident together. She had
loved to play bridge with Aly and found him brillia He was, in truth, an intelligent man
who dissipated his powers by being a playboy. Sitedown the paper and said almost
casually, "You're lucky you weren't with him."
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W. Howard Lee. Gene Tierney today.

Chapter 17
The Long Night

By the time | finishedr'he Left Hand of Gqdvith Humphrey Bogart, | was so ill, so far gone,
that it became an effort every day not to givelwould deceive myself no longer.

How often | had heard people, even my own mosegy, "l went to work instead of having
a nervous breakdown." But there comes a point vamenhas to admit, "I cannot go on. It is
destructive to try."

The picture was the fourth | had made evenfak my mind begin to unravel. | could not
hold thoughts. | had no appetite. | felt scarednfm reason. If | was able to work at all, it was
through an illusion. A flame burns brightest justdye it goes out.

Mother had stayed in Connecticut to look aftera. | knew that if | got through the picture
| had to get myself to a hospital. | learned ldkert a sister of Bogart's had been mentally ill.
He recognized the signs, went to the studio bogsdswarned them | was sick and needed
help.

They assured him that | was a trouper, was @Wwaw much had been invested in the film
and would not let them down. They suggested thgBdoe kind and gentle. He was nothing
less. His patience and understanding carried noagtr the film. We did not know then that
he was himself terminally ill with cancer.

When 1 think of that time it is like watchingsdent movie. There are no sounds, no words.
| told my doctors | could observe myself, as tholigiere outside my own body, all during
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the filming of The Left Hand of Gad.ater, two doctors went to a theater to see tbgien
wondering if the illness showed in my face. It diot. As long as | was playing someone eise,
| was fine. When | had to be myself, my problemgare | had known of this twist in my
character since my bond selling tour during the, wdren | suffered such seizures of stage
fright, having to make an unscripted talk to ordynaeople.

Now | had struggled too long against an eneeguld not identify, in times and places that
were strange to me. | was not to make another nfovigeven years.

| do not recall a sense of panic about thoges,daut they were bad ones. | fled to New
York, where my mother and | still kept an apartmeévy departure from Hollywood was
described as a "walk-out." No one understood thaag cracking up. The studio wanted to
put me into another picture, thought | was beingnprdonna-ish, and suspended me. |
withdrew from a part in a television version of éb&s A Doll's House turning down a
tenthousand-dollar fee. | was not running away.akwooking for a safety net into which |
could leap. | felt like a person trying to get ofia burning building.

| had fame, a face people seemed to admiends | could count on, and an income of six
figures a year. Why wasn't | happy? Why was | ichsa torpor?

Again | found myself living in a fishbowl. Refgers hounded my family, my friends, my
agent. They were told | had been slow to shakeaoffad case of influenza. My mother
reveled in her role of protective hen. When onéecalanted to know about Aly Khan, my
mother replied, "well, that has been done to ddatton't think she'd want to say any more
about that." And then: "You'll have to excuse meard | have to get to the water boiling on
the stove. We're steaming her, you know."

"Steaming her?"

"Yes. For her virus."

A few days later we had the phone disconnected.

Maybe the Scotsman Robert Burns thought it didnél grand to see ourselves as others see
us, but I was never too crazy about the idea. Téne Mork Post reported that | was in "a state
of nervous agitation,” having decided that the atiss between myself and Aly Khan could
not be surmounted. "Gene is hung up over Aly," laaofriend was quoted. "She always went
for the continental type - she's crazy about haesgikg. But she's also a very conventional
woman - reserved, well behaved, a lady. | think'dsHike to settle down: a home, a
dependable husband, and maybe an occasional pwhee she gets a little bored with the
social rounds."

My drifting apart from Aly Khan was not the cguof my breakdown. But it would be
foolish to say it did not have an effect an me. Thiegs that make us unhappy bloom in
strange places. They are seeds crossing in the wind

The days and nights in the apartment are nolwoex to pages in a scrapbook. | have no
other recollections of them. To study the pages isavie reading about a stranger.

A friend is quoted as saying: "Gene is a coradpstable girl who is as balanced as it is
possible to be in an unbalanced industry."

A New York columnist described a nightclub szeas | fidgeted with my gloves: "It was
quite a performance, and probably an unconscioas $ine takes them off with great care and
deliberation, one finger at a time. Then, just asticnlously, she puts them back on,
smoothing each finger before moving on to the nletxted counting how many times she did
it one night, but after a while it made me nervjuss to watch."

| would not think it very pleasant to watch smmne crack up. It must be the mental
equivalent of watching someone drown. | was in eadition to make any decisions. | needed
a doctor, but was afraid to call one.

My depressions were coming more often andrigdtinger. | would sit for hours in a chair,
an unread book in my lap, not stirring. Then | bega sleep, a day, sometimes two at a
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stretch. | would wake feeling like a zombie, maya or drink something, and go back to
bed. I could not stay awake.

We had returned to Connecticut, to the hous8caithport, and the family had gathered
around me. | overheard my sister talking to my rentHl think she's faking,” said Pat. "You
know Gene. She's so dramatic."”

My brother disagreed. "No," he said. "l thinknsething is seriously wrong with her."
Butch - Howard, that is; he had gotten a little fadnicknames - sent for our family minister.
| told him to leave me alone. He was against mesyTivere all against me. The minister
stayed only a few minutes. "l can't help her," &iel S'She needs a doctor."”

The next day we drove to Cape Cod to see adamsychiatrist who summered there. Fran
Stark, after a long phone conversation with my ragthad recommended him. Before | saw
the doctor, we checked into an inn and went todineng room for lunch. When my steak
came | sent it back to the kitchen, complaining thamelled bad and had spoiled. | walked
out, with my mother at my heels, found a drugstareund the corner, and ordered a
milkshake.

Mother was frantic. "Gene," she said, "whatye doing? You can't go on like this. You
must eat."

"I won't eat that food," | snapped. "They agénig to poison me."

My mother's mind went reeling back into timadashe remembered her sister Claire, who
had refused to eat, who suspected her food wasrpes

The doctor questioned me for what seemed likeitas, but must have been the better part
of an afternoon. He wanted to know who | thoughs waéter me and would want to poison
me. | wouldn't tell him. | was worried about ther@ounists. | didn't know if | could trust
him. | don't remember the rest of the conversatiorouldn't remember conversations five
minutes after | had them.

No one could get through to me. | would pickaupook and would not see what was on the
written page. | would read what | imagined was ¢hemn entirely different story. My sight
was affected, too. | saw things that were not thermeould look at a friend and think their
eyes were crossed or they were making faces at me.

| watched television hoping to see the Gewtté for "tired blood." They fascinated me. |
kept telling my mother that maybe | needed Gerifolve had only known how much more |
really needed.

The doctor at Cape Cod referred us to anothé&tew York, whose office, coincidentally,
was on 57th, across the street from where we lividds doctor had me admitted to a
sanitarium in the city, the Harkness Pavilion, #mete to my eternal regret | received my first
electric shock treatments. | consented after sgetkia advice of several family friends, one
of them my attorney, George Spiegelberg, an emimert who helped General Eisenhower
draft the peace treaty that ended World War II.

I knew nothing about electric shock therapy] &don't think the doctors at the time knew
much more. It was then considered a scientific Kileaugh, although opinion was divided
about the potential for long-term harm.

The actual medical phrase is electroconvulsherapy. In simple language, a shock is
given to the brain to produce a kind of seizuree Tleatment was developed in Italy in 1938.
Doctors soon began to use it to treat schizoph@miecases of severe depression.

When it shocked its victims into some measltirgaonity, it seemed to do so by inducing a
temporary amnesia. It triggered a physical feethmg was comfortable and benign. You can
hardly be depressed over something you no longaeemdber. The results often were so
dramatic that helpless people could soon manageydase things that once seemed
intimidating. They could function: mix with otheregpple, follow a recipe, sit through a
movie.
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| was prepared as though for surgery. No bestkf was told to remove false teeth, if | had
any, which | did not. | was injected with a musodéaxant, then a second drug to maintain
normal respiration. What happened next | had td 6ot later: an electrode was attached to
each temple and an alternating current of eightyimety volts passed between the electrodes
for a split fraction of a second.

In the early days of this therapy, the momentiolent seizure often produced fractures
and dislocated bones. The use of muscle relaxahtsdsthat problem.

But the brain, for an instant, is so raced thaannot function. | was unconscious for four
or five minutes, then passed into a peaceful sleep.

| had been given no warning about the possitikr-effects, or the violence, or anything at
all about what to expect. | was wheeled back toroom on a simple metal hospital cot; no
restraints were needed. The consent papers hadslgged, | understand, by my mother. She
hadn't read them and said later she could notlrsicaling them. She felt guilty about it for
years.

| woke up as if out of a bad dream, the kirat ties no shape or detail but you know it was
bad. | was confused, weak, and disoriented. | neized no one. The immediate things that
had happened, six months to a year before, wetegpfem my mind. | had to learn from the
doctor and nurses where | was, how long | had likere, what had happened, who the
people in my room were.

The next day my family told me | looked betterd sounded brighter. | had an appetite
again. | was grateful in a way for that first etecshock. Even though | had lost my memory
temporarily, | felt improved, no longer depresskedtime | would meet people who actually
begged for them. In a sense, they chased the sfrakesour mind. They chased everything
from your mind.

| was puzzled by the people who popped in aridbbmy room. They turned out to be my
doctors and nurses. | didn't know them and casstriee them now, their names, or whether
they were short or tall, young or old. If it wakigh price to pay, | had no temper or nerves or
complaints.

As she left the sanitarium that day, my mosw®d to my brother, "l don't understand how
Gene got better so quickly. It was like the twingliof an eye."

Howard said, "Those shock treatments scramblehe brain, so that the thing that's
causing the trouble is blocked out. But it doelsist.”

He was right. | had agreed to the shocks nowkmg what would happen, and not caring. |
had a series of eight. A week after the last dmeféars and the depression came back.

When one is as unhappy as | was, and you wank it out for yourself, you tend to give
up. Mental hospitals are filled with chronicallyhappy and lonely people. | had a right to be
unhappy. Much in my life had gone wrong. But | @bulot get my feelings into the open,
where | could deal with them.

And so began a new round of seeking help. @btdor. That drug. The newest cure from
Vienna. The confusion of not knowing where or toowhone can turn. One doctor suggested
| stay home and hire a nurse, as my family had d@aes before to heal my Aunt Claire.
Could | have found the strength? Could they? Arsesls of the mind is not a fever, to be
watched for a night, hoping it will break.

Most of the doctors we consulted agreed tim&telded to be in a sanitarium. | wasn't sure. |
was tired of having doctors tell me there were asyeanswers, that | had to help myself. |
had been introduced to psychotherapy, in whichdibetors let you talk, talk, talk, until you
find the source of your problem or find anothertdoc

Mother was reluctant to have me "put away,'tres quaint old phrase went. After her
divorce, she had returned with much fervor to hérigtian Science faith. She thought
kindness and prayer might cure me.
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So Howard and Pat were the ones who drove niketdnstitute for Living at Hartford,
Connecticut, also known as the Hartford Retreahanged my mind every few miles. When
we walked into the office of the chief psychiatrissaid sharply, "I'm not going to stay. I'm
not going to stay."

The doctor was about fifty, looked and dresgednger, and had a cheerfulness that
seemed out of place. He had been briefed by mylyaamid had seen my medical file. He
spoke to me in simple, soothing sentences. He dsiwd spent my time.

"Cleaning the kitchen floor," | told him. It w&arue. When | fell into one of my spells, |
would sometimes get an attack of house cleaningvals something | could do without
thinking. | would get on my hands and knees andtsdDur floors never suffered from waxy
buildup.

He said, "You know, Miss Tierney, that you need help. You have to stay so we can help
you."

"You can't force me,” | said. My family had eddy agreed that | would not be admitted
against my will.

"No one wants to force you," he said. "But Wk it would be good for you. Your mother
is tired. It would give her a rest while you reldxeith us. We can work on your problem, and
you might even have fun."

| was silent for a moment. Pat and Howard vegiteng near me, but neither spoke. At last,
| asked, "Do you have any floors | can scrub?"

He handed me a pen and | signed myself in.

Within minutes after my brother and sister,lefty mind cleared enough to know that |
desperately wanted out of there. | spent a heflrsh night - pleading, conniving, trying to
reach a telephone to call Howard and ask him toecbatk and free me. The doctors refused
to let me use the phone. The nurses ignored mendasty two hours | sat on the steps of the
old two-story building where | was to be confinedfusing to budge. | wept. | begged -
someone, anyone, help me. Finally, | was yankedytdeet and led to a room. My cell.

| do not believe | had ever heard a sound sefpating, so defeating, as the sound of the
key turning in the lock of that door. What was Irdpthere, in this so-called mental hospital,
this house for nut cases? Wasn't | Gene Tierneg;tiame society girl, actress, mother,
successful, admired? | felt like a criminal. Mostople would, if they were not completely
unhinged. You are giving up your personal life, ynieedom, your dignity. It was the most
degrading moment of my life.

All the next day | huddled by a window and justhed out what air | could. Literally. It
was winter. The windows were barred and | couldeadhem only enough to get my fingertips
underneath. The retreat had been converted fronicaNew England home and was heated
by steam radiators. The heat was so thick | fekettychoking. | knelt on the floor, sucking in
the air that curled in through the bottom of thaaaw, trying to breathe.

Never in my life had | shown any sign of clagphobia. But | learned then what it was. |
was a prisoner of that small room, and of my owmdniTen, even fifteen years later, my
husband, Howard Lee, would have to lead me badletbin the middle of the night. | would
walk in my sleep and open a door to let in the air.

The hardest feeling to deal with is guilt. Whave | done? To myself. To my family. One
feels trapped, buried alive. During the next feweldss when | could not get near the phone, |
was given a series of five more electric shockttneats. The psychotherapy wasn't working.
Mother was told that | had been difficult, angryydastubborn, would not answer their
qguestions or do what they asked. And | mocked thetads. | imitated their voices and how
they walked and gestured. For me, such behaviorcleasly irrational but not all that hard to
explain. | had gone through life saying yes, baimgg, doing as others pleased. Now, when |
no longer had full control of my mind, | was subsciously indulging a desire to resist and
say no.
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The shock treatments left my days a gray dharors were opening and closing. | was in
and out of a dream. One day, when | was recovérong the last of that series, an attendant
led me for a walk around the grounds. When shepsibpo talk to another nurse, | looked up
and saw that a gate fifty yards away had beerofgh. | was wearing a heavy fur coat over a
light cotton dress. It was winter in Connecticutlanbed of snow covered the grass. Without
hesitation, | threw off the coat and made a madc das the gate. It was not really an
expensive fur, but if it had been sable | still Wwbhave shed it gladly to help me in my flight.

Suddenly | was through the gate and into tiheest running wildly, my lungs straining,
hearing the voices trailing behind me, knowingdkttendants were on my heels.

| do not know how many blocks | ran. But | dadkinto the first store | could reach,
thinking only to get to a phone and call my broth@ease, to come and save me. | had a
mania about the telephone. But the nurse soon egpea the doorway, a large woman,
shoulders heaving as she caught her breath. Figexathers from the asylum staff piled in
behind her. They started toward me slowly, fanm@ng until | was backed into a corner.

| was completely unaware of what else was haipgearound me. There must have been,
surely, salespeople and customers in the storeppase they were as wild-eyed as | was.
Finally, the attendants surrounded me like a cag@dhal. When | spoke, my voice was
surprisingly calm. The few moments of freedom haheshow restored a little of my dignity.
"I'l go with you," | said, "but don't touch me. Botry to put a straitjacket on me. Don't put a
hand on me."

They did as | asked. Someone handed me myohir €here were still traces of snow on it.
"Here," she said softly. "Put this on. You're shing."

The incident of my "escape" made me a morebcaied figure around the hospital. | had
been there three weeks. | thought | was betteraamhed to go home. | could think of little
else. Now | was watched constantly.

I was no lunatic. | was normal half the timef enough to allow for my release but enough
to confound the doctors. After | settled down, Ih@en there six weeks, the doctors decided
my family could visit me. The news thrilled me. Hay been confined, cut off, seeing no one,
talking to no one that | loved, hating and dreadhngloneliness, the idea of seeing my family
again was like salvation.

They organized their visits to bring me bactoithe family circle. One week my brother
and his wife, Jane, would visit. The next, my sisted her four children would come. They
would take me to lunch, give me an airing. Andta# while | was begging the doctors to
release me.

Twice a week | would tell the doctor assignedrte the story of my life, interspersed with
pleas to go home. No encouragement was offeredvdédsdd nod and say, "Please continue,”
or respond with a sentence that usually began, t\Miear you saying is ..."

My moods ranged from pangs of great compasipiothers to utter revulsion at what |
witnessed and was now a part of - this human zbefrlended an old woman who could only
eat milk and bread because she would choke ifreged to chew. The mixture would become
mush and dribble from the corners of her mouthd@man her chin. I cried for her but, after a
while, could not bear to look at her.

| really could not identify myself with thoseher sick people. To be half well is a
treacherous way to be. It is not unlike being ablesee half the time, and never knowing
when or for how long your sight will fail.

Over the next eight months | underwent ninetexame electric shock treatments, a grand
total, I think, of thirty two. Pieces of my life $tidisappeared. A mental patient once said it
must have been what Eve felt, having been creatiédyfown out of somebody's rib, born
without a history. That is exactly how | felt.

Little by little, my world became the hospitatd the people in it. After a time the shock
treatments left me physically ill, nauseated, amarhe to dread and fear them. The doctors
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assured me that the shocks would control my dejpreshe side effects were temporary and,
eventually, | would recover my memory. In most cadbe pattern is the same: the distant
past, the past of childhood and adolescence, i$irfdteo reappear. The middle past returns
more gradually. The weeks preceding the treatnreng@ne, and irretrievable.

The horror of that experience | cannot fullgapture. One feels, yes, like a lab rat. Once,
after | had awakened from the anesthesia, the munsehad put me under was standing over
my cot. Through some instinct deep inside me, bgezed her face, knew what had
happened, and shouted, "How dare you let them abtthme!" And with that | lashed out
with my fist and slugged her in the eye.

Up to then | had accepted everything, if netagls in a friendly spirit, at least passively,
not doing anything naughty or violent. But that dayad suffered all the shock treatments |
could endure, and I took it out on the first facattwas familiar to me.

The nurse was furious, of course. She yankedyrtbe arm and snapped, "You're coming
with me." She locked me in a ward where all thetidiases were. | was so sick, | thought
they were all Stanislavski method actors. | stdwatd applauding, repeating myself - "Aren't
they wonderful? Aren't they good actors?" They weareadful-looking people, their heads
bobbing, their mouths hanging open, drooling dot front of their hospital gowns. Some
of the women had hair on their faces.

That was only part of my punishment. A few lwolater, the same nurse came for me and
said, "Now | have something else for you." She sldowme into a room that was nothing but a
box. It had no toilet, no running water, no windofter some time, | had no way of telling
how long, | started to sob. | needed to go to #whdoom. | leaned my head against the door
and pleaded to be let out. Finally, they came addie back to my own section.

Patience is a commodity for which the demanchgé exceeds the human supply. | had a
doctor at that hospital - | won't name him - | détel. He went out of his way, | thought, to be
unkind. | realize curtness may be a part of a d&ctechnique, but it is not one to which |
respond very well. Another patient wore her haiaibhoyish bob, a sort of Irene Dunne look,
and | cut mine in the same way. | thought it wobkdbecoming to me, as it was to her. When
the doctor saw what | had done, he snapped, "Wéyau copying that girl's hairdo? That is
a silly thing to do."

Fashion and styles had been my passions. Tdwbrdhad a way of hitting you where it
hurt. Another time | reported to his office wearisendals, with the toe and heel out. He took
one look and said, "What are those things, bedrsigmpers? | don't want to see you wearing
them again.” They were, in fact, beach sandaldatiest rage on the French Riviera.

You do not realize how ill you are until tingisodes become the major events in your day.
| felt the doctor was trampling on my love of life.

Not until | left the sanitarium and reflected some of the things | had experienced did |
understand how susceptible |1 had become to pickimgother people's habits. | had the
tendency before. It was part of my equipment asaetiess. But my illness, and my
confinement, seemed to accentuate it. One girl kamping her foot as she talked, her leg
shaking with the constant motion. | found myselingothe same thing. The habit meant, for
me as it did for her, getting away. She was torrefiwme soon. It represented freedom.

The shock treatments achieved a sort of plateany behavior and | was released to my
mother's custody. | should have been elated thd datked out the front door and stepped
into her car. | felt only relief. | was calm, medi@al, vague. The apartment seemed familiar,
yet strange. | couldn't recall what foods | likédidn't know where anything was. It was like
beginning life all over again.

Mother was sure that everything would be ahti Tina was attending school, and the
three of us were together. | began, not very sstalyg to pick up the threads of my world.
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[A0 pictures not from the book] With hushand Oleg Cussing

Chapter 18
Windmills of the Mind

| had known Cole Porter in Hollywood and New Yoskent many a warm hour in his home,
and met the talented and original people who weae/d to him.

It was at Cole's, in 1946, that | told Sometdeiigham | was up for a role in the movie
version of his book’he Razor's EdgeéHe smiled and said, "You have my vote." A fewslay
later, Fox gave me the part. A coincidence - maydie

Cole Porter liked to entertain a dozen or saisffriends with lavish dinners, followed by
long, mellow evenings in the living room, everyareanged around the piano, hearing for the
first time the songs that in six months would sw#ep country; songs likeLove Parisand
All of YouandFrom This Moment On

Through Cole | met Katharine Hepburn and Joant&ne and David Wayne and George
Cukor. Once Cukor, who had directed Greta GarbGamille arrived for dinner carrying a
lunch pail. It was no joke. George had to watchviresght. When the rest of us sat down to
the gourmet dishes Cole laid out with great pr@eprge took out his fresh fruit and organic
foods. Cole had a fit, and so did his French chef.

Cole was one of those who kept in touch wherhtbspital released me. One of the traumas
of being an ex-mental patient is getting used sngepeople again, mixing and being around
them. You tend to shrink into a shell, afraid ohtaxt with the world outside your door. The
guestion that plagues you is not, will I know whem well, but will my friends know?

Cole Porter invited me to lunch that sprind.868 in New York. We had troubles to share.
He told me he faced surgery soon and was goingsi® his leg. | nearly cried. | knew he had
been in constant pain, had undergone several apesatince a horse threw him years before.
He was quiet and uncharacteristically gloomy.
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| touched his hand and said, "Cole, losinggaiseterrible, but nothing is worse than losing
your mind. You have the most beautiful mind andrtast creative talent, and you will never
lose that."

| was fine when it came to cheering up otheat,so fine with myself. The weeks turtled
past and, suddenly, | was in a new depression. \Gdnated it, and why, | can't recall. For a
long time not much was needed to set me off. Aup&ctA word. A scene on television.

One day - not then, but another time - | wathancheckout line at a supermarket. On the
cover of one of those weekly scare tabloids waspimatograph of a man murdered in a
bathtub. | immediately had a vision of my daughiéna, in a bathtub, dead. | was hysterical
when | got home. People who are sensitive to skogkte their own worlds. And that is fairly
shocking, to see a picture of a man bleeding iathathb.

| had fallen into my pattern of sleeping arouhd clock. Mother tried to be tolerant and
handle the problem lightly. We sought more solitadiehe house in Connecticut, and when
she needed to be away she hired a woman to sthymet One day she left early in the
morning and returned late in the evening, and Idiagt the entire time. Mother tried to wake
me when she came in. "You know, Gene," she sighterkally doesn't pay to hire someone
to watch you."

A few weeks later we moved back to New Yorlg #men came the episode on the window
ledge. | remember the police arriving, the painnonmother's face, a doctor dabbing at my
arm with alcohol before the needle stung the viihen | woke up, | was on my way to
Topeka, Kansas.

My first days at the Menninger Clinic were dil with feelings of hopelessness, of
resignation. | would never leave. Never recoverthiat state of mind you don't think much.
You just function. | marked the time between thneeals and a tranquilizer at night to help
me sleep. A blessed moment. | looked forward to piilband the sleep it brought. There went
eight hours with no effort.

Actually, | was comfortable. The room was éttlifferent from what you would have found
in most college dormitories. It contained a sirgel, a tiny bathroom, a desk, a bureau, and a
window that didn't open. The walls were cream-cadioand bare except for one mirror.

My brother had my power of attorney, was harglliiny money, and came to the sanitarium
to make the arrangements. He had taken over myatzovhen the bills came in for two
mink coats, one for me and one for my mother. |aagght them during one of my "highs."

When Howard learned that my care would run @2%,a year, he went to Dr. Karl
Menninger and asked if he could suggest any wagdace the cost. My illness had devoured
a large chunk of my savings. "The only thing | cacommend," said Dr. Karl, "is putting her
in a public institution.”

He was not being unsympathetic. The hard tigthithat repairing a broken mind is
expensive, more so today. The treatment at marg $taspitals was often crude and
insensitive and worse. | was fortunate. | could@ffMenninger's, considered by many the
best psychiatric facility in the world. The sanitgn had been established in 1925 in a
converted farmhouse on the western edge of Toképae of the patients mortgaged their
homes to stay there.

After a week or two, | was assigned to a progi light therapy - arts and crafts and
regular counseling. It was hoped that rest andusext would produce some improvement.
Thankfully, an early decision was made not to sttbjee to additional shock treatments. My
record showed they had not been helpful. There stedceans of blankness in my memory
from the previous ones.

| faced a slow, unsteady recovery. My brotleenembers sitting on the lawn with me on a
visiting day at Menninger's, when | smiled and sa#bingly, "lI've got a secret.”
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"You can tell me."

| pointed to the sky and said, "See the suthepe? Well, the Russians are going to blow
up the sun tomorrow and we're all going to be &illBut don't tell anybody."

Butch was frightened for me. He was talkingatgperson who believed what she was
saying.

Two doctors were assigned to me, a psychiaiistPhilip Holtzman, who prescribed my
medication, and a psychologist, Dr. Anne Wilkenepwvorked the floor, making the rounds.

| had asked for a woman to take my case. Myherohad told me | had a choice, and |
decided, "I'm tired of talking to men. | think | widl like a woman, a woman who can be my
friend.” Dr. Wilkens was petite, blond, and cutehwery high-heeled shoes. | learned to
listen for the clickety-clack that told me she wasning down the hall.

She was not a mother figure. There was anatioenan doctor on the staff who was quite
stout, an earth mother sort, who became a comfpniaternal image to many of the patients.
In turn they became little, mealy-mouthed, submissitepdaughters. That relationship would
have been terrible for me.

My breakdown had been the result of a gradeiaés of hammer taps. My recovery was to
be an attempt to climb a greased pole. | had peraddemper, of delusions, of religion. |
sometimes prayed twenty times a day and tempoyatilgast, felt better for it.

At Menninger's, | met a young priest whose gfahad been in a Chicago ghetto. What he
had seen there, and his inability to change thihgd, broken his mind. When he was ill he
would get the look of the devil in his eyes. Butweuld be lucid from time to time and
regard the inmates as his flock. He told me on¥eu"know, you could do a lot of good in
here. The people here look up to you. Why don'ttyg?i'

After that conversation, | quit praying for me¥fsand prayed for the children who were
there. | talked to them and offered to help witkithprojects. One, a teenage girl, had
threatened to kill herself. She was often violemd given to breaking chairs. When she felt
herself losing control, she asked for a treatmaoin as "the cold pack." | thought her very
brave.

To me the cold pack was the worst indignitynof confinement. It was not meant to be
cruel or inhuman or to punish you. The cold pack winply one of the ways of rearranging
your mind, of shocking you back into sanity, ortee doctors hoped. When my time came, |
felt only that | had been dehumanized.

| was wrapped from the neck down in icy wetdyebts, my arms strapped to my sides. It
was like being buried in a snowbank. Tears pouandmy cheeks as the minutes ticked
away. | couldn't move. | lost the feeling in my Harand feet. My mind was in a panic. For
perhaps the first time in my life | actually thowgtiThank God, I'm a pretty woman. Maybe
the floor doctor will see me crying and feel sdimy me,a pretty woman cryingand he will
make them unbind me." It became my only hope. | maant to be in the cold pack for an
hour. | don't think my heart could have survivedttlong.

The doctor did release me after thirty minut&gen in that shortened exposure, | was so
shocked, so affected mentally by being enshroutdkedd mummy in those chilly, clammy
sheets, | walked for days with my arms out from sides, bent at the elbow, like wings. It
was an unconscious reaction to being unconfinedaiys would not dangle or relax against
my body.

There is a certain amount of innocence condegith mental illness that is terribly sad.
Many patients are treated as though they are dangeand some are. Dr. Karl Menninger,
who with his father and brother founded the climionducted a Bible class and | joined it on
those days when | was well enough. Once a scrifhoeit love and hope and the mercy of
God was being discussed, and | rose and saidlpjtt&ry to explain that to the patients on
South Ward Two."
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Dr. Karl motioned for me to sit down. Such auttis were not uncommon, and several
people were talking at once, each ignoring therothe

South Ward Two contained the patients thougtiet dangerous or hopeless or both. They
were let out of their rooms only under strict smg@on, or under restraint. | spent a month in
the ward myself, locked in a room not much biggamta walk-in closet, with a window that
faced a brick wall. Once a day we were brought ammmmmon room for observation. Half a
dozen guards were on duty in case the patientskatlaeach other. The rest of the time | had
no contact with anyone except the attendant whaudhto my food. | was in solitary
confinement, and incredibly | had volunteered tplaeed there.

My room was directly under South Ward Two. tileome to believe that the children up
there were making noises like animals. | could @btthear them. | fixed it in my mind that it
was my duty to get up there and convince them babe in a more dignified way. So | asked,
| actually implored, Dr. Wilkens to transfer me.

When she asked why, | said, "l need to be there

My conversation was vague and guarded, asahafas. But | realized later that my use of
the word "need" persuaded her. | felt | neededelp the children. She took it to mean that |
was at a point where | might lose control, becomieidal, and needed to be in a maximum
security ward. My request was granted.

I no longer heard the animal noises and | waxled. When | was let out of my room
briefly each day, | moved among the patients, askmestions. Some of them would just as
easily have choked me as answer.

By the end of the month | was frantic to rettormy old room. | had spent too many hours
alone with nothing but a pencil and paper to occapytime. | drew sketches that were
thrown away, started letters that were never fedsh grew more afraid of the other patients.

| was meek and passive when | was releasedDand/ilkens sent for me. She asked me if
| thought | had been helped. | told her | didn'on but that the animal noises had stopped.
She seemed startled, then began to question me.

Finally, she said, "My God, Gene, no. Yaid hear animal sounds, but not upstairs. There
are real animals across the street, on the oterddithe brick wall that faces your room. It's
a zoo."

| just stared at her. And | realized, with akang feeling, that | had put myself in a
dangerous and miserable place for no reason at all.

Even the best mental hospitals are, in a searsk,| don't mean this in a flippant way, a
menagerie. | sometimes mix up the patients in mydmivhich one had which problem, but it
seemed to me that there were no two alike. Onéngttlmurdered her mother and father, and
showed no guilt whatsoever. When a nurse askeldeifdsdn't need a bathrobe, she replied,
"Yes. My mother had one. Why don't you send fdt it?

Then there was a girl who claimed the Mafia w&#ier her. And another who insisted her
whole family was crazy and she was waiting at theiccuntil they all got well. | met a
lawyer who wanted to be a psychiatrist. And a doettno had beena psychiatrist, a
distinguished one, who spent his days in the wangsiihere we all did arts and crafts. One
day he stood up and, with the swipe of an armretethe table in front of him. Blocks and
woodcuts and paints went flying. "l designed thpsmgrams,” he shouted. I'll be damned if
I'll come in here and perform them." | learned datat he had, indeed, developed many new
therapies.

Patients constantly tried to outwit their destoEven a sick mind can connive. One
businessman talked to his doctor as though he wwgreg to put over a deal, a used-car
salesman trying to close a sale. The doctor hadphor man, Vern, tearing newspapers into
strips. It was a mindless task, meant to calm tees, but | could not imagine anything
more frustrating than to turn newspapers into dtinfe
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When the doctor came to check on him, Vern @qult his arm around the doctor's
shoulder in a very cozy way and tell him: "Nowegéf that you and | have finally come to an
understanding. I'm so much better. | really thimk teady to go home." He was so eager to
get out, and | wondered if the delays and turndowasld ever discourage him. Eventually,
he improved enough to warrant his release. A feys deefore the big moment, he died of a
heart attack.

Some people get very sentimental when theyilarélaybe they had been very tough
characters, even hoodlums, but now they becamdrehilagain. One such man took up the
violin and the rest of us had to suffer throughdmslless practice sessions. No one wanted to
offend him, but he just wasn't quite getting themed his music did not evoke moonlight and
roses.

One woman always read a book after her eledhiock treatments. We all reacted
differently. | could no more have read a book, etained anything, than | could have played
pro football. The man with the violin always sakt® the woman with the book. She was an
older woman, very bright, ill off and on since tage of sixteen. Once she remarked to me,
"You know, under ordinary circumstances, if | waghis state on a visit | would be staying at
the governor's mansion." What she said was proldalsdy Her father, at one time, had been
the president of a Latin American country.

In one of my own periods of delusion, | imagirteer to be a nun ... so quiet, and serene,
sitting there reading her books.

In a curious way, | knew | was getting well wihlecould read books again. | have always
been a good reader. Even between scenes of a npatikome, | liked to pick up Voltaire and
just turn to any page. But when my mind malfundidrcan't read. | can't concentrate. The
words that | see are not the ones the author wkdyedoctors have been fascinated by this
turn, but no one has explained it.

During the first months of my stay at Mennirget imagined that the Communists had
changed all the books as part of a conspiracyke taer the country. | believe this notion
took root from a movie | had seen about Hitlerdeorto burn the books in Nazi Germany.
But | was never a political activist and why Comnsum so disturbed my private mind | do
not know.

But | had given up going to the Menninger ligravhen, one day, | noticed an attendant
reading a play by George Bernard Sh&fan and SupermarOn an impulse | grabbed it out
of his hands. To my surprise | could read what actsally written there. "Bernard Shaw," |
said. "Where did you get this wonderful stuff? Wihdid you find a book by Bernard Shaw?"

"In the library," he said, bewildered.

"I must get it," | said.

My sessions with Dr. Wilkens were going welurQonversations usually began with her
asking me what | had been doing. | was always akwa one project or another. | made
bowls out of enamel and copper. | designed twcetablt of tiles and black wrought iron that
were really quite nice. | gave one to my brothett ane to my sister. | wanted to make more
and sell them, but there was no procedure for demg

| have always believed that having an outletth@ir products would do wonders for the
self-worth of the inmates. | know | would have fedry fulfilled, like an artist, if | had sold
any of my work. | was never embarrassed or seltcimus over the idea of a movie star, so-
called, knitting sweaters or making ashtrays oletab

| was beginning to respond, to open up, to exanthe disappointments in my life: my
father, my marriage, the helplessness I felt whieadl to give up Daria. | had learned from the
weeks | spent on South Ward Two that not even @od@an read what is locked in one's
mind.
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At some point a funny little memory came bagkrte. An English teacher in high school
had scolded me gently for overusing the word "Hi&he said, "Gene, you write pleasant
stories, but 'nice’ is not the only word in the Esiglanguage.”

Did that habit suggest a clue to my later peoid? Perhaps. | wanted everything to be nice
- people, places, times. But the world isn't alwaysce place.

Early in August of 1958, | was told to appeafdsre members of the medical staff for an
interview. If | passed, | would be released to ragnily. | was dressed neatly and quietly,
without jewelry, in my own clothes. | felt pale aedgy, like a young girl applying for her
first job. | was applying for my freedom.

| sat behind a two-way glass. The doctors cselel me, but | could not see them. | found it
disconcerting, hearing these disembodied voices. ridywes were so keyed up that |
remember nothing of their questions or my answers.

One moment | was inside the booth, the nexas wut, and Dr. Wilkens was standing in
front of me, smiling. She told me | had passedakwoing home. She tried to relax me by
saying that the next time she saw me, she hopedutd be on a movie screen. Then it hit
me. What would | do now? Could | go back to my e&PeYes, | thought, that would be nice.
There was that word again. Nice.
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With hushand Oleg Cassini and duuphter Tina

Chapter 19
A New Season

Within days after my release from Menninger's, Iswaacationing with my mother and
daughter in Aspen, Colorado. There | met the ta&kah who would become my second
husband. It was not exactly a meeting of unfettspedts.

Howard Lee was in the process of divorcing Heamarr. Long before the tourists were to
take over the town, he had built a lodge calleduila of Aspen (formerly the Villa Lamarr).
Given his circumstances, and mine, the odds hdadlyred our meeting, much less falling in
love.

In Aspen at the time were mutual friends ofspua Houston oilman named Johnny
Mitchell, and his wife, Allyne. They had in minditile match-making, although Howard was
not what one would call a willing buyer. When hattemy name, he sputtered, "No way! |
have had my fill of movie actresses."

But Johnny Mitchell is very persistent. A shqdlly, Pillsbury doughboy sort of man,
Johnny made his fortune in oil, but many of higrids are in sports and show business. For
years he owned the famed Balinese Room in Galveston

He tracked down Howard one day in a pizza pancAspen and insisted that he join us
that night for dinner. Reluctantly, Howard agreddhnny promised him he would "meet a
girl entirely different from what he expected."

If he expected, or feared, a "Hollywood" typap longer fit that description - if | ever did.
Through the early part of the evening, | kept agllhim "Mr. Lee." After a while he said,
"Gene, why don't you call me Howard? | get kindediof that Mr. Lee stuff."

| said, "You didn't ask me."

"Well, hell, | didn't ask if | could call you&ne."

Howard Lee had grown up in the oil business] narked in the fields as a boy. His
grandparents had been Virginia farmers, distarigted to Robert E. Lee. He had a strong
jaw, blue eyes, a face so handsome his college lhaih called him "The Sheik."
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Howard was staying on in Aspen, but | plannedvisit Hollywood and then return to
Connecticut. After dinner, over drinks, he told e had seen me once before, in the
audience of a Broadway play. | was with my mothersaid, and Hedy had pointed us out.

He knew | had been in a mental hospital butrhtl seem uneasy or even very curious
about it. We were together two of my last threehtagn Aspen. When we said good-bye he
mentioned he might come east at the end of Septaimlveatch the World Series, if the New
York Yankees were playing. | invited him to stop iof Connecticut.

My return to Hollywood was not a triumphant ohad not made a picture in nearly four
years. | would soon turn thirty-eight. But | made attempt to avoid people, or to conceal the
fact of where | had been and what had happenedetdEwveryone seemed genuinely glad to
see me. When | toured the lot at Twentieth Cenkay; | was mobbed by old friends.
Executives, directors, actors, and carpenters dameard to shake my hand or give me a
hug.

Life magazine carried a picture story under the headliVelcome for a Troubled
Beauty." | tried to describe how | felt by quotiGdnakespeare's sonnet: "When, in disgrace
with fortune and men's eyes, / | all alone bewegpontcast state, / and trouble deaf heaven
with my bootless cries, / and look upon myself anse my fate ..."

| wanted to make the point that | was fortun®g illness was a curable one, not cancer or
something worse. | was responsible for it, not aeyelse. Now | wanted to go back to work.
Under my old contract with Fox, | was due $100,08%] | owed the studio one more picture.
| agreed to return in December to begin filming.

A story inTimemagazine was captioned, "Reborn Star." That, aseersdurned out, was a
bit premature.

Howard Lee did come east, but he missed thdd\Beries, even though the Yankees were
meeting the Milwaukee Braves. He spent the weekrigens Farms and watched the games
on television. Tina and the rest of the family taokim as quickly as | did.

He was that contradiction in temns, a quietarexBut he proved so understanding and
gentle that any qualms | may have felt about beifmrden to anyone began to fade. | don't
know if someone who has led an undisturbed life feimom that kind of self-inflicted pain:
the worry of being a responsibility to someone elserhaps destroying another innocent
human being.

But Howard made it clear he wanted to contiseeing me. Tina, who was then going on
ten, was the first to
decide that his intentions were serious. One nighile we were getting our coats to leave
the house, she whispered, "Mama, he's in love yath"

| laughed. "How can you tell?"

She said, "l just saw him take off his weddiad."

With his divorce from Hedy not yet final, Howdarin the way of some Texas gentlemen,
wore his wedding ring out of honesty. And, possildg a reminder to himself of recent
missteps.

He went home to Houston to attend to his bssinthen flew back to spend Thanksgiving
with us. He had seen no hint of my mental probldms,n the back of my mind | was nagged
by the thought that he didn't understand what aefidhl it could be. Three months after we
met, we were talking about getting married. Howesisted that our happiness would free
my mind forever.

Of course, we could make no plans until hisodie was final. As it turned out, the details
would take two years to settle.

In mid-December | began preparing for my topCalifornia and my movie comeback. My
mother and | decided to spend Christmas Eve in Mevk and fly to the coast the next day.
But that night something inside me came uncagealt &n anxiety so deep it was like a blade
twisting inside me.
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| learned later that | telephoned Howard at Hasne in Houston. He said there was a
guality in my voice he didn't recognize. | was radimip and not very coherent. Mother came
on the line and said that we had changed our nabdsit flying to Hollywood. | had decided
to go to Menninger's instead so the doctors codtk me over before | went to work.

In the past my behavior had changed graduailyy a symptom or two waving like flags.
But now | had a desperate, almost physical negétton to the sanitarium. No matter how
painful part of that experience had been, | watdege there. | have asked myself many times
what possessed me. | still don't know. Was | likeokier who needs to revisit the scene of
his combat and, in that way, relive his couragev@s | afraid to go back to the movies,
afraid of what pressures | might find there? Mytdog theorized that subconsciously, | was
trying to avoid whatever Hollywood had come to m&ame.

Dr. Holtzman was there to receive me when ivadr at Menninger's. He was visibly
distressed. "Why are you here, Gene?" he asked 4éa't need to be here."

"I think 1 do," | said. "l want you to examimee. I'm scared and | don't know why."

The longer we talked, the wilder the look in eyes became. | told Dr. Holtzman | felt as
though | were inside the wrong skin. Finally, hesdf we admit you, Gene, | want you to
give us one year. | don't think it helps you toifb@nd out of here after six or eight months.
Will you promise me to stay a year?"

| hadn't thought in terms of time. A year. tdthto accept that condition, but | said | would.
| was weary of fighting myself.

| felt as though | was watching someone droEwen now | ache to think of the anguish
those around me must have felt. |1 signed myselk iaio Menninger's on Christmas Day,
1958. Mother was heartbroken. After | was setttéd my room, she sighed and said, "l think
I'l go downtown to the Salvation Army and have iStmas with them."

| said, "Mother, you have two other childrero Bome. Fly back to Connecticut and spend
the holiday with them. Forget about me for a whilebe all right."

But she went into town and had dinner at takv&ion Army. She just felt it was a
Christian thing to do, sharing time with those whaybe were lonelier than she and |.

| talked to Howard Lee the first three nightsds back in the sanitarium. Then | had to tell
him that | couldn't talk to him, or anyone, for Ailg, but | could receive mail. He promised
to write.

Two weeks after | arrived, Dr. Holtzman knevatth really did need to be there. | had
sensed my own downfall. | was sicker than | had &een. | felt lost, without hope, less than
childlike. 1 could not perform any task more corsptied than having to feed myself. We were
starting over. Whatever | had gone through in tlastpthe therapy, the shocks, the
discoveries, none of it counted now.

I went through a week or two of just vegetatiMedication helped. Then Dr. Wilkens
brought me art supplies and encouraged me to paurt.of a sick mind it is amazing what
beauty will come. | painted pictures | could negtaplicate when | was well.

And | began to write. During that fuzzy grayné, | wrote down everything | could
remember about world history. When Dr. Holtzmarppt by, | began to give him a history
lesson. When he displayed some impatience, | gaill,a sigh, "If you don't sit still and be
quiet, how can | teach you about history?"

Dr. Holtzman was not a very good-looking mant Be was quiet, strong, neat, and gentle.
He had helped Dr. Karl Menninger write his bodke Human Minda textbook classic on
mental illness. When | was creating a fantasy af kimd or another, Dr. Holtzman didn't
pressure or crowd me. He let me play them out.

Long before my mind returned, | was able toupgcmy hands. | took up needlework. Once
involved, | couldn't stop. Over the next severalnths | turned out two large rugs, five
pillows, forty sweaters, three full-length knit dses. In a dim way, | was able to assess my
situation, and found it bearable, even acceptablece beyond the point of any danger to
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oneself, of the need for restraints or harsh plysiteasures, the institutional life is itself
narcotic. The actual time one spends with a doctoreceiving therapy or medicine, is quite
small; I would guess an average of less than an &aolay. Rest and makework fill your time,
allowing the mind, hopefully, to unwrinkle and renelt is not much different, | imagine,
from being in a home for the aged.

An interesting process began to take placedped worrying about whether | would ever
get out, or even if | was crazy. | assumed | was wouldn't be there. From that point on,
without realizing it, | had begun the journey backecoming a whole person. | had cleared a
big hurdle. | had accepted my sickness and quitifig my confinement. But you do walk a
fine line. The danger is in getting too secure,¢omfortable. In time the doctors would have
to prod me to get me out.

By March, when | was able to receive visitogaia, Howard Lee flew up from Houston
every other weekend to visit me. Few people woaldehbeen capable of such devotion and
understanding. | realized my good fortune and dsength from it.

My moods were still unpredictable - | would éosy temper in a flash - but most of the
time | was reserved and methodical. | felt obligate treat the other patients kindly and
understand their problems. Perhaps | was motivatédso much by their needs as mine, a
desire to be accepted for myself. No one fussed thee fact that | was Gene Tierney, the
actress. There are no celebrities, you see, inraain@sylum.

In April my mother came for one of her reguasits. We played bridge with two other
patients in a lounge furnished with card tables tatelision sets. The game was going along
pleasantly when, without a word, one of the lagiesdown her cards, got up from the table,
and left.

Mother stared after her. Then she looked atdumbfounded. "Gene," she said, "what is
the matter with that woman?"

Dear Mother. A breach of etiquette had beenmiited and, worse, a bridge game possibly
ruined.

| said sternly, "Mother, you are in a sanitariwhere people have mental trouble. Don't
ever ask what is wrong with someone. Just pay teotain. We'll get someone else.”

The incident was quickly forgotten. Later, wadhdinner and then | excused myself.
"Mother, dear," | said, "you'll have to go home. 'Wehaving a party and | have to help
decorate the gymnasium tonight."

She said, feeling a little slighted, | think,du act as if you were in a school."

"Uh-huh," | said, nodding. "It's sort of likesahool."

Of course, overadjusting is one of the dangérbeing institutionalized. One loses the
capacity to make decisions, to think, to care. Béoid what to do, and when, over too long a
time, becomes deadly to the spirit.

| had always been a brute for work. | had p&thgnyself into the mindless things that
passed my time. | sewed and knitted and crochetgdl was virtually a one-woman factory.
Whenever the lady at the knit shop saw me comieg,jaw dropped. "Oh, no," she would
say, "you can't have finished the last yarn | s@d?" | annoyed the other patients at times
with my quiet intensity, just sitting there, knittj. And so the days passed to the rhythm of
my clicking needles.

In June, my brother Howard came to see me.dKedahow | spent my time. | told him |
sewed and played bridge and went to the clubhouseli@nk Cokes.

"Gene," he said firmly, "don't you think youghi to have a job? It would be good for you
to work. Let me speak to the doctor about it."

Dr. Holtzman believed that the quickest pathieicovery was to be positive with me and
not allow me to wallow in my illness. He welcoméx tsuggestion of my going to work. He
asked me what kind of job I thought | would like.
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| said, "Well, | love clothes and fashions. lbde to work in a dress shop if one will have
me."

I don't know how many calls were made, or hoanygnmerchants refused. A tolerant and
independent woman named Billie Talmadge offeredanjeb as a salesclerk in her Topeka
dress shop. | was to be an out-patient. | wadfiegrat the thought of working at a real nine-
to-five, the sets-don't-get-torn-down job, of wagtion customers, of maybe being rejected by
the other clerks. Terrified and excited. Wanting aot wanting.

Dr. Wilkens, bless her, encouraged me. "Youimedmrme of the fighter Ingemar Johansson,”
she said. | thought the comparison strange. | didad the sports pages and was only vaguely
aware that a big boxing match had taken placentimaith. Dr. Wilkens explained that she had
followed the story of the Swedish fighter who, agpang Olympian, had lost his nerve in the
ring and ran from an opponent. But he had come,backune of 1959, to knock out Floyd
Patterson to win the heavyweight championship. &eshe said, "you are going to come out
of this a champion." It was lofty talk, but it heljh | needed encouragement, not sympathy.

An arrangement was made for me to live inltbme of a sweet old lady, the widow
of a doctor, and report two days a week to the italsy landlady, Marguerite Craig, was in
her late sixties. She was cheerful and uncomptlicatel created a wonderful atmosphere for
me. | came to love her very much. | warned herul@mot cook. Left to my own devices, |
would have to survive on baloney sandwiches. Biold her | would do all the dishes and
keep the house clean, if she would do the cookKiigt was our bargain, one of the best |
ever struck.

Howard Lee visited me often in her home, anddJarite was smitten with him. She kept
carrying on about how handsome he was. In the @y af young sweethearts, | apologized
for the fact that he did not talk much. She laugaed said, "Tell you what. During the pauses
you can just enjoy a good look at him."

Working in the dress shop was a tonic for mgorhetimes think | could have been very
contented with a career as a saleswoman. Of couvges the object of some curiosity. One
day | overheard two customers whispering about ggy ®ne of them said, "Well, she has to
be close to fifty because | was in high school wheaw her movies and I'm such-and-such
now." At the time | was not yet thirty-nine.

Billie Talmadge paid me forty dollars a weelddmalways owed her more money than |
made, because | was always buying dresses. In ary, lhdelieve that | eventually got well
because of the kindness of my doctors and co-wsr&ed the love of Howard Lee. All the
girls in the store knew | was engaged to him. Angparmy officer used to stop by the shop
regularly, and one night | went with him and anotbeuple to a party. The next day, one of
the salesgirls said, "That officer called while yagre at lunch and wanted your phone
number. No one would give it to him." Then she sohidnd said, "We all like Mr. Lee."

| could not begin to know what pressures Howaoed, from whatever sources, to love me
or leave me. But he handled them with ease and huvhobrother once said to him, "Do you
have any idea what you are getting into? You cteldaking on a tremendous responsibility."”

Howard Lee said, "Yes, and | know | can copthwti" Curious. The Howards in my life
have been plentiful and interesting and importantmte. My father, brother, my second
husband, an uncle (Howard Beatty), and the eludiveHughes.

In a sad-comic way, my engagement to Howarddrese put me in a threatening position.
| had befriended at Menninger's a girl named Maggigretty hairdresser with a violent
streak. She had been abandoned by a boyfriend atibher bills but had stepped on her
heart. She often seemed envious of me when Howsitda.

One day she was allowed to leave the groumdsnay mother invited her to go into town
with us. We stopped at a pastry shop for a snadk idly, my mother asked Maggie if her
mother was living. She became enraged, began ¢éarscrstormed out of the shop and into
the street. | had to use all my persuasion to gebhack into the car and soothe her feelings.
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After a while, Maggie said something to theeeffthat | must like my life, having been a
movie star, and engaged, and able to come andgotfre hospital.

Knowing how volatile she was, | did not answery quickly. | could not guess what her
reaction would be - envy, anger, tears. Finallgaid, "Well, nothing is perfect, Maggie, My
life isn't so hot." Then | added, "But it is a godeéa to get married if someone you love asks
you."

Years later | ran into her in another city,glyrby accident. She was well, or seemed to be.
And she had gotten married.

Meanwhile, | had developed another bond with Awne Wilkens. She, too, was in love
and hoping to marry. She was dating another damtothe Menninger's staff. The patients
would see them having lunch together and whispén glee. It was like rooting for two of
your high school teachers to fall in love.

When she announced her engagement, going oy fere told me, "You know, my
grandmother always predicted that | would marrg.laShe laughed and said, "Well, I'm
getting married and my granny sure called her Shot.

In a sense she became my friend and counsglareth as my doctor. But | had my bad
times, my days of temper, though they were gettargr, and we had our disagreements.
Once she refused to allow me to see Howard Lee, valaloflown up from Houston and was
waiting in the visitors' lounge. She felt | was mo condition to see him - | had turned
snappish and unstable - and she did not want mski¢osing him.

| got furious. As we argued, | suddenly leanerbss her desk and started to muss her hair.
She drew her head back and, her voice cool andhisgptsaid, "Gene, you don't want to do
that."

Instantly, |1 caught myself and slumped backniy chair. | was contrite and embarrassed.
Now | apologized: "No, no, of course not. I'm saorgoCan | do anything? May | fix your
hair?"

It was completely out of character for me tottr hurt anyone, much less a friend. | did so
in a moment of blind anger because | wanted whaould not have. After a while |
whispered, "But I've got to win sometime."

Her eyes searched mine and she said, "It l[tmkse as if you're winning now, Gene." She
meant the fact that Howard Lee loved me, and | lveggnning to understand the forces in my
life that overloaded my mind, and | was able tovsinoy temper instead of stifling it.

Little by little, 1 was learning discipline arghtience. | did not undergo analysis as such. It
was psychotherapy and counseling that | needed quife in a sanitarium slows you down,
and you begin to understand the things that puzded

The press rediscovered me in the fall of 1988ile | was working in the dress shop in
Topeka. | was not embarrassed to be found theragdm honest day's work among warm
and decent people. Nor was | ashamed to talk abgutiness. It was the result, | said, of
"my lack of understanding what | could cope withdarmhat | could not. | learned that
carrying on while you're broken is not the answéred to work harder and harder, thinking
that work would cure everything. All it did was neathings worse."

What | said, | meant. | did not blame any doabo any hospital or any other person for
what | went through. | do remind myself that fdbag time not enough was known about the
fragile balance of the mind. They know more now.

They are not so quick today to subject a petsoalectric shocks, a barbaric practice |
would never wish upon anyone else and would noinagadure myself. Nor do they
automatically assume that every disturbed minthésproduct of a mother or father who was
cruel or warped or didn't care. Most parents dobib&t they can. Some of us are inadequate,
but we try. It pleases me to remember the ladyh& dift shop at Menninger's, who sold
greeting cards. She said to me once, "l like yaulibst of all the patients here. You're not
always complaining about your mother and father."



117

When | accepted my handicap, my doctors told fiMew you are going to get well,
because you know you have a weakness." But it tnekour years to face the truth. Up to
then, | committed myself to treatment because ughd my family felt | should, and | told
myself | was pleasing them.

The years of mental illness, the hopeless th&ysnd locked doors, are still a nightmare
time to me. It was as if a curtain had been drawar ony mind. A cliché, | suppose, but true.
| cannot forget the cost in time and love and thi@mon hurt of others in raising that curtain
again.

The kindness of others made my return to sp@essible. Richard Widmark wrote a
gentle, teasing note from Hollywood: "Hurry backtleere will be nothing left for us to play
but Ma and Pa Kettle pictures.”

A dear friend from school days at Miss Portengted me to her home for weekends when
a lot of people were afraid or embarrassed to laveental patient around. Each morning she
would send her little daughter up to my room withraeakfast tray, with a rosebud in a vase. |
heard her tell the child not to ask me questio@atie, come here a moment," she said
quietly. "Remember, the first requisite of a lagya be kind."

Children have a curiosity that is irresistib@nce, one of my nieces asked how | could
stand being locked up. | said, "Mikie, in a factargere the china is turned out according to a
certain pattern, week after week, month after moetery now and then there is a damaged
piece.

"It is called a reject and it is sold more ghlgahan the good china. | can stand being
locked up because | know | can be repaired. | rgastmyself into a condition where | am
whole. It is all right to see yourself for a time a reject. But you mustn't mess up your life
with behavior that isn't your true self. Just ddéettyourself be sold as an imperfect piece of
workmanship. You may have a weakness, but you rteadcept second-rate behavior or a
second-rate life. Then you make your decisions wi¢ghhelp of those who love you."

It was a fairly long speech, for me. | saigattiently and with forbearance. | don't know if
Mikie understood, but it made me feel better. Athéant was that we can be born with a flaw,
or develop one. We can be rejected - by a pardatiea, or friends. But people are not pieces
of china. We can help ourselves and seek help fsthmars. We can fight back and become
whole again. The pity is not in failing. It is imitrying.

I had gone through all of the stages known neeatally sick person. | had given up, fought
back, shrunk from people, reached out, been ovémdtk by petty things, looked into a
bottomless pit and found hope.

If it is possible to make a general stateméoiuathe people one finds in a mental ward, it
would be that all of them have this in common: thegl unloved, alone, and unwanted.
Loneliness devours them. Even when they have magyi

Rebuilding my own strength was a slow and feagisk. But one weekend | went with my
family to a friend's home in Connecticut for a féaurs of tennis and leisure. By Monday
morning | would be back in my room at the hospitdboked at my daughter, Tina, and |
thought, "What future is there for her if | dorétgvell? How can she exist with a mother who
is in and out of hospitals?"

Then | noticed she was holding the hand of mogher. | wasn't alone. My family would
protect Tina if anything happened to me. | watchedsmall hand clinging to the larger one
of her uncle, almost lost in it, and | realiz#itkre is love hereand it will bring me out of my
depths.

| gave Dr. Holtzman his year, the one | promide stay, and he kept his word. In
November of 1959, | was summoned to the office nfKarl Menninger, the founder of the
clinic, the man the patients referred to, usuaiyaffection, as "the Great White Father."

Although I liked and respected Dr. Karl, my tawots with him had been infrequent, and my
favorite was his younger brother, Dr. Will. | woudde Dr. Will now and then in the cafeteria,
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and he would greet me with, "You're looking veretpy today, Gene." It wasn't his flattery
that appealed to me. He was the one who went anmaisidg funds for research, scouting the
country for business support. In a place where lgdloped their dreams and illusions, and the
doctors sometimes talked only to each other, dlites fact that Dr. Will was part of the real
world. | was then on a realism kick. The hardesdKked at life, the sooner | thought | would
get well. Money was real. Dr. Will raised moneliked him.

But Dr. Karl was kind and charming when | weéotsee him. He said he had read the
reports on me. He thought | had been helped by iwgik town. He said | might continue to
have my ups and downs, but | could learn to livinwhem. Finally, he said, "We are going to
give you your release. You know right from wrongpefe is no reason you can't have a happy
life."

He stood up then, and smiled, and in a manméorsnal it was almost as though he were
making a wedding toast, he said, "l wish you gaadk!"

As | left the sanitarium for the second timéelt eager and confident for the first time in
many years. | had learned that the mind is the rheatutiful part of the body, and | was
grateful to God and the Menningers that | had nbaek.
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With Otto Preminger and Walter i’ldge.en at L’.'anm-:s - With Walter Plunkett : 5 5 \.\.'fm René Clair
[All pictures not from the book]

Chapter 20
Epilogue: My Favorite Role

A relationship often needs a nudge, a bit of sthgeetion, if it is to grow into a union. In the
natural course of events, men drift and women act.

| was being "coached" in my romance with Howhed by my sister-in-law, the former
Jane Hewitt, of Cambridge, whose father, Erastuwittiehad been a neighbor and close
friend of the poet Robert Frost. Jane has a psetit and a clever mind, a nice blend, and |
found her advice fun even when | could not use it.

Years ago she and my brother struck the kinbaofjain that is the key to many marriages.
No matter how they prospered, he said, or what &e dner, minks and lovely things, he
wanted her to cook his dinner every night. As l@sgl have known them, she has - such
dishes as fish baked in a cream sauce, with pegégaes floating, and the correct wine from
their cellar.

Jane is one of those blessed people, equalytsitation. | left my dog with her once and
the newness of the surroundings undid his good srandane assured me that keeping the
floors clean would be no problem if she could ledagr "super duper pooper scooper.”

During the year | was at Menninger's, her fattaame to visit me. He knew | was fearful of
what my absence was doing to Tina. His eyes heferand he said, "Don't you worry about
this little girl of yours. My daughter can managgy aituation."

For months Jane looked after Tina, until Olage for her and took her back to New York.
It was good that she could be with her cousins,thad with her father. When a child is apart
from her mother, the rest of the family needsgabten the circle.

By the time | was released from the Menningni€ my engagement to Howard Lee had
moved into its second year. He did not seem tdktthat was very long to wait. Men don't.
But Jane encouraged me to date other men, if ontyake Howard jealous. "Gene," she said,
"what you have to remember is, life is just onaauad the track."

Emergency measures were really not neededufyrid, 1960, W. Howard Lee and | were
married in Aspen, where we met. In New York thag,dareporter ran into Oleg Cassini and
found him preoccupied. She said he paused anchald'My wife got married today." | was
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touched by what those words implied. | know that tiad been up to Oleg, we might never
have divorced. He was a product of the Europeatureylone that opposed divorce through
thick and thin, that held a man did not discardvinie for some girl of the moment. Oleg has
never remarried.

We are in some ways closer today than whenloged, and we are bonded by the fact of
our two daughters. From the time of my illness,gotas borne the expense of Daria's care
and has assisted Tina when she needed it. Fortisndte woman who has a loving husband,
and an ex-husband who remains her friend.

| had been offered different lives by men wheravcolorful and original. But all the time,
perhaps without knowing it, what | wanted and neled@s the solid citizen. | remembered
the warning of the doctor who, referring to Aly Khdad said | would "never meet the man
of my dreams in El Morocco." | know now, and kneos enough, that he was right. Howard
Lee took over my life sweetly, gently, and forever.

He is secure, even-tempered, and relaxed. ldgpreud man with a gentle side, who is as
much at ease in a garden or in the kitchen as be was around an oil derrick. The walls of
his office are adorned with photographs of thedBeand rigs once worked by his family,
including Spindletop, the Beaumont, Texas, discp¥#eat ushered in the new industrial age.

Howard came along in the heyday of the oil waliler, men who built fortunes on
borrowed equipment and lost them on the turn adrd.cHis sister married Glenn McCarthy,
who built the Shamrock Hotel in Houston and bec#imeemodel for the character of Jett Rink
in Edna Ferber's novel Giant.

Ours had to be one of the strangest courtstiipsecord, covering two years, half of it
while | was on furlough from a mental hospital. &yoice, most of our dates were quiet ones,
dinners for two and pleasant drives.

But once we attended a party given by Ray aad Stark in New York, and Howard met
Oleg Cassini, his brother, Igor, and Aly Khan. Haswery comfortable with them, so sure of
himself that | suspect some of the guests feltteltedNot |. Howard was so quiet compared to
the other men | had known, but his was the quiethefforest. The Starks, who had been
among the first couples to accept Oleg and me, a®iguick to embrace Howard. They liked
his lack of pretense. He was so natural, so witlguife; he made an ideal straight man for
Ray, an incurable punster.

Howard asked Ray why a movie he had just seeneajoyed,The Birdman of Alcatrgz
did not have a bigger success. "l guess," quipfmd Mecause it was a fowl picture.”

During that same time, we joined Joseph Cadigh his first wife, Lenore, for an evening
in New York, where Joe was appearing on Broadwasgt hight Howard and | left the hotel
and could not get a taxi to the theater. Finallgrdbbed his hand and said, "Listen, you're
with an old New York working girl and there are ethways to get to the theater besides a
cab. Follow me." | led the way to the Fifty-nintkré&:t subway and we got out on Broadway,
one block from the theater. Howard had expressetesmisgivings, having read for years
about New York's famous muggings. | told him | usedide the subway all the time when |
was a young girl starting out as an actress. Hghkedi and said he would like to have a
picture of that.

After the play, we rode to "21" in a glisteningw Rolls-Royce Silver Cloud that Joe had
given Lenore on their anniversary. | don't knowriie should look for symbolism or not. But
we started out the evening on the subway and came In a Rolls-Royce. Sometimes life is
like that, and sometimes the other way around.

The night was a special one for me in anothay.Whe Cottens had been a part of my
Hollywood good times, the Sunday tennis partiehwitgroup that had reached out to Oleg
and me - Jennifer Jones and David Selznick, Lilinfer and Rex Harrison, the Sam
Goldwyns and the David Nivens.
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On our way to her car, Lenore had said to r@enk, I'm not sure, but your Howard Lee
may be the handsomest man | ever saw." Hearing wdalk about how men look can be
silly or boring or both. But show business is padlflesh market, and the subject of beauty,
male or female, preoccupies us. For the recordhefthree best-looking men | have ever
known, none were actors: my husband, Howard Lexk Bannedy, and Dr. Denton Cooley,
the Houston heart surgeon.

A reporter once asked me who | thought wasbst attractive man in the world. After a
long, blank silence, | blurted out, "Anthony Edeh.$eemed a frivolous thing to say about a
man of such distinction, and for years | was endssed, thinking that the former British
prime minister might have read that remark.

A few months after that night in New York, LeadCotten died while Joe was on location
in Italy. He eventually married another lovely gah actress named Pat Green, and we catch
up with them from time to time when they appeathlmndinner theater circuit.

| was thirty-nine when | married Howard Lee aswitled quietly in Houston. | had not
made a film in five years and was no longer in desna did not find it traumatic to face the
fact that my brightest hours were gone, some ahthaving slipped away without my even
knowing it. | felt safe, protected. But a smallggang part of me would not turn loose of
whatever cord still held me to my craft.

In 1961, | was signed for the role of ConstaMeEKenzie inReturn to Peyton Placéo be
directed by Jose Ferrer, one of my earlier leadueg. | had to withdraw from the role when |
became pregnant, a happy discovery that would béset any professional loss easily had |
not miscarried and lost the baby at four and a imaihths. Eleanor Parker replaced me in the
mother's part.

When no one else in Hollywood would offer me apportunity, Otto Preminger did. A
friend, genuine and unafraid, Otto signed me in21&6 the all-star cast he was assembling
for Advise and Consent was to play Dolly Harrison, the Washington lesst who has an
affair with the Senate majority leader (Walter Ridg). It was my first film sinc@he Left
Hand of God and | immediately ran into a problem unrelatedrtp ability to act. | was
considered uninsurable because of my mental his@ity told the insurance company flatly
that, if they rejected me, he would cancel his cage with them for this and any future
productions. They caved in. That was quite a riskFfreminger to take. | could have fallen ill
again. Thankfully, I didn't.

| had not worked since 1955 and no effort esame to me any harder. But in my
background had always been a determination to geb through. Preminger's act of heart
and firmness spurred me on even more.

My part was less than major, but it had glambwvas dressed by Bill Blass in black and
white, as Oleg had often costumed me. | enjoyeyindea mature woman in a film that dealt
with mature subjects. In my youth, my taste hadagswun to what | called cut crystal and
champagne pictures; deep rugs, chandeliers, andvgakends. Swimming to the side of a
pool and stretching out a hand for a glass of clame. Pictures that made life seem secure,
when everything else in the world is insecure. Bues change and good films capture those
changes.

Howard joined me during the shooting. His ddaaghDonna Lee, worked in the office of
John Tower, the Texas senator. Soon she was bstogted around town by a member of the
cast, Lew Ayres, which made Howard a little nervade kept saying, "But the man is my
age. He's old enough to be her father." Lew latarried an airline hostess, younger than
Donna.

Those weeks in Washington were like being & @aone continuing diplomatic reception.
There was our cast luncheon at the White Houserenhgaw Jack Kennedy again. We sailed
on the presidential yacht, tdoney Fitz as the guests of Bob and Ethel Kennedy. We
attended a dinner party at the home of Jean Kensaudih, and another at the French
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embassy. | reminisced with Jean about the firsetinmad met her family at the Kennedy
compound at Cape Cod. She reminded me that Tetddyydungest brother, then about
thirteen, kept asking me to dance. | nodded ancrrema that Ted was interested in girls even
then.

She winked and said, "Yes, and he still is."

After Advise and Consena year passed before another part would comeyaldmad no
intention of returning to films as a career, bdid want to keep a foot in the door. On a visit
to California, | ran into the director George RoWl ldt a party. He was castinfoys in the
Attic, Lillian Hellman's play about a neurotic south&mily, and | told him | wanted to go
back to work.

Hill said politely, "Gene, the only part | hawecast yet calls for an older woman."

| said, "We can always dye my hair gray."

| played the mother-in-law of Dean Martin, wivas my own age. But | had added a few
pounds, and we salted my hair with flecks of gray.

Three years had passed since my remarriagealamiring that time Howard had been
pressing me to let him meet my father. SteepechénTiexas and southwestern traditions,
Howard was anxious to assure him that his daugidsrin good hands. | had seen my father
once in sixteen years. Although | had told him sheries often, Howard did not understand
my coldness, the resentment | still felt becauséda abandoned my mother, and had sued
me for fifty thousand dollars, making me feel lassaughter than an investment.

Father had written at one point, saying he dapemeet my new husband, but | had not
written back. | had avoided the subject whenewauld, but in late 1963 Howard brought it
up again during a vacation in Aspen. We were plago be in New York in a few weeks,
and | agreed, with mixed emotions, to invite myé&tto meet us there. | didn't even have his
phone number in Pennsylvania and called an auggttd.

When 1| told her why | was calling, she brokéoisobs over the phone. "Gene, | didn't
phone you," she said, "for fear of upsetting yout Bour father is dead." He had died of
cancer a few days before. | felt no pain, no shaokhing. | felt | had lost my father all those
years ago. But when | looked at Howard, his eyeagwet, and | knew he had been hoping to
bring us together.

A door to my past had closed.

In 1964, Fox still owed me a picture from mygtlaontract, which called for ten films in
seven years. To finish out the contract, | was miagevery small part, almost a cameo, as
Brian Keith's wife inThe Pleasure Seekerfn the leading roles of romantically active
playgirls were Ann-Margret, Yvette Mimieux, and Ghatynley, part of a new generation of
Hollywood beauties.

The picture was a melancholy time for me. | hatimade it for the money, or for pride, or
even a final taste of glory. | had wanted to mdie= icture to finish the cycle and close the
book, and recapture for one last time the fun thaking movies had been for me - candy for
the soul. But the Hollywood | knew was gone. Tha slystem that created me and the other
so-called Fox girls no longer existed.

| had to be honest with myself. | had not pthgemajor role in ten years. Any studio that
offered me one would be gambling on my health. uMiobe remembered, according to
Newsweek magazine, as one of Hollywood's five npmsgnant beauties. The others were
Louise Brooks, a star of the 1920s, Frances Farittera Massey, and Joan Collins. But
Hollywood always had a truer measure of worth theauty or even talent. What was your
last box office?

| was forty-four, too young to retire to Sun8stulevard, too old to start over. My part in
The Pleasure Seekemsas so undemanding it caused me no difficulty,fmitmuch pleasure.

Another door had closed.
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In March of 1969, | appeared in an episod@lod FBIon television. In December of that
year | played the crippled wife of Ray Milland - negstar of eighteen years before - in a
made-for-TV movieDaughter of the Mindproduced by Twentieth Century-Fox.

That appearance was to be my last before timerees, not entirely by choice, but certainly
without complaint. | had a fulfilling career: thirthree feature films and three Broadway
plays. My leading men included Gable, Tracy, FondaPower, Bogart. | was fortunate to
have been nominated for an Academy Awadrdafre Her to Heavgrand to have played a
part, Laura, that a song and a portrait helped make forever.

Houston is a far piece from Old Hollywood, biave a role now that | think becomes me.
| am a grandmother, and | can play that game whth iest of them. My Delphina and
Jasmina were born on the same day, two years aattnow | have a year-old grandson,
Alexander. They are the children of Tina, who made debut in Houston, went to Rome to
study, and found an Italian husband, Giuliano Giariasuspected she would.

My life in Houston is settled and relaxed. Iy own marketing, keep house, play bridge,
shop, and do what charity work | can. | have ma@ands and they guard my privacy. | am
recognized by some, and the name often bringstéest@econd look. But no one fusses and |
am grateful.

| hole up now and then and do nothing for days read, sometimes losing myself in
Voltaire or Tolstoy. | still see a doctor once antip sometimes more often. | appreciate my
life, and my health, in a way that | never couldewh was very young and very sure.

In a Houston department store one day, | batst tears unexpectedly when a salesgirl
asked, "May | help you?" | know she was stunned l@wlildered, but how could | explain?
How could | tell her what thoughts and memories geaafectly innocent question unleashed?
Of all the people, and all the ways, | had beempdxtl- in my career, and through the long,
slow, uneven recovery from mental sickness.

It is difficult to write or talk about any formef mental disease, especially your own,
without sounding as though you were examining alndgr glass. | had an undying curiosity
about what was wrong with me, but | could nevendpinyself to ask a direct question and no
one would tell me in words | could understand.

Once | stole a book from the desk of one ofduoygtors, stayed awake all the next night
reading it, and knew less than when | startedinhe § realized, and my doctors confirmed it,
that a name or a label is less important than ashgit have a weakness.

There are words used in the practice of psychidat have no more meaning to the
average ear than certain bird calls. Paranoia. zBphrenia. Manic depression.
Hallucinations.

But try this: once | gained twenty pounds imatter of weeks on a diet that consisted
mainly of bread-and-butter sandwiches and chocdiats. When | finally snapped out of it,
and Howard asked me what had been in my mind, lenglbered my fantasy clearly. |
imagined that | was pregnant and eating for twachEaight | would give birth, and each
morning the Communists would steal my child.

Another time | dreamed that Daria was no longean institution, but was in the home of
another couple down the street from us. Howard doure in the middle of the night,
pounding on their door, demanding that Daria barnetd to me. They hardly knew us but
were very kind about the scene | had caused.

I can no longer doubt that the main cause ofdifficulties stemmed from the tragedy of
my daughter's unsound birth and my inability toefaty feelings, trying instead to bury them.
| regretted too many things: finding out that dé&twho taught me that honor was everything
was not an honorable man. Marrying against my psrevishes and proving them right.
Twice falling in love with men with whom | had nottire.
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My kind of mental illness is a stress diseddee problem is in the blood, in the chemical
balance, but it can be triggered by petty thingd amnor distractions. Your personality
disintegrates, along with your own willpower. YoaMe to accept being led.

One recent Christmas | found myself helpleshathought of making a turkey dressing. |
had a house filled with grandchildren and | was icgndown with flu, and the turkey
dressing did me in. | went through a depression ldsted for days. Later, a friend said,
"Gene, you can buy it at the grocery store." Now whdn't | thought of that? The grocery
store!

| used to worry about going places after | wadl, and seeing people | might have been
around when | was acting peculiar. But now | aceepself as | am, and so do my friends. |
had to know that when a day came, or many of thehgn | felt depressed, | wasn't going
mad. It was all right to be unhappy.

In many ways | have been fortunate. In one iaspknew a girl who could never comb
her hair. The nurses feared she would use the ¢orhbrt herself. She heard voices that told
her wicked or senseless things. The voices | heastially my brother's - gave me pep talks,
telling me, "You're going to get well."

| have skated on thin ice as far as respondialavior is concerned. | have been
disagreeable, rude, insulting, and withdrawn. Butept for the incident at the neighbor's
house, | have remained more or less under comtvel) during my deepest depressions. | had
no compulsion to throw things, or to break all th€hes, or force myself on the delivery man.
My eyes might assume a wild expression when | Wabut | was not wild within. Really, |
have been lucky. Some bottomless instinct madeang bn to a thread of respectability.

| was admitted to three different hospitalarigariums, if you prefer - over a period of six
years. A dozen doctors treated me. | had a totddidf-two electric shock treatments. During
my first confinement, | was taking more medicinarttany other patient. So there is hope for
everybody.

One thing I did learn: if you are going to bentally ill it is like anything else, like the best
country club or the best hotel. The most expenpiages are always the most desirable. |
used up every cent | had earned as an actresssiden myself well now, but | know | have
to make an effort to stay that way. | still takedieation, and | am subject to periods of odd
behavior. As the old saying goes, "The crazy persays, 'Everyone is crazy but thee and
me.™ To make any progress at all, you first havadcept the fact that you have an illness. If
it takes saying out loud, "l am sick, | am insdrean a crazy person,” one must say it.

| have gone through such a time, and more sandved.

| traveled in a world that once was - Hollywoofdthe war and immediate postwar years.
And | existed in a world that never is - the priswinthe mind. If what | have learned from
these experiences can be summed up in one senitewoe)d be this: life is not a movie. But
| do not make that point in a sad or regretful wlagan only wonder, if my lifdhad beera
movie, would a director have cast Gene Tierneyl&y the part? The bitter with the sweet
makes for a better part.
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[Edit:

In 1978 Gene's mother Belle dies.

In 1980 Gene appears in the TV mini-sefsesuples

In 1981 her husband W. Howard Lee dies.

In July 1985 Gene records a TV interview at her @@mHouston.

In 1986 she is the guest of honor at the Internati&-ilm Festival of San Sebastian, Spain.
On November 6th, 1991, just two weeks shy of hest Hirthday, Gene passes away in
Houston, Texas due to emphysema.]
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[All pictures not fram the book]

Gene Tierney’s Feature Films

THE RETURN OF FRANK JAMES (20th, 1940) 92m.

Producer, Darryl F. Zanuck; director, Fritz Langreenplay, Sam Hellman; art
directors, Richard Day, Wiard B. lhnen; music dioec David Buttolph; camera, George
Barnes, William V. Skall; editor, Walter Thompson.

Henry Fonda (Frank James); Gene Tierney (Eleaname$t Jackie Cooper (Clem);
Henry Hull (Major); John Carradine (Bob Ford); Jdviard Bromberg (Runyon); Donald
Meek (McCoy); Eddie Collins (Station Agent); Geoigarbier (The Judge); Ernest Whitman
(Pinkie); Charles Tannen (Charles Ford); Lloyd @am (Mr. Stone); Russell Hicks
(Prosecutor); Victor Kilian (Preacher); Edward Mciléa(Col. Jackson); George Chandler
(Roy); Irving Bacon (Man); Frank Shannon (SheriBgrbara Pepper (Nellie); Stymie Beard
(Boy); Lee Phelps (Bartender); Adrian Morris (Déiee); Milton Kibbee (Reporter).

HUDSON'S BAY (20th, 1940) 95m.

Associate producer, Kenneth Macgowan; directoingywichelt; screenplay, Lamar
Trotti; art directors, Richard Day, W. B. Ihnen; siej Alfred Newman; camera, Peverell
Marley, George Barnes; editor, Robert Simpson.

Paul Muni (Pierre Esprit Radisson); Gene Tierneyarf@ra); Laird Cregar
(Gooseberry); John Sutton (Lord Edward Crewe); iMiegField (Nell Gwyn); Vincent Price
(King Charles); Nigel Bruce (Prince Rupert); Mortbowry (Gerald Hall); Robert Greig (Sir
Robert); Chief Thundercloud (Grimha); Frederic V@oK (English Governor); Montagu Love
(Governor); lan Wolfe (Mayor); Chief John Big Tré€hief); Jody Gilbert (Germaine);
Dorothy Dearing (Girl); Reginald Sheffield (Clerlgith Hitchcock (Footman); Lilyan Irene
(Maid); Jean Del Val (Captain).

TOBACCO ROAD (20th, 1941) 84m.

Producer, Darryl F. Zanuck; associate producersk &arkland, Harry H. Oshrin;
director, John Ford; based on the novel by ErsKia¢dwell and the play by Kirkland;
screenplay, Nunnally Johnson; art directors, RithBay, James Basevi; music, David
Buttolph; camera, Arthur C. Miller; editor, BarbavicLean.

Charley Grapewin (Jester); Marjorie Rambeau (SiBessie); Gene Tierney (Ellie
May); William Tracy (Dude Lester); Elizabeth Pasten (Ada Lester); Dana Andrews (Capt.
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Tim); Slim Summerville (Peabody); Ward Bond (Lov&rant Mitchell (Geo. Payne); Zeffie
Tibury (Grandma); Russen Simpson (Chief of Policgpencer Charters (County Clerk);
Irving Bacon (Teller); Harry Tyler (Auto Dealer);h@rles Halton (Mayor); George Chandler
(Clerk); Marian Free (Clerk); Dorothy Adams (Sud¥ay); Mae Marsh (Woman); Jack
Pennick (Policeman).

BELLE STARR (20th, 1941) 87m.

Associate producer, Kenneth Macgowan; directoringyv\Cummings; based on the
story by Cameron Rogers, Niven Busch; screenplagdr Trotti; art directors, Richard Day,
Nathan Juran; music, Alfred Newman; camera, ErRaeiner, Ray Rennahan; editor, Robert
Simpson.

Randolph Scott (Sam Starr); Gene Tierney (BellerrBtdana Andrews (Major
Thomas Crail); Shepperd Strudwick (Ed Shirley);zBlieth Patterson (Sarah); Chill Wills
(Blue Duck); Louise Beavers (Mammy Lou); Olin Howth (Jasper Tench); Paul Burns
(Sergeant); Joseph Sawyer (John Cole); Joseph bgwi@dim Cole); Charles Trowbridge
(Col. Bright); Howard Hickman (Col. Thornton); Jasn€lavin (Sergeant); Charles Middleton
(Carpetbagger); Stymie Beard (Young Jaks); Mae M@pseacher's Wife); Kermit Maynard
(Union Officer); Franklyn Farnum (Barfly); Cecil \8t®n (Mother).

SUNDOWN (UA, 1941) 90m.

Producer, Walter Wanger; director, Henry Hathawagsed on the story by Barre
Lyndon; adaptation, Charles G. Booth; screenplgpdbn; art director, Alexander Golitzen;
music, Miklos Rozsa; special camera, Ray O. Bingamera, Charles Lang; editor, Dorothy
Spencer.

Gene Tierney (Zia); Bruce Cabot (Capt. Bill Cravdipr George Sanders (Major
Coombes); Harry Carey (Dewey); Joseph Calleia if®glISir Cedric Hardwicke (Bishop
Coombes); Carl Esmond (Kuypens); Reginald Gardifigr Turner); Marc Lawrence
(Hammud); Gilbert Emery (Ashburten); Dorothy Dande (Kipsang's Bride); Woodrow
Strode (Tribal Policeman); Horace Walker (Lecher@ig Man); Emmett Smith (Kipsang);
Jeni LaGon (Miriami); Edward Das (Pindi).

THE SHANGHAI GESTURE (UA, 1942) 106m.

Producer, Arnold Pressburger; associate produdbgridade Courville; director, Josef
Von Sternberg; based on the play by John Coltoreesplay, Von Sternberg; assistant
directors, Charles Kerr, Fred Pressburger; aricthire, Boris Leven, Howard Bristol; music,
Richard Hageman; camera, Paul Ivano; editor, Sansiin.

Gene Tierney (Poppy Charteris); Walter Huston &iry Charteris); Victor Mature
(Doctor Omar); Ona Munson (Mother Gin-Sling); PheyIBrooks (Dixie Pomeroy); Albert
Bessermann (The Commissioner); Maria Ouspenskayse (Amah); Eric Blore (The
Bookkeeper); Ivan Lebedeff (The Gambler); Mike Mi&zuThe Coolie); Clyde Fillmore
(The Comprador); Grayce Hampton (The Social Leadegx Evans (Brooks); Mikhail
Rasumny (The Appraiser); Michael Delmatoff (ThetBader); Marcel Dalio (The Croupier);
John Abbott (The Escort).

SON OF FURY (20th, 1942) 102m.

Producer, Darryl F. Zanuck; associate producer,lidkl Perlberg; director, John
Cromwell; based on the novel Benjamin Blake by &disarshall; screenplay, Philip Dunne;
music director, Alfred Newman; camera, Arthur Mijleditor, Walter Thompson.

Tyrone Power (Benjamin Blake); Gene Tierney (Ev@gorge Sanders (Sir Arthur
Blake); Frances Farmer (Isabel Blake); Roddy McDb\{en as a Boy); John Carradine
(Caleb Greene); Elsa Lanchester (Bristol IsabelyrH Davenport (Amos Kidder); Kay
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Johnson (Helena Blake); Dudley Digges (Bartholonferatt); Halliwell Hobbes (Purdy);

Marten Lamont (Kenneth Hobart); Arthur Hohl (Caj@reenough); Pedro de Cordoba
(Feanou); Dennis Hoey (Lord Tarrant); Robert Gr@digdge); Ray Mala (Marnea); Clifford

Severn (Paddy); Heather Thatcher (Maggice Marti@ster Matthews (Prosecutor); Ethel
Griffies (Matton); Mae Marsh (Mrs. Purdy); Jamesa@n (Guard); Olaf Hytten (Court
Clerk).

RINGS ON HER FINGERS (20th, 1942) 85m.

Producer, Milton Sperling; director, Rouben Mamanljibased on the story by Robert
Pirosh, Joseph Schrank; screenplay, Ken Englundiir@ctors, Richard Day, Albert Hogsett;
music, Cyril J. Mockridge; camera, George Barndgpe, Barbara McLean.

Henry Fonda (John Wheeler); Gene Tierney (SusaleMliinda Worthington); Laird
Cregar (Warren); Shepperd Strudwick (Tod Penwickpring Byington (Mrs. Maybelle
Worthington); Frank Orth (Kellogg); Henry Stephens@he Colonel); Marjorie Gateson
(Mrs. Fenwick); George Dessey (Fenwick, Sr.); Wdrian (Peggy); Thurston Hall (Capt.
Beasley); Clara Blandick (Mrs. Beasley); Billy Beliet (Newsboy); Edgar Norton (Payl);
Frank Coghlan, Jr. (Page Boy); Evelyn Mulhall (Miaklerney); Bob Ryan (Attendant);
Herbert Vigran (Cab Driver).

THUNDER BIRDS (20th, 1942) 79m.

Producer, Lamar Trotti; director, William A. Wellmabased on the story by Melville
Crossman; screenplay, Trotti; special commentaspynJGunther; camera, Ernest Palmer;
editor, Walter Thompson.

Gene Tierney (Kay Saunders); Preston Foster (SEmt); John Sutton (Peter
Stackhouse); Jack Holt (McDonald); Dame May Whittgdy Stackhouse); George Barbier
(Grampa); Richard Haydn (George Lockwood); Regiriadshny (Barrett); Ted North (Cadet
Hackzell); Janis Carter (Blonde); Montague Shaw ofbg; Viola Moore (Nurse); Nana
Bryant (Mrs. Black); Joyce Compton (Saleswoman)sBElowers (Nurse); Peter Lawford
(British Cadet); Selmar Jackson (Man); Charles Ean(Recording); Harry Strang (Forest
Ranger); Walter Tetley (Messenger Boy).

CHINA GIRL (20th, 1942) 95m.

Producer, Ben Hecht; director, Henry Hathaway; téase the story by Melville
Crossman; screenplay, Hecht; art directors, Riclaag, Wiard B. Ihnen; music, Hugo W.
Friedhofer; camera, Lee Garmes; editor, James&kCl

Gene Tierney (Miss Young); George Montgomery (Jolinbynn Bari (Capt. Fifi);
Victor McLaglen (Major Weed); Alan Baxter (ChineBey); Sig Rumann (Jerubi); Myron
McCormick (Shorty); Bobby Blake (Chinese Boy); ARennington (The Entertainer); Philip
Ahn (Dr. Young); Paul Fung (Governor); Tom Neal p€eRaines); Chester Gan (Japanese
Officer); Fred Kohler, Jr. (Flyer); Beal Wong (Se&mt); Bruce Wong (Officer); Allen Jung
(Japanese Officer).

HEAVEN CAN WAIT (20th, 1943) 113m.

Producer-director, Ernst Lubitsch; based on thg Biathday by Lazlo Bus-Fekete;
screenplay, Samson Raphaelson; art directors, J&as=vi, Leland Fuller; music, Alfred
Newman; camera, Edward Cronjager; editor, DorothgrSer.

Gene Tierney (Martha); Don Ameche (Henry Van Clg@#arles Coburn (Hugo Van
Cleve); Marjorie Main (Mrs. Strabel); Laird CregéHis Excellency); Spring Byington
(Bertha Van Cleve); Allyn Joslyn (Albert Van Cley&ugene Pallette (Mr. Strabel); Signe
Hasso (Mademoiselle); Louis Calhern (Randolph Vdevé€); Helena Reynolds (Peggy
Nash); Aubrey Mather (James); Tod Andrews (Jack Z&ve); Leonard Carey (Flogdell);
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Clarence Muse (Jasper); Dickie Moore (Henry - A&g; Dickie Jones (Albert - Age 15);
Trudy Marshall (Jane); Florence Bates (Mrs. Crafglgra Blandick (Grandmother); Anita
Bolster (Mrs. Cooper-Cooper); Grayce Hampton (AfbeMother); Alfred Hall (Albert's
Father); Nino Pipitone, Jr. (Jack as a Child); Jaflavin (Policeman); Scotty Beckett (Henry
- Age 9); Doris Merrick (Nurse).

LAURA (20th, 1944) 88m.

Producer, Otto Preminger; directors, Preminger, d@auMamoulian; based on the
story by Vera Caspary; screenplay, Jay Dratler, hrioffenstein, Betty Reinhardt; art
directors, Lyle Wheeler, Leland Fuller; music, DhvRaksin; camera, Joseph LaShelle;
editor, Louis Loeffler.

Gene Tierney (Laura); Dana Andrews (Mark McPhersdi)fton Webb (Waldo
Lydecker); Vincent Price (Shelby Carpenter); Judithderson (Ann Treadwell); Dorothy
Adams (Bessie Clary); James Flavin (McAvity); Clyieiédmore (Bullitt); Ralph Dunn (Fred
Callahan); Grant Mitchell (Corey); Kathleen Howgltdbuise); Lane Chandler (Detective);
Aileen Pringle (Woman); Buster Miles (Office Boygane Nigh (Secretary).

A BELL FOR ADANO (20th, 1945) 103m.

Producers, Louis D. Lighton, Lamar Trotti; directbltenry King; based on the novel
by John Hersey; screenplay, Trotti, Norman Reilgirfe; art directors, Lyle Wheeler, Mark-
Lee Kirk; music director, Alfred Newman; specialfeets, Fred Sersen; camera, Joseph
LaShelle; editor, Barbara McLean.

Gene Tierney (Tina); John Hodiak (Major Joppolo)|lm Bendix (Sergeant Borth);
Glenn Langan (Lt. Livingstone); Richard Conte (N@¢ Stanley Prager (Sergeant
Trampani); Henry Morgan (Captain Purvis); MontagBanks (Giuseppe); Reed Hadley
(Commander Robertson); Roy Roberts (Colonel Middigt Hugo Haas (Father
Pensovecchio); Marcel Dalio (Zito); Fortunio BonaadqGargano); Henry Armetta (Errante);
Roman Bohnen (Erba); Luis Alberni (Cacopardo); EdaaCiannelli (Major Nasta); William
Edmunds (Tomasino); Yvonne Vautrot (Francesca)n Jhssell (Captain Anderson); Minor
Watson (General McKay); Grady Sutton (Edward); MuaeUrecal (Italian Woman); Harry
Carter (Non Com); Eva Puig (Woman); Earl Easton y(Bdolinist); Frank Lackteen
(Photographer); Ed Munday (Emancipated Man); Niipatéhe, Jr. (Boy).

LEAVE HER TO HEAVEN (20th, 1945) 110m.

Producer, William A. Bacher; director, John M. Stdbased on the novel by Ben
Ames Williams; screenplay, Jo Swerling; art direstoLyle Wheeler, Maurice Ransford;
camera, Leon Shamroy; editor, James B. Clark.

Gene Tierney (Ellen Berent); Cornel Wilde (Richaddrland); Jeanne Crain (Ruth
Berent); Vincent Price (Russell Quinton); Mary Kisl (Mrs. Berent); Ray Collins (Glen
Robie); Gene Lockhart (Dr. Saunders); Reed Hadbey fason); Darryl Hickman (Danny
Harland); Chill Wills (Leick Thorne); Paul Evertdidudge); Olive Blakeney (Mrs. Robie);
Addison Richards (Bedford); Harry Depp (Catterso@yrant Mitchell (Carlson); Milton
Parsons (Medcraft); Betty Hannon (Tess Robie); Maesh (Fisherwoman).

DRAGONWYCK (20th, 1946) 103m.

Producers, Darryl F. Zanuck, Ernst Lubitsch; dmest Joseph L. Mankiewicz,
Lubitsch; based on the novel by Anya Seton; sclegnpMankiewicz; art directors, Lyle
Wheeler, J. Russell Spencer, Thomas Little, PaulF8x; music, Alfred Newman;
choreography, Arthur Appel; camera, Arthur Milleditor, Dorothy Spencer.

Gene Tierney (Miranda ; Walter Huston (Ephraim \8)elVincent Price (Nicholas
Van Ryn); Glenn Langan (Dr. Jeff Turner); Anne RevdAbigail); Spring Byington
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(Magda); Connie Marshall (Katrine); Henry Morgardg&cker); Vivienne Osborne (Johanna);
Jessica Tandy (Peggy O'Malley ); Trudy Marshalliz&deth Van Borden); Reinhold

Schunzel (Count De Grenier); Jane Nigh (TabithathRFord (Cornelia Van Borden); Trevor
Bardette, Arthur Aylsworth, Clancy Cooper, Tom Fadd Addison Richards (Farmers);
Gertrude Astor (Nurse); Douglas Wood (Mayor ; Stesen (Vendor).

THE RAZOR'S EDGE (20th, 1946) 146m.

Producer, Darryl F. Zanuck; director, Edmund Gaulgibased on the novel by W.
Somerset Maugham; screenplay, Lamar Trotti; mudited Newman; song, Mack Gordon,
Goulding; art directors, Richard Day, Nathan Jua@mera, Arthur Miller; editor, J. Watson
Webb, Jr.

Tyrone Power (Larry Darrell); Gene Tierney (Isalisrhadley); John Payne (Gray
Maturin); Anne Baxter (Sophie); Clifton Webb (ElioTempleton); Herbert Marshall
(Somerset Maugham); Lucille Watson (Mrs. Louise dizg); Frank Latimore (Bob
MacDonald); Elsa Lanchester (Miss Keith); Fritz mr (Kosti); John Wengraf (Joseph);
Cecil Humphreys (Holy Man); Harry Pilcer (Specialdancer); Cobina Wright, Sr. (Princess
Novemali); Albert Petit (Albert); Noel Cravat (Rues Singer); Isabelle Lamore (Maid);
Andre Charlot (Bishop); Adele St. Maur, Frances iéorHermine Sterler (Nurses); Forbes
Murray (Mr. Maturin); Joseph Burlando (Cure); Marabasse (Flower Woman); Bess
Flowers (Matron); Frances Ray (Trollop); Louis Merc(Little Frenchman); Bud Wolfe
(Corsican); Dr. Gerald Echeverria (Doctor); EddesPHassan Khayyam (Hindus).

THE GHOST AND MRS. MUIR (20th, 1947) 104m.

Producer, Fred Kohlmar; director, Joseph L. Mankiewbased on the novel by R. A.
Dick; screenplay, Philip Dunne; assistant directtohnny Johnson; art directors, Richard
Day, George W. Davis, Stuart A. Reiss; costumeggQTassini, Eleanor Behm; music,
Bernard Herrmann; camera, Charles Lang; editorpibgrSpencer.

Gene Tierney (Lucy); Rex Harrison (The Ghost of @ap Daniel Gregg); George
Sanders (Miles Fairley); Edna Best (Martha); VaaeBsown (Anna-Grown Up); Anna Lee
(Mrs. Miles Fairley); Robert Coote (Coombe); Naalood (Anna as a Child); Isobel Elsom
(Angelica); Victor Horne (Eva); Whitford Kane (Spile); Brad Slaven (Enquiries); William
Stelling (Bill); Helen Freeman (Author); David Thalny (Sproggins); Heather Wilde (English
Maid); Stuart Holmes (Man on Train).

THE IRON CURTAIN (20th, 1948) 87m.

Producer, Sol. C. Siegel; director, William A. Wedn; screenplay, Milton Krims; art
directors, Lyle Wheeler, Mark-Lee Kirk; music, Adft Newman; camera, Charles G. Clarke;
editor, Louis Loeffler.

Dana Andrews (Igor Gouzenko); Gene Tierney (Annauzgoko); June Havoc
(Karanova); Barry Kroeger (Grubb); Stefan Schnaftdnov); Edna Best (Mrs. Foster);
Nicholas Joy (Dr. Norman); Eduard Franz (Major KyliFrederick Tozere (Col. Trigorin);
Noel Cravat (Bushkin); Christopher Robin Olsen (Pai Peter Whitney (Winikov); Leslie
Barrie (Editor); Mauritz Hugo (Leonard Laetz); JoBhay (Sergeyev); Victor Wood (Captain
Class); Anne Curson (Helen Tweedy); Helena Dares(Mfulin); Eula Morgan (Mrs.
Trigorin); Reed Hadley (Commentator).

THAT WONDERFUL URGE (20th, 1948) 82m.

Producer, Fred Kohlmar; director, Robert B. Sin¢claased on the story by William
R. Lipman, Frederick Stephani; screenplay, Jay l&ramusic, Cyril Mockridge; camera,
Charles B. Clarke; editor, Louis Loeffler.
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Tyrone Power (Thomas Jefferson Tyler); Gene Tier(®gra Farley); Reginald
Gardiner (Count Andre de Guyon); Arleen Whelan git@s Woods); Lucille Watson (Aunt
Cornelia Farley); Gene Lockhart (The Judge); Li&dugh (Duffy); Porter Hall (Attorney
Ketchell); Richard Gaines (Mr. Whitson); Taylor Ha#s (Attorney Rice); Chill Wills
(Justice of the Peace); Hope Emerson (Mrs. Rilesank Ferguson (Findlay); Charles Arnt
(Mr. Bissell); Francis Pierlot (Barrett); Forbes ivay (Mr. Vickers); John Davidson (Butler);
Charles Tannen, Jack Gargan, Bob McCord (Report&asitrude Michael (Mrs. Whitson);
Percy Helton (Drunk); Bess Flowers (Party Guestbétt B. Williams (Special Policeman);
Bill Philips (Waiter); Harry Tyler (Counterman); BuGuy (Mrs. Beggs); Eddie Parks
(Artist); Frank O'Connor (Balliff).

WHIRLPOOL (20th, 1949) 97m.

Producer-director, Otto Preminger; based on thesihby Guy Endore; screenplay,
Ben Hecht, Andrew Salt; art directors, Lyle Wheglexland Fuller; music, Alfred Newman;
camera, Arthur Miller; editor, Louis Loeffler.

Gene Tierney (Ann Sutton); Richard Conte (Dr. EBiitton); Jose Ferrer (David
Korvo); Charles Bickford (Lt. Colton); Barbara OiNéTheresa Randolph); Eduard Franz
(Martin Avery); Constance Collier (Tina Cosgrovéjortunio Bonanova (Feruccio); lan
MacDonald (Store Detective); Bruce Hamilton (Ltffdeys); Alex Gerry (Dr. Peter Duval);
Ruth Lee (Miss Hall); Larry Keating (Mr. Simms); M@tz Hugo (Hotel Clerk); Jane Van
Duser (Miss Andrews); Helen Westcott (Secretarypg& Moore (Fingerprint Man);
Margaret Brayton (Policewoman); Sue Carlton (ElewvaGirl); Ted Jordan (Parking
Attendant); Mack Williams (Whorton).

NIGHT AND THE CITY (20th, 1950) 95m.

Producer, Samuel G. Engel; director, Jules Dadsased on the novel by Gerald
Kersh; screenplay, Jo Eisinger; art director, ON&man; camera, Mac Greene; editors, Nick
DiMaggio, Sidney Stone.

Richard Widmark (Harry Fabian); Gene Tierney (Mdyistol); Googie Withers
(Helen Nosseross); Hugh Marlowe (Adam Dunn); Frarci Sullivan (Phil Nosseross);
Herbert Lom (Eristo); Stanislaus Zbyszko (Oragdriddike Mazurki (Strangler); Charles
Farrell (Beer); Ada Reeve (Molly); Ken Richmond khlas); Eliot Makeham (Pinkney);
Betty Shale (Mrs. Pinkney); Russell Westwood (Yoshmes Haytar (Figler).

WHERE THE SIDEWALK ENDS (20th, 1950) 95m.

Producer-director, Otto Preminger; based on thelfdight Cryby William L. Stuart;
screenplay, Victor Trivas, Frank P. Rosenberg, RdbeKent; art directors, Lyle Wheeler, J.
Russell Spencer; music, Lionel Newman; camera plosaShelle; editor, Louis Loeffler.

Dana Andrews (Mark Dixon); Gene Tierney (Morgan [6ay Gary Merrill (Scalise);
Bert Freed (Klein); Tom Tully (Jiggs Taylor); KaMalden (Lt. Thomas); Ruth Donnelly
(Martha); Craig Stevens (Ken Paine); Robert Simospector Foley); Harry Von Zell (Ted
Morrison); Don Appell (Willie); Neville Brand (Stey; Grace Willis (Mrs. Tribaum); Lou
Krugman (Mike Williams); David McMahon (Harringtgnpavid Wolfe (Sid Kramer); Steve
Roberts (Gilruth); Phil Tully (Ted Benson); lan Mzanald (Casey); John Close (Hanson);
John McGuire (Gertessen) ; Lou Nova (Ernie); Olegpsini (Mayer); Louise Lorimer (Mrs.
Jackson); Anthony George, Barry Brooks (Thugs);iteu.ane (Secretary); Kathleen Hughes
(Secretary) ; Peggy O'Connor (Model).
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THE MATING SEASON (Par., 1951) I0Im.

Producer, Charles Brackett; director, Mitchell legis screenplay, Brackett, Walter
Reisch, Richard Breen; art directors, Hal PerdR@and Anderson; music, Joseph L. Lilley;
camera, Charles B. Lang, Jr.; editor, Frank Bracht.

Gene Tierney (Maggie Carleton); John Lund (Val Mitidu Miriam Hopkins (Fran
Carleton); Thelma Ritter (Ellen McNulty); Jan Stegl (Betsy); Larry Keating (Mr. Kallinger,
Sr.); James Lorimer (George C. Kallinger, Jr.); dyk Hurlbut (Mrs. Conger); Cora
Witherspoon (Mrs. Williamson); Malcolm Keen (Mr. Wamson); Ellen Corby (Annie);
Billie Bird (Mugsy); Samuel Colt (Col. Conger); G Hampton (Mrs. Fahnstock);
Stapleton Kent (Dr. Chorley); Bob Kortman (Janifdfyanklyn Farnum (Director); Jimmy
Hunt (Boy); Bess Flowers (Friend at Wedding); J&mpant (Usher at Wedding); Jean Ruth,
Laura Elliott (Bridesmaids); Charles Dayton (BestarM at Wedding); Beth Hartman
(Receptionist); Mary Young (Spinster); Martin Do(idaitre D'); Tito Vuolo (Industrialist);
Gilda Oliva (Telephone Girl); Baker Sichol (CashiéVilla Pearl Curtis (Goldie).

ON THE RIVIERA (20th, 1951) 90m.

Director, Walter Lang; based on the screenplay bgd®ph Lothar and Hans Adler;
adaptation, Jessie Ernst; screenplay, Phoebe and/ EHghrom; songs, Sylvia Fine; music
director, Alfred Newman; art directors, Lyle Whaeléeland Fuller; choreography, Jack
Cole; camera, Leon Shamroy; editor, J. Watson Wétb,

Danny Kaye (Henri Duran/Jack Martin); Gene Tierngylli); Corinne Calvet
(Colette); Marcel Dalio (Philippe Lebrix); Jean NtiKPeriton); Henri Letondal (Louis Foral);
Clinton Sundberg (Antoine); Sig Rumann (Gepesur)ycé MacKenzie (Mimi); Monique
Chantal (Minette); Marina Koshetz (Mme. Cornat); PAiCodee (Mme. Periton); Mari
Blanchard (Eugenie); Eugene Borden (Announcer);Lamising (Marilyn Turner); George
Davis (Leon); Franchesca Di Scaffa (Elna Petrovna).

THE SECRET OF CONVICT LAKE (20th, 1951) 83m.

Producer, Frank P. Rosenberg; director, Michaeld@oyr based on the story by Anna
Hunger, Jack Pollexfen; adaptation, Victor Trivesteenplay, Oscar Saul; art directors, Lyle
Wheeler, Richard Irvine; music director, Lionel Nean; camera, Lee Tover; editor, James
B. Clark.

Glenn Ford (Canfield); Gene Tierney (Marcia StoddtaEthel Barrymore (Granny);
Zachary Scott (Greer); Ann Dvorak (Rachel); BartBages (Barbara Purcell); Cyril Cusack
(Limey); Richard Hylton (Clyde Maxwell); Helen Westt (Susan Haggerty); Jeanette Nolan
(Harriet); Ruth Donnelly (Mary); Harry Carter (RU¢gyack Lambert (Matt Anderson); Mary
Carroll (Millie Gower).

CLOSE TO MY HEART (WB, 1951) 90m.

Producer, William Jacobs; director, William Keigyrldbased on the novél Baby for
Midge by James R. Webb; screenplay, Keighley; musian&teart director, Leo K. Kuter;
camera, Robert Burks; editor, Clarence Kolster.

Ray Milland (Brad Sheridan); Gene Tierney (Midgeefithan); Fay Bainter (Mrs.
Morrow ; Howard St. John (1.O. Frost); Mary Beth dthes (Arlene); Ann Morrison (Mrs.
Barker); James Seay (Heilner); Baby John Winslowim@¢lf); Elizabeth Flournoy
(Receptionist); Ralph Byrd (Charlie); Gertrude Hwén (Mrs. Madison); Fred Graham
(Guard); Lee Prather (Farmer); Lois Hall (Young K.

WAY OF A GAUCHO (20th, 1952) 91m.
Producer, Philip Dunne; associate producer, JoseptBehm; director, Jacques
Tourneur; based on the novel by Herbert Childseegplay, Dunne; art directors, Lyle



133

Wheeler, Mark-Lee Kirk; music, Alfred Newman, Soaplan; camera, Jarry Jackson; editor,
Robert Fritch.

Rory Calhoun (Martin); Gene Tierney (Teresa); Ridh&oone (Salinas); Hugh
Marlowe (Miguel); Everett Sloane (Falcon); Enrig@aico (Father Fernandez); Roland
Dumas (Julio); Lidia Campos (Tia Maria); John HdeghGaucho Tracker); Douglas Poole
(Pallbearer); Mario Abdah (Horse Dealer); John $@foreman).

PLYMOUTH ADVENTURE (MGM, 1952) 105m.

Producer, Dore Schary; director, Clarence Browrsedaon the novel by Ernest
Gabler; screenplay, Helen Deutch; assistant dire&imgeway Callow; art directors, Cedric
Gibbons, Urie McCleary; music, Miklos Rozsa; camaéhélliam Daniels; editor, Robert J.
Kern.

Spencer Tracy (Capt. Christopher Jones); Gene @ye(Borothy Bradford); Van
Johnson (John Alden); Leo Genn (William Bradforbawn Addams (Priscilla Mullins );
Lloyd Bridges (Coppin); Barry Jones (William Brewst John Dehner (Gilbert Winslow);
Tommy Ivo (William Button); Lowell Gilmore (EdwardVinslow); Noel Drayton (Miles
Standish); Rhys Williams (Mr. Weston); Kathleen kbart (Mary Brewster); Murray
Matheson (Christopher Martin); John Dierkes (Grgerigaul Cavanagh (John Carver);
Noreen Corcoran (Ellen Moore); Dennis Hoey (Headh<table); Hugh Pryne (Samuel
Fuller); Matt Moore (William Mullins ; William Self(Sailor); Elizabeth Flournoy (Rose
Standish); Loren Brown (Sailor).

NEVER LET ME GO (MGM, 1953) 96 m.

Producer, Clarence Brown; director, Delmer Davesseld on the noveCame the
Dawn by Roger Bax; screenplay, Ronald Millar, GeorgeeSschel;, music, Hans May; art
director, Alfred Junge; camera, Robert KraskertaedFrank Clarke.

Clark Gable (Philip Sutherland); Gene Tierney (Mabamarkina); Richard Haydn
(Christopher Wellington St. John Denny); Bernardlegli(Joe Brooks); Belita Valentina
(Alexandrovna); Kenneth More (Steve Quillan); Kaftiephanek (Commissar); Theodore
Bikel (Lieutenant); Anna Valentina (Svetlana Mikloana); Frederick Valk (Kuragin); Anton
Dolin (Marya's Partner); Peter llling (N.K.V.D. MarRobert Henderson (U.S. Ambassador);
Stanley Maxted (John Barnes); Meinhart Maur (Lemkov

PERSONAL AFFAIR (UA, 1954) 82m.

Producer, Anthony Darnborough; director, Anthonyid3eer; based on the plak
Day's Mischieby Lesley Storm; screenplay, Storm; music, Willialwyn; camera, Reginald
Wyer; editor, Frederick Wilson.

Gene Tierney (Kay Barlow); Leo Genn (Stephen Ba}joalynis Johns (Barbara);
Walter Fitzgerald (Henry); Pamela Brown (Evelyn)ed4 Jenkins (Vi); Michael Hordern
(Headmaster); Thora Hird (Mrs. Usher); Norah Gand$thoebe); Martin Boddley (Police
Inspector).

BLACK WIDOW (20th, 1954) 95m.

Producer-director, Nunnally Johnson; based on tterysby Patrick Quentin;
screenplay, Johnson; art directors, Lyle Wheeleauiite Ransford; music, Leigh Harline;
camera, Charles G. Clarke; editor, Dorothy Spencer.

Ginger Rogers (Lottie); Van Heflin (Peter); Geneerfiey (Iris); George Raft
(Detective Bruce); Peggy Ann Garner (Nanny Ordw&eginald Gardiner (Brian); Virginia
Leith (Claire Amberly); Otto Kruger (Ling); CathleeNesbitt (Lucia); Skip Homeier (John);
Hilda Simms (Anne); Harry Carter (Welch); Geraldiv&all (Miss Mills); Mabel Albertson
(Sylvia); Aaron Spelling (Mr. Oliver); Tony De Mari(Bartender); Virginia Maples (Model);
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Richard Cutting (Sgt. Owens); James F. Stone (SBgaman); Frances Driver (Maid);
Michael Vallon (Coal Dealer).

THE EGYPTIAN (20th, 1954) 140m.

Producer, Darryl F. Zanuck; director, Michael Curtbased on the novel by Mika
Waltari; screenplay, Philip Dunne, Casey Robinsaoh;directors, Lyle Wheeler, George W.
Davis; music, Bernard Herrmann, Alfred Newman; ceapnéeon Shamroy; editor, Barbara
McLean.

Jean Simmons (Merit); Victor Mature (Horemheb); &ehierney (Baketamon);
Michael Wilding (Akhanton); Bella Darvi (Nefer); B Ustinov (Kaptah); Edmund Purdom
(Sinuhe); Judith Evelyn (Taia); Henry Daniell (Mrig; John Carradine (Grave Robber); Carl
Benton Reid (Senmut); Tommy Rettig (Thoth); Anitg&ievens (Nefertiti); Carmen de
Lavallade (Egyptian Dancer); lan MacDonald (Shipéptain ; Peter Reynolds (Sinuhe - Age
10); Mike Mazurki (Death House Foreman); Edmund I€@atient); Michael Ansara (Hittite
Commander); Paul Salata (Egyptian Official); Geoi@kester (Nubian Guard); Donna
Martell (Lady in Waiting); Mimi Gibson (First Priess); Tyler McDuff (Cadet); Geraldine
Bogdonovien (Tavern Waitress); Angela Clarke (Kipa)

THE LEFT HAND OF GOD (20th, 1955) 87m.

Producer, Buddy Adler; director, Edward Dmytrykskd on the novel by William E.
Barrett; screenplay, Alfred Hayes; assistant doecBen Kaddish; art directors, Lyle
Wheeler, Maurice Ransford; music, Victor Young; esa) Franz Planer; editor, Dorothy
Spencer.

Humphrey Bogart (Jim Carmody); Gene Tierney (Anmt§c Lee J. Cobb (Mieh
Yang); Agnes Moorehead (Beryl Sigman); E. G. Malisfiar. Sigman); Jean Porter (Mary
Yin); Carl Benton Reid (Rev. Cornelius); Leon Lokt@ao-Ching); Victor Sen Yung (John
Wong); Philip Ahn (Jan Teng); Benson Fong (ChunnYieDon Forbes (Father Keller);
Candace Lee (Girl); Sammee Tong (Servant); Noel(Wégman in Sarong).

ADVISE AND CONSENT (Col., 1962) 139m.

Producer-director, Otto Preminger; based on theeinby Allen Drury; screenplay,
Wendell Mayes; assistant directors, L. C. McCardte, Don Kranze, Larry Powell, Charles
Bohart; art director, Lyle Wheeler; music, Jerrglfing; camera, Sam Leavitt; editor, Louis
Loeffler.

Franchot Tone (The President); Lew Ayres (Vice ideg); Henry Fonda (Robert
Leffingwell); Walter Pidgeon (Senate Majority LeajeCharles Laughton (Senator Cooley);
Don Murray (Senator Anderson); Peter Lawford (Sen&mith); Paul Ford (Senator Danta);
Gene Tierney (Dolly Harrison); Burgess Meredith ifp&2t Gelman); Eddie Hodges (Johnny
Leffingwell); George Grizzard (Senator Van Ackerjjamga Swenson (Ellen Anderson);
Paul McGrath (Hardiman Fletcher); Will Geer (Send@ority Leader); Betty White
(Senator Adams); Edward Andrews (Senator Knox);ddlah Atterbury (Senator August); J.
Edward McKindley (Senator Hanson); William Quinne(fator Hendershot); Tiki Santos
(Senator Kanaho); Raoul DelLeon (Senator Velez); Tidehmore (British Ambassador);
Hilary Eaves (Lady Maudulayne); Chet Stratton (RBuch); John Granger (Ray Shaff);
Rene Paul (French Ambassador); Janet Jane Cadltyg(Rinderson).

TOYS IN THE ATTIC (UA, 1963) 90m.

Producer, Walter Mirisch; director, George Roy Hblased on the play by Lillian
Hellman; screenplay, James Poe; music, George Duwcemera, Joseph F. Biroc; editor,
Stuart Gilmore.
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Dean Martin (Julian Berniers); Geraldine Page (€aBerniers); Yvette Mimieux
(Lily Prine Berniers); Wendy Hiller (Anna Berniergpene Tierney (Albertine Prine); Nan
Martin (Charlotte Warkins); Larry Gates (Cyrus Wag; Frank Silvera (Henry); Charles
Lampkin (Gus).

THE PLEASURE SEEKERS (20th, 1964) 107m.

Producer, David Weisbart; director, Jean Negulebesed on the novel by John H.
Secondari; screenplay, Edith Sommer; music, Liddelvman; assistant director, Joseph
Lenzi; camera, Daniel L. Fapp; editor, Louis Loeffl

Ann-Margret (Frank); Anthony Franciosa (Emilio); r6aLynley (Maggie); Gardner
McKay (Pete}; Pamela Tiffin (Susie); Andre Lawren¢Andres); Gene Tierney (Jane
Barton); Vito Scotti (Neighborhood Man); Isobel &fs (Dona Teresa); Marice Marsac
(Jose); Shelby Grant (American Girl); Raoul de Léblartinez); Brian Keith (Paul Barton);
Antonio Gadez (Flamenco Dancer); Emilio Diego (@ugt); Peter Brocco (Arturo); Ida
Romero (Receptionist); Warene Ott (Spanish Girl)arken Parker (Mr. Morton); Gino
Sabetelli (Admiring Young Man); Shirley Parker (Rca Girl).



in Scruples

Gene Tierney’s TV appearances
[not part of the book]

GENERAL ELECTRIC THEATRE (CBS, QM , 1960) 50m
Episode 1790ourney to a Wedding

Ronald Reagan (Host); Gene Tierney, Jim Davis, éAlBackes, Dennis Ruse,
Malcolm Atterbury

THE FBI (ABC, 1969) 50m
Episode 10€onspiracy of Silence

Executive Producer, Quinn Martin

Efrem Zimbalist jr. (Insp. Lewis Erskine); Philbbott (Arthur Ward); Kent Smith,
Kevin McCarthy, James Daly, Gene Tierney

DAUGHTER OF THE MIND (ABC, 20th, 1969) 90m

Producer-director, Walter Grauman; based on tiwelnthe Hand of Mary Constable
by Paul Gallico; teleplay, Luther Davis; music, [RdbDrasnin; camera, Jack Woolf; editor,
Michael Economou
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Ray Milland (Prof. Constable); Gene Tierney (Len@onstable); Don Murray Dr.
Alex Lauder); George Macready (Dr. Frank Fergus&aybara Dana (Tina Cryder); Edward
Asner (Saul Wiener); Pamelyn Ferdin (Mary Constaldlehn Carradine (Mr. Bosch)

SCRUPLES (CBS, 1980) 279m

Executive producer, Ron Samuels; producer, LeoBardaufman; director, Alan J.
Levi; based on the novel by Judith Krantz; telepldgmes Lee; music, Charles Bernstein;
camera, Joseph F. Biroc; editor, Howard Deane, EBvumbille

Lindsay Wagner (Billy lkehorn); Barry Bostwick (8er Elliot); Marie-France-Pisier
(Valentine); Efrem Zimbalist jr. (Ellis lkehorn); ddnie Stevens (Maggie McGregor); Nick
Mancuso (Vito Orsini); Robert Reed (Josh HillmaGene Tierney (Harriet Toppingham);
Louise Latham (Mary Ann Evans);
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with Elliott Nugent in The

Gene Tierney’s Broadway appearances
[not part of the book]

MRS. O'BRIEN ENTERTAINS (Lyceum Theatre, FebruaB839)

A comedy in three acts by Harry Timothy Maddemgstd and produced by George
Abbott; settings and costumes, Joe Mielziner

James C. Lane (Timothy Callahan); Katherine Me&kilsan McGowan); Kirk Brown
(Michael O’Brian); Margaret Mullen (Mary O’Brian{zene Tierney (Molly O’Day)

RING TWO (Henry Miller's Theatre, November 1939)

A comedy in three acts by Gladys Huribut; staged produced by George Abbott;
setting, George Root

Edith Van Cleve (Maggie Brown); William Swetlan@r@nt); Maxine Stuart (Nellie);
June Walker (Mary Carr); Paul McGrath (Michael Gaene Tierney (Peggy Carr); Betty
Field (Rosa Romero)

THE MALE ANIMAL (Cort Theatre, January 1940)

A comedy in three acts by James Thurber and ENagent; staged and produced by
Herman Shumlin; setting, Aline Bernstein

Amanda Randolph (Cleota); Ruth Matteson (Ellenn&uy, Elliott Nugent (Tommy
Turner); Gene Tierney (Patricia Stanley); Don DeF@WNally Myers); lvan Simpson (Dean
Frederick Damon); Robert Scott (Michael BarnespriAmes (Joe Ferguson)
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All photographs in the photo insert are from Missrfiey's personal collection, except for the
Photograph of Miss Tierney with Aly Khan and theofdgraph of Howard Hughes, both of
which are courtesy of Wide World Photos.
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