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    Preface


    


    Researching a biography is always a drama…sometimes a melodrama.


    In investigating the tragic life of Colin Clive, Hollywood’s long, late-lamented Dr. Frankenstein, I’ve had many adventures, and misadventures. I’ve perilously hung out a third-floor window in London to get a good picture of Clive’s former house across the street. I’ve slid directly down a steep Hollywood hill after snapping a from-above view of Clive’s final home, tumbling over what I later learned were rattlesnake nests. I’ve blithely trespassed at theaters, studios, back lots, a mortuary, and a crematory. Most recently, I stood on the roof of the Hollywood Tower Hotel, where Clive posed 85 years ago with the HOLLYWOODLAND sign on Mount Lee as his backdrop.


    Perhaps researching an actor who personified obsession brings out obsession in the researcher.


    Over the decades, I’ve written about Clive in various books and articles, so I’m long acquainted with his genius and his angst. However, several years ago, when first considering a full-length, freshly investigated biography, I never expected the maelstrom of startling new discoveries.


    Colin Clive’s life was brief and harrowing, so one might expect his ghost to be vigilant about his secrets. Fancifully, I now and then imagined a scowling specter, wearing a long white surgical gown (as Clive had as Frankenstein), smoking a cigarette (as Clive did in so many candid photographs), his hair hanging in strands over his right eye (as Clive’s frequently did in films and real-life), glaring at me viciously.


    “See here, my good fellow,” growled his whiskey voice. “I don’t much like this spying of yours.”


    However, ghosts don’t scare me — biographers defy them — and the chase persevered. If the specter was intent on escape, I was at least as determined to pursue, into whatever rabbit holes and deep darkness necessary. In time, I caught him…or maybe he allowed me to catch him. If so, considering the various surprise discoveries, he was quite gracious about it all.


    This book is entirely factual. For Clive’s personal life, the sources include ancestry and census records, school archives, immigration papers, marriage and divorce records, probate files, private archives, death certificates, and pieces of Clive’s own correspondence. The information on his films comes largely from the surviving production archives of various Hollywood studios. There are some recently discovered Clive interviews that reveal his charm and humor, as well as his familiar anxiety. Where I describe the weather on a particular day, I checked the newspapers for that date and city. Everything is precisely cited in chapter endnotes and in the acknowledgments at the end of the book. The interviews cited, in some cases, go back over 40 years, to my earliest days as a writer.


    As for conjecture regarding Clive’s personal reflections, as expressed in various places in the biography, I accept full responsibility, while noting that this “poetic license” stems from the actual events of the time, and includes, in places, Clive’s own words.


    Also…the book refers to Clive in Frankenstein and Bride of Frankenstein as “Dr. Frankenstein.” Yes, the Mary Shelley novel presents Frankenstein as a medical student, not a doctor, and the movies provide the same inference. However, since film history widely regards Clive as “Dr. Frankenstein,” and to avoid any lingering confusion between the Monster and his Maker (yes, it still exists), and because, in my opinion, Pop Culture granted Frankenstein an honorary doctorate long ago, Colin Clive, in these pages, will be Dr. Frankenstein.


    This is a dark book. However, as the research probed deeper and a more complete portrait of its subject emerged, the story also became, at least for its author, a strangely moving and inspiring one. The book covers, fairly and I hope compassionately, the life and death of a tragically tormented man, who left a legacy of brilliant film performances, deserved a far kinder fate…and who, for whatever mysterious reasons, has fascinated me for much of my life.


    


    GWM


    Delta, PA


    2018
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      “Dear Boris” in his casual attire. Courtesy of Sara Karloff

    

  


  
     


    


    Part I


    The Union Jack, Crucifixes, Virgin Martyrs, and Greasepaint


    


    It appears I am destined for something; I will live.


    Robert Clive, “Clive of India,” 1725-1774

  


  
    Chapter One


    Ancestry and Addiction


    


    The Kolkata Zoo in West Bengal, India is one of the most famous in the world. In recent years, the bestiary has boasted an African lion, a white tiger, a king cobra, a crested serpent eagle, and an olive baboon.


    The star attraction, however, of the Kolkata Zoo for approximately 140 years was “Adwaita,” an Aldabra giant tortoise, whose name translated as “The One and Only.” Adwaita had resided there since the 1870s, having once been part of the private zoo of Robert Clive, the legendary “Clive of India.”


    Over 250 years ago, Clive had spearheaded the supremacy of Great Britain over much of South Asia. It was, he believed, England’s God-given right to claim India, the mystical land of the Taj Mahal, elephants with howdahs, and funeral barges on the Ganges River. Statues of Clive still stand in Saint James’ Park, London and in Shrewsbury, despite the fact that the man’s imperialistic arrogance caused the Bengal famine of 1770, reducing that area of India’s population by one-third. A controversial figure, politically and personally, Clive was a victim of depression, an alcoholic, and an opium addict. Historian William Dalrymple has labeled Robert Clive “an unstable sociopath.”


    When Clive died in 1774, agonized by gallstones, the story quickly circulated that the empire builder had committed suicide by stabbing himself in the throat with a penknife.


    Adwaita the tortoise finally died at Kolkata Zoo in March, 2006, at the estimated age of 250, having outlived his master by over 231 years. He’d also outlasted, by over 68 years, an actor who, publicity claimed, was a descendant of Robert Clive. In fact, in 1935 Hollywood released the biopic Clive of India, starring Ronald Colman in the glamorized title role (no addictions, no penknife in the throat) and featuring the real-life Clive descendant as Johnstone, a political enemy of Clive. The actor Colin Clive, born Colin Glennie Clive Greig, spoke out bitterly about his lousy role.


    “I would have liked an opportunity to portray that hard-drinking ancestor of mine. Instead I was given a small role that required less than four days’ work — a role that any actor could have played.”


    In fact, recent evidence casts doubt on the actor’s ancestry actually tracing to Robert Clive. In 1990, the Seventh Earl of Powis, the expert on the family line, responded to an inquiry from historian Scott Wilson:


    


    So far as I know, none of Clive’s descendants are called Clive-Greig.


    I feel almost certain that I would know it if there was a descendant of that name. So I fear that I must say with almost certainty that your Colin Clive was not a descendent of Clive of India…


    


    Colin Clive clearly believed he was Robert Clive’s descendant, and he’d come to identify with the man’s agonies, depression, and addiction.


    


    Come the late 19th century, and Great Britain was very much the world power that Robert Clive had helped establish. The Greig family, into which future actor Colin Clive would be born, boasted generations of British military men who’d proudly served Victoria. To trace back a bit:


    Tuesday, August 24, 1869: Piercy Henderson Greig was promoted to Captain in the British Infantry in Bombay. He and his wife Fanny were the parents of nine-month-old Piercy Greig, who’d been born in Mhow, Bengal, India, on December 13, 1868. The book later addresses his tragic fate.


    Thursday, May 26, 1870: Captain Greig and Fanny became parents of a second son, Colin Philip Greig. He’d become a Captain in the British Armyin 1902, and a colonel over a decade later.


    Tuesday, October 24, 1871: A third son was born, John Glennie Greig. He’d also join the military and, from 1893 to 1921, would be one of India’s and England’s superstar cricketers, eventually scoring an amazing 7,348 runs. (He received the nickname “Jungly,” which translates in India to “wild,” because most Indians couldn’t pronounce “John Glennie.”) In his mid-60s, John would be ordained a Catholic priest.


    Monday, October 26, 1874: A daughter was born, Mary Greig. She will disappear from public record after 1881, at which time the six-year-old child was a student at a boarding school in Sussex, England.


    Tuesday, July 18, 1876: A fourth son was born, Hugh. He was destined for heroism in the First World War.


    As for second son, Colin Philip Greig, by January,1896 at age 25, and having cloaked himself in glory at the Royal Military Academy, Sandhurst, he began an appointment as a garrison adjutant in Sierra Leone, Africa. The area is one of long, grim history: a swampy tropical rainforest, once considered impenetrable, guarded by the tsetse fly. In 1896, the British marched in, establishing “the Sierra Leone Protectorate,” tossing the native Krios people out of power and inflicting a crippling tax on the natives.


    Result: The Hut Tax War of 1898. Outcome:The British were victorious, exiling the native chief and hanging 96 of his warriors.


    On Wednesday November 9, 1989, two days before the Hut Tax War ended in Sierra Leone, Colin Philip Greig wed Caroline Margaret “Daisy” Lugard Clive at the British Vice-Consulate in St. Malo, Brittany. Colin was 28 years old; the marriage certificate listed him as “bachelor.” Daisy was 17 years old; the marriage certificate listed her as “spinster” (the official term for an unmarried British woman of the era).


    It was Daisy who provided the family its purported link to Clive of India.


    


    Daisy Clive, the daughter of high society British parents, had been born October 29, 1881 in Madras, India, and was baptized in Karachi three weeks later. Her early years suggest that she made the acquaintance of the Greig family in India.


    As for the wedding site…St. Malo sits on the English Channel, a citadel, and a walled port city founded by the Gauls in the first century B.C. Its history boasts of being the base of the “Corsairs,” 19th-century pirates. Its architecture includes St. Malo Cathedral, with lofty bell tower, dedicated to Saint Vincent of Saragossa, a martyr executed by the Roman Emperor Diocletian circa 304. As with many of the saints, his executioners, according to legend, were merciless — stretching Vincent on a rack, tearing off his skin with iron hooks, rubbing salt into his wounds and, finally, burning him alive on a red-hot gridiron. After the wedding, the couple went to Barbados in the West Indies, residing at Greenridge Cottage, near the Marine Hotel. It would be just one of the diverse locales where they resided over the next dozen years.


    Meanwhile, Great Britain became engaged in another war in Africa — this one a Holy war. The Boers, Afrikaans-speaking settlers of Dutch ancestry who’d settled in South Africa, had claim to the gold in Transvaal…gold that Britain felt a divine right to possess. The “Second Boer War,” as it was officially known, began October 11, 1899, waging in Swaziland. The week of December 10 to December 17, 1899 became known as “Black Week,” due to horrific disasters suffered by the British. The Battle of Magersfontein, for example, resulted in 120 British soldiers dead, 690 wounded, and this verse (by a Private Smith of the Black Watch):


    


    Such was the day for our regiment


    Dread the revenge we will take


    Dearly we paid for their blunder


    A drawing-room General’s mistake.


    Why weren’t we told of the trenches?


    Why weren’t we told of the wire?


    


    And so on. The verse has an anti-war ring to it, but England was decidedly jingoistic. The Second Boer War became a bloodbath, generals of both sides believing that God wanted them to claim the gold. By the time the war ended May 31, 1902, Great Britain would be decisively triumphant.


    It’s likely, but not definite, that Colin Philip Greig was in combat in the Boer War. At any rate, as 1900 arrived, his wife Daisy was safely settled in St. Malo, awaiting the birth of their first child. She was surely glad to be where she was, rather than in war-torn Africa. She was also no doubt relieved not to be in imperiled London, where on January 9, an epidemic of influenza attacked the city.


    Saturday, January 20, 1900, 1:51 a.m.: Two days after the death of his paternal grandfather, and two days before the feast of the martyred Saint Vincent, a son was born to Colin and Daisy Greig. He arrived in a freshly new century, where the 80-year-old Queen Victoria still ruled Great Britain. It was a country that still held sacred the concepts of Holy War, Ascetic Theology, God and Country, Faith, Duty, and Destiny.


    Colin and Daisy christened him Colin Glennie Clive Greig.


    “You see, my country was engaged in the Boer War,” he’d tell a reporter in 1935. “My mother went to France to get away from the turmoil at home, and I wanted to be with her when I was born, so I had to be born in France.”


    


    There were many turn-of-the-century English newborns and children who’d eventually pursue variations on the British Raj establishment. In Enfield in 1900, a 12-year-old named Billy Pratt, who’d played the Demon King in Cinderella several years before in a parish play, was dreaming of defying his family’s distinction in the consular service and becoming an actor. He’d grow up to be Boris Karloff. Near Dudley Castle in the Midlands, a 10-year-old named Jimmy Whale fantasized escaping his life of near-poverty and becoming an artist. He’d grow up to direct Frankenstein.


    Come 1902, Captain Colin Philip Greig was an Army Paymaster. Heand wife Daisy were soon blessed with two more additions to the family:


    Saturday, April 27, 1901: Cicely Margaret Greig was born 95 days after the death of Queen Victoria.


    Friday, December 11, 1903: Noel Audrey Greig was born.


    Captain Greig, meanwhile, had departed six months before Noel’s birth for South Africa. Daisy and the children lived in St. Malo and Greig would be gone for nearly four years, finally returning home to his family in February of 1907. The family set up residence in London, but the reunion of Colin and Daisy was not a happy one.


    September 19, 1907: Colin and Daisy Greig entered a deed of separation. 1908: Records show that Captain Greig was stationed in West India.


    1910: ten-year-old Colin Glennie (usually called Glennie), nine-year-old Cicely, and seven-year-old Noel were boarding at the school of the Convent of the Cross College for Girls in Boscombe, Bournemouth. Situated on the old Portman estate, near the sea, and run by the Sisters of the Religious of the Cross, the school, despite its name, also educated boys. The Gothic chapel’s stained-glass window behind the altar depicted Jesus Christ’s crucifixion on Calvary.


    The three children were growing up having seen little of their father and, now at the Convent of the Cross, seeing less and less of their mother. Roman Catholic dogma and iconography had replaced hearth and home. For Glennie, Cicely, and Noel, life, at least part of the time, must have been Gothically foreboding.


    


    Glennie loved animals, especially horses. His early dream: becoming a Bengal Lancer, fighting on horseback for Queen and Country, adventuring along the dangerous frontiers of India. Film fans will remember The Lives of a Bengal Lancer (1935), in which Gary Cooper runs afoul of Douglass Dumbrille’s despicable Mohammed Khan. It’s Khan who utters the infamous line, “We have ways to make men talk,” and tortures Cooper by placing bamboo shoots under his fingernails…the slivers of bamboo then set afire. Rousingly imperialistic, The Lives of a Bengal Lancer was one of Adolf Hitler’s favorite movies. He saw it three times.


    “I like this film because it depicted a handful of Britons holding a continent in thrall,” said Hitler. “That is how a superior race must behave and the film is compulsory viewing for the SS.”


    Revisionist politics aside, surely one can understand Glennie’s attraction to becoming a Bengal Lancer. He had a thirst for adventure and escape. The excitement of serving in India, where both his parents were born, was surely inspiring.


    Then came real-life drama — actually, melodrama.


    Friday, July 14, 1911: Captain Colin Philip Grieg, then 41 years old, officially filed a petition for divorce from Daisy Greig, then 29 years old, accusing her of engaging in a love affair with a sculptor named Cecil A. Johnson, then approximately 33 years old. The petition listed the marriage’s history, the three children, and eventually got down to cases, generally and specifically:


    


    That the said Caroline Margaret Lugard Clive has frequently committed adultery with Cecil A. Johnson.


    That on or about the 10th and 11th days of June 1911 at No.12 Markham Street Chelsea in the County of London, the said Caroline Margaret Lugard Clive committed adultery with the said Cecil A. Johnson.


    WHEREFORE your petitioner prays:


    That his said marriage be dissolved.


    That he may have the custody of the said three children Colin Glennie Clive Greig, Cicely Margaret Greig and Noel Audrey Greig, and such further and other relief in the premises that may be just.


    


    Captain Clive was living alone at 44 Bessborough Gardens, Westminster, S.W. Daisy resided at the aforementioned No. 12 Markham Street in Chelsea, presumably living with (or kept by) her sculptor lover. The three children, meanwhile, boarded at the Convent of the Cross.


    Based on the presumption that there are, of course, two sides to every story…perhaps Daisy, having wed at only 17, had suffered at the rigors of being an Army wife, especially with her husband away so much of the time. Then again, perhaps it had been worse when he was at home. Her life with Captain Greig, and his with her, had become intolerable. At any rate, if Daisy deserved any sympathy in this matter, the Judge, Sir Henry Bargrave Deane, wasn’t buying it. As Captain Greig requested, Judge Deane dissolved the marriage, awarding custody of the three children to the father. Even despite the adultery, it was a very unusual and severe decision for those days,


    Monday, June 10, 1912: The final divorce decree took effect. Daisy and Cecil wed that summer, sailing on The Corinthian from London to Canada on September 14, arriving in Quebec September 28, crossing into the U.S.A. and settling in Schenectady, New York. In the wake of the scandal, Daisy’s mother, Ellen, died in July of 1913; her father, Henry, succumbed in September of 1914; and her half-brother, Henry St. George Somerset Clive, died in May of 1914, although one imagines he would have been less traumatized by Daisy’s perilous fall from grace than her parents.


    Records indicate Cecil Johnson later acquired a new wife and, come 1940, was a widower, but the fate of Daisy is a mystery. In early 1915, a woman named Caroline M. Lugard married a man named Sam Morris in England. If this was “our” Daisy, it reveals that her marriage to Johnson had lasted less than three years, that she’d returned to England, and that, by her 34th year, she’d acquired three husbands.


    Captain Greig would remarry in early 1920 to a woman named Jessie P. Hibbert. What eventually happened to Caroline Margaret “Daisy” Lugard Clive Greig Johnson Morris is a mystery. There’s no record of Daisy being buried in the Clive family plot at the Municipal Cemetery in Richmond, Surrey, England.


    Significant in this sad account is that Colin Glennie Greig’s mother had virtually abandoned him when he was only 11-years-old.


    Eight years after his parents’ final divorce, Colin Glennie Clive Greig took the professional name of “Colin Clive.” Did he do so because “Colin Clive” had a nicer ring to it than “Colin Greig?” Did he do it because of the distinction the name “Clive” had in British history? Or did he do so out of nostalgia and affection for his long-lost mother, despite her defection from his life?


    Did he do it for all these reasons?

  


  
    Chapter Two


    The Athlete and the Horse Fall


    


    By 1912 Colin Philip Greig and his three children lived in seaside Lytham, Lancashire, overlooking the River Ribble estuary. The name of their home: “The Hermitage.” Perhaps Captain Greig needed a “hermitage” after his divorce scandal.


    Tuesday, September 17, 1912: 12-year old Glennie entered Stonyhurst College, Lancashire, an all-male students Roman Catholic School, dating to 1593 and taught by Jesuits (“The Society of Jesus”). By 1912, its distinguished alumni included Charles Carroll of Carrolton, who signed the Declaration of Independence, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, who created Sherlock Holmes, and Saint Thomas Garnet, S.J., one of the Forty Martyrs of England and Wales, who was executed at age 32.


    The motto of Stonyhurst: “Quaint Je Puis,” meaning: “All that I can.”


    The beautiful grounds of Stonyhurst include the Sodality Chapel, which holds below its altar the relics of St. Gordianus, tortured and beheaded in 362 A.D. There are two observatories, one built in 1838 and one in 1866. The school became co-educational in 1999 and is the only surviving Jesuit preparatory school in England.


    Glennie joined the “Upper Figures” class. The school records note he enrolled with a knowledge of French, and that during his first year, he was promoted to the “Lower Rudiments” class (Division 2). He ended the year in third place (out of 18); the following year, in “Upper Rudiments,” he came in eighth (of 28 students). He spent the next two terms in “Grammar.”


    Coincidentally, Glennie had a classmate, about seven months older, also destined for fame as an actor. He was Charles Laughton. As such, Stonyhurst housed Hollywood’s two future star blasphemers simultaneously: the title character of 1931’s Frankenstein, who’ll artificially create a Monster from stolen corpses, and mad Dr. Moreau of 1932’s Island of Lost Souls, who’ll surgically transform a panther into a woman.


    Had the Jesuits at Stonyhurst only known!


    


    Stonyhurst had a bevy of patron saints that watched over the young boys at each stage of their academic career.


    For “Rudiments,” where Glennie Greig had studied, it was Saint Agnes, virgin martyr, born in 291 A.D. She was so beautiful and so devoted to purity that, when she was only 13, the Romans spitefully dragged Agnes naked through the streets to a brothel. All men who tried to rape her were struck blind, and Rome promptly condemned her as a witch. Come her burning at the stake on January 21, 304 A.D., the fire wouldn’t burn; a Roman officer, therefore, beheaded her. Portraits often show her holding a lamb, and she’s the patron saint of, among others, virgins and rape victims. Her Feast day: January 21, the date of her martyrdom…and the day after Glennie’s birthday.


    As for “Grammar,” where Glennie progressed, the guardian was Saint Barbara, third-century virgin martyr, whose father, a rich Pagan widower named Dioscorus, had locked her away in a tower…and wanted to marry her. Barbara refused his incestuous desire, and her piety worked miracles, making her impervious to her persecutor’s horrific tortures. Like Agnes, she too was paraded naked through the streets, bleeding from wounds inflicted by hooks and rakes, and her own father beheaded her. God struck Dioscorus dead with a lightning bolt. Barbara is the patron saint of firemen and artillerymen. Her feast day: December 4. Hence, the teenage boys of “Rudiments” and “Grammar” went to bed each night, praying to and watched over by two stripped, tortured, decapitated, female, virgin martyr saints.


    While such baroque accounts had a lasting effect on Stonyhurst’s Charles Laughton, who according to his widow Elsa Lanchester dealt with cosmic guilt and fear to the night he died in 1962 (prayed over by a priest), it’s not known if these macabre miracle tales had any impact on young Glennie Greig. What is clear, however, is that he soon became a Stonyhurst star athlete.


    Sunday, December 15, 1912: Stonyhurst’s “3rd Playroom” Football team battled Preston Catholic College, winning 12 to 4. The Stonyhurst Magazine (February, 1913), covering the game, recorded:


    


    …from the last of a series of attacks on the right wing, Greig skillfully turned the ball goal-wards from a difficult position, and the goal-keeper could not get across the goal-mouth in time to save it.


    


    School records of 1913 also list Glennie coming in second as 3rd Division runner in both the 100 Yards Flat Race and the 880 Yards Flat Race, while placing third in the 440 Yards Flat Race. He also competed in the Long Jump, coming in third.


    Thursday, March 13, 1913: Glennie played as a “Forward” in another match against Preston Catholic College. The Stonyhurst Magazine (April, 1913), reporting the early part of the game, wrote, “…the ball traveled up and down the field till Greig, after a splendid run down the wing, brought off one of his most successful passes…and Stonyhurst scored its first goal.” The article also noted that Greig received an injury early in the second half, but “pluckily” kept playing. Stonyhurst won, two to one.


    Although Glennie didn’t perform in school dramatics, he was a member of the Stonyhurst orchestra, playing the clarinet under the direction of Father Oswald Kellet, eventually earning a certificate for his talent. A second violinist was Charles Laughton.


    


    Tuesday, August 4, 1914: England declared war on Germany. The boys of Stonyhurst surely prayed for victory and wondered how they’d eventually contribute to it. Meanwhile, the film industry was maturing. In 1914, Charlie Chaplin introduced his character of “the Tramp” in Kid Auto Races in Venice, and Pearl White performed her own breathtaking stunts in The Perils of Pauline. The top stars in the U.S.A. were William S. Hart and Mary Pickford. “Gertie the Dinosaur” became the screen’s first prominent cartoon character. All of these figures fascinated the boys, as did (in a different way) Theda Bara, the “vamp” of A Fool There Was (1915), especially after Fox Studios widely circulated the sexy, macabre photo of the dark-eyed Theda making love to a skeleton. March of 1915 saw the New York premiere of D.W. Griffith’s The Birth of a Nation, as well as the gala opening of Universal City, California — which, 16 years later, would be the site of Frankenstein.


    The Stonyhurst boys probably saw little of this 1915 entertainment; the Jesuits surely arranged no field trip to a cinema showing A Fool There Was. Yet they inevitably heard about it. Film was having a giant impact on popular culture — and was fascinating Colin Glennie Greig.


    Incidentally…1915 also saw the release of two man-made monster movies: Germany’s Der Golem, starring Paul Wegener as the 16th-century man of clay; and Ocean Films’ Life Without Soul, based on Frankenstein, starring William W. Cowill and Percy Standing as, respectively, Monster-Maker and Monster.


    


    April 5, Easter Monday, 1915: Glennie competed as a Second Division runner in “Sports Day.” He won the Half Mile (“an exciting race with a good finish,” wrote The Stonyhurst Magazine), coming in at two-minutes,32 and one fifth seconds; came in second in both the 100 Yards and the 440 Yards; and came in third in the Long Jump. Glennie received the King’s Cup for “Best All-Round Athlete in Second Division.”


    Another mystery follows: On April 10, 1915 — only five days after his “Sports Day” triumph — Colin Glennie Greig left Stonyhurst. He’d stayed nearly three years. On its Internet site, Stonyhurst lists Colin Clive among its famous alumni.


    


    The likely reason for Glennie’s sudden departure from Stonyhurst was that an opening presented itself for the 15-year-old scholar/athlete/clarinetist at the D.J. Cowles School, an exclusive private academy that accepted a “limited number of pupils” in preparation for the Royal Military Academy Sandhurst. The D.J. Cowles School, originally based in France, had moved to the Manor House at Felixstowe, on the North Sea coast of Suffolk. It was the alma mater of Glennie’s father, Colin Philip Greig, whom the D.J. Cowles School proudly exalted as the first student to have passed Sandhurst’s final examinations in December.


    Indeed, Sandhurst was a glorious tradition in the Greig family. Glennie’s uncle, John Glennie Greig, had been the Royal Academy’s star cricketer. His uncle, Hugh Greig, had been one of the Academy’s “Gentlemen Cadets” in 1896. With the war raging in Europe, it seemed no better time for Glennie to perpetuate the family tradition at Sandhurst. Then tragedy struck.


    November 2, 1917: Major Hugh Irwin Greig, of the British Army’s Royal Garrison Artillery, died in battle in Belgium. He was 41 years old. Major Greig was buried in plot 9, Row C of the Steenkerke Belgian Military Cemetery. In March of 1918, he was posthumously awarded the Ordre de Leopold (the Knight of the Order of Leopold) and the Croix de Guerre (the Cross of War).


    The death of Glennie’s Uncle Hugh likely bequeathed a new, even deeper, dynamic to the Greig military legacy. Come August of 1918, Colin Glennie Greig was at the Royal Military Academy Sandhurst.


    The few surviving records at Sandhurst on Colin Glennie Greig note that his paternal grandmother signed as his guardian, as his father was then in South Africa. Glennie, foreseeing the imminent end of the war with Germany, wrote that it was his wish, as it always had been, to join the “Indian Cavalry.” The war ended November 11, 1918, and precisely how long Glennie was at Sandhurst isn’t clear; the Stonyhurst Magazine notes in June of 1919 that he was “at Sandhurst.”


    Sadly, while in cavalry training, he suffered a spectacular accident: There was a horse fall and Glennie broke his knee.


    Usually, Glennie would claim that one knee was broken. In a 1935 interview with Madeline Glass, however, he’d claim that two knees were broken, but considering he was charmingly flirting with Ms. Glass throughout the interview, it’s possible he was exaggerating to impress her. At any rate, the accident forever shattered his dream of being a Bengal Lancer. For a young man who loved horses, it must have been heartbreaking. For the only male heir in a family of British military officers, it likely was devastating.


    Colin Glennie Greig’s military career was over.


    


    The surprising attraction Glennie had for theater was certainly not in the blood, at least on his father’s side. As such, he might have expected a thunderous denouncement when, as a heartbroken would-be soldier, he announced his hopes of becoming an adventurous would-be actor.


    “My family did not object,” he’d recall. “In fact, my father was extraordinarily decent about it and gave me every encouragement.”


    


    Duty, Identity, Heroism.


    And, of course, Destiny.


    It seemed to be a ringing bell, an alarm, almost a call to arms. There was a certain discord in it, perhaps, but that was to be expected, considering how very different it was from what he’d long dreamed of becoming.


    Yes, perhaps it was meant to be. The horse fall at Sandhurst — maybe not the tragedy he’d once thought. Maybe he was destined to be an actor. Maybe that was why he’d developed this strange attraction to theater and the films, so off the street from anyone else in his family.


    Not so shameful, really…is it? Think of the actors who’ve been knighted. Sir Henry Irving, famed for his Shylock. Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, who’d founded the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art. Sir Johnston Forbes-Robertson, acclaimed as the greatest Hamlet of Victoria’s age.


    Yes, even Father approved. Acting was actually rather noble, in its own fashion. Entertaining the people. Taking their minds off their troubles. He’d witnessed the sadness in his own family…so much sadness. If an actor in a play could succeed in relieving that sort of personal pain, or loneliness, even for a couple hours, he’d done something fine and worthy.


    Actors gave people escape. They gave people dreams. It would be an honor to help people in this way…yes, very much so.


    There was only one problem. The very idea of standing on a stage before an audience absolutely terrified him.


    Somehow, it unnerved him more than his lifelong dream of being a Bengal Lancer. He wasn’t sure why. But it was something he had to overcome. After all, he came from a long line of heroes. It was what people were supposed to be in this world, be they the soldiers of his ancestry, or the female martyrs he’d prayed to at Stonyhurst, or all those who’d recently served and sacrificed in the Great War, such as his Uncle Hugh.


    The motto of Stonyhurst…“Quaint Je Puis”…“All that I can.” Yes, if he were an actor, he’d be all that he could be…give it everything he had…all that he’d have given to being a soldier. A hero on the stages of London, rather than the frontiers of India.


    Heroes always conquered their fears…didn’t they?

  


  
    Chapter Three


    “Where Angels Fear to Tread,” Bride No. 1, and Death in a “Lunatic Asylum”


    


    “Did you have any hard times at all, Mr. Clive?” Elisabethe Corathiel would ask in a 1931 interview for England’s Theatre World magazine.


    “Did I have any?” replied Colin. “At first I knew nothing else. I can honestly say that every penny I’ve ever had I’ve earned. I never had a sou from anyone. And knowing the precariousness of the profession, you can guess that the start wasn’t all roses.”


    “…‘where angels fear to tread’ — you know the rest,” Colin Clive, famed actor, would remember.


    


    The London theater world of 1919 was a multi-ring-circus, enjoying “unprecedented prosperity” after the Great War. There was the West End, where the major productions played, including Chin-Chin-Chow, an “Oriental extravaganza” (starring British actors), based on Ali Baba. It had opened in 1916, playing to packed houses despite air raids and zeppelin bombings, and on the night of October 15,1919, set a world’s record as it played its 1,447th performance. Theaters were so desirable in the West End that they increased eight to 10 times in value. Meanwhile, there were the classical actors of the Old Vic, strutting and fretting in comedy and tragedy, “full of sound and fury.” Conversely, there were the music halls, with their risqué, tights-busting chorus girls, provocatively adorned in top hats and corsets, acrobatically performing songs such as “The Man on the Flying Trapeze.”


    


    He’d smile from the air at the people below


    And one night he smiled on my love.


    She wink’d back at him and shouted “Bravo”


    As he hung from his nose up above


    


    It was a sensual time, zinged by a raucous post-war euphoria that spiked most of the world’s theaters. In America, the Broadway sex farces were the craze: Adam and Eva; Up in Mabel’s Room; The Gold Diggers; Scandal. Reformers attacked the theater, protesting, among other things, “Lingerie Displays and Scanty Skirts.” In Germany, Weimar Berlin’s bizarre erotica was becoming legendary.


    It was also an epic era for the now-booming worldwide Film Industry. 1919 saw the release of D.W. Griffith’s Broken Blossoms, Cecil B. DeMille’s Male and Female, and Erich von Stroheim’s Blind Husbands. In 1920, John Barrymore starred in Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Mary Pickford in Pollyanna, and Douglas Fairbanks in The Mark of Zorro. Meanwhile in Germany, Conrad Veidt was scaring the crowds in The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari.


    Actually, Colin Glennie Greig’s apprehensions about becoming an actor were valid. For all its glamour, the theater could be a torturous existence, even for established luminaries. In early 1919, 60-year-old John B. Mason, one of America’s greatest stage stars, suffered “a breakdown” while giving the premiere performance of the melodrama The Woman in Room 13 at a tryout in Providence, Rhode Island. He died January 12 in a sanitarium in Connecticut. At the same time, 46-year-old Maude Adams, the greatest Peter Pan of her generation, was recovering from a nervous breakdown at a friend’s home in Boston. She never appeared on stage again. On October 17, 1919, 48-year-old actor/manager Henry Brodribb Irving died in London. He was the son of the late and legendary British stage star Sir Henry Irving, the first knighted actor. One might presume that the young Irving, having grown up in the acting profession, would have been inured to its pressures — but he, too, died from a nervous breakdown.


    “Where angels fear to tread…,” indeed.


    Colin Glennie Greig had enrolled at London’s Royal Academy of Dramatic Art. However, as he later said, “…I do not want you to think that I say this in the least disparagement of this excellent academy when I remark that I consider the best training for an actor is experience. He should play every part he possibly can.”


    Did he have any true dramatic talent? Would he suffer as he feared, from stage fright? Could he adapt to the quirky challenges of an actor’s life? Desperate to find out, Colin decided to test his mettle as soon as possible. He was lucky. As a novice actor, Colin got to the West End immediately, if temporarily.


    In 1919, the most prominent comic actor of the London stage was 61-year-old Charles Hawtrey, who would be knighted in 1922, the year before his death. Generosity to young actors, including Noel Coward, is how Hawtrey would be known. As Colin would relate:


    


    With the audacity of a beginner, I went to the Playhouse one night and sent in my card to Charles Hawtrey, who was then appearing there. He would have been quite justified in refusing to see me, for he had never heard of me in his life. But his goodness of heart is still famous, and to my great delight he not only saw me, but also offered me a part in his next play.


    


    Wednesday, November 12, 1919: At the age of 19, Colin, fresh from Sandhurst and his recalcitrant horse, made his London stage debut in the small role of Claude in The Eclipse, a musical farce directed by Hawtrey. The theater was the Garrick, on Charing Cross Road, and he was billed as Colin Greig.


    “I believe I had one line to speak…!” recalled Colin.


    The Eclipse ran a respectable 93 performances and prophesized a comic career for Colin. He recalled:


    


    Charles Hawtrey’s kindness did not end there. He would often come behind and give me a few words of advice and encouragement. One day he said: “If you really want to learn your job, you will get out of London and go on tour. Play anything that comes along. Get experience.”


    I took his advice, and for the next few years I travelled with different companies all over the country. It was then that I learnt what the hardships of the profession could be, although quite a lot of people considered themselves very lucky that the £3 a week minimum wage had recently been instituted. Before that, actors often earned as little as 30s. per week — without, of course, counting the slack times when no work of any kind was to be had.


    


    Colin, now taking the stage name of “Colin Clive,” played the provinces, sometimes in classics, other times in farces, often in barns, firehalls, and other makeshift theaters in country villages. Young actors learned to recite a classic soliloquy and time comic delivery. They learned to fence, to dance, to apply makeup to make them appear younger, older, more attractive, or grotesque. They mastered controlling emotion and how to cry on cue. It was a precarious existence, all the more so as the players found themselves co-habitating stages and boarding houses, often far from home.


    Yes, the stage fright was merciless. He defied his fear. It’s what heroes did.


    


    Enter another inspiring figure in Colin’s early theater life — the legendary Annie Horniman, whom George Bernard Shaw praised for “starting the modern theater movement.” Notorious for smoking cigarettes in public (which women of that era were not supposed to do), and famous for having cycled over the Alps — twice — Annie had once been a member of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn, which inspired Wicca. Amidst her jewelry: A dragon pendant, with ruby eyes and made from 300 opals. Annie Horniman had established the Abbey Theatre in Dublin, and founded Britain’s first repertory company, the Gaiety Theatre in Manchester, presenting both the Classics and works by fledgling playwrights. Colin later said, quite humbly:


    


    I took part in the farewell season of Miss Horniman’s at Manchester, though I came into it so late that I cannot claim to belong to that brilliant company of actors and actresses who were trained under her banner.


    


    Indeed, to a young man with a Catholic education and Sandhurst training, Annie Horniman must have seemed as if she’d arrived from another planet. At any rate, in 1921, Annie sold the Gaiety Theatre to a film company.


    Annie Horniman was more than 39 years older than Colin Clive. When she died in August of 1937, she’d outlived him by six weeks.


    


    Colin took to the provinces. He appeared in such plays as The Love Divine and Paddy the Next Best Thing. And he fell in love.


    Monday, June 26, 1922: Colin wed Evelyn Taylor, an actress, at the Roman Catholic Church of English Martyrs in London. The newlyweds resided at 72 Lonsdale Road in Barnes, on the River Thames, near the historic Hammersmith Bridge. They later moved to No.5, Tregunton Road, in Kensington. There have been reports that the couple had met at the Royal Academy (possibly true), as well as stories that their marriage ended very quickly (definitely not true). For their first years together, they persevered, seeking theatrical fame and fortune.


    Thursday, September 20, 1923: Hassan: And How He Came to Make the Golden Journey to Samarkand, a “poetic prose” extravaganza starring Malcolm Keen, opened in London. Evelyn was an “extra.” The show was a big success, running 282 performances. For those eight months, Evelyn, not her husband, was appearing on the West End. For likely most of the time, she was the principal breadwinner.


    As the story of Colin Clive evolves, the career of Evelyn Taylor isn’t as critical as her unfortunate future. As will be reported, she was fated for a sordidly tragic death, becoming one of the taunting ghosts of her widower’s short life.


    First, the book must cover a different ghost, however. Only a few bare bones of evidence have turned up on this tragic topic, but it appears to have been a specter that haunted Colin, as well as his two sisters…who’d become the end of their family line.


    Sunday, February 10, 1924: Piercy Greig, Colin Clive’s eldest uncle, died at the age of 55. The place of death: “St. Saviour’s,” located on King’s Farm on the island of Jersey. It was, basically and tragically, a Bedlam-by-the-Sea.


    The 1911 British Channel Island Census had listed Piercy Greig as a patient at St. Saviour’s. Under the heading of “Infirmity,” his name appeared with others described as “Lunatics.” The Census noted that his admittance date to the hospital as 1903, and as such, Piercy had been there for over 20 years at the time of his death.


    The man signing the census listed the hospital as “The Public Lunatic Asylum, Jersey.” Mysteriously, little other data survives on Piercy Greig. He had worked in the British Civil Service prior to his incarceration. As for the Asylum…in 1847, Whitehall had criticized the Channel Island States for their poor care of “islanders with learning disabilities and mental health issues.” Most of the “afflicted” were kept at home, and many suffered horribly — regarded as animals, and kept in outhouses.


    The General Hospital at the time accepted only a small number of these unfortunate souls, usually those who were paupers, as the hospital also served as a poor house. On Saturday, July 29, 1865, authorities laid the first stone for the asylum. The Crown leased the land for £84 per annum, and on July 11,1868, The Jersey Lunatic Asylum had admitted its first 12 patients, transferred from the General Hospital.


    Mental illness bore a ferocious stigma in the 1920s, vigilantly guarded by most families, especially those of social hierarchy. The mention of an asylum conjured sounds of shrieks and screams in the night, and images of torturous strait-jackets and horrific shock treatments. It must have been a terrifying concern to the Greig family.


    The frightening inference: There was “lunacy,” severe enough to merit more than a decade of asylum incarceration, in the Greig family. Did any of the other members carry the curse?


    Friday, May16, 1924: Administration passed the effects of the tragic Piercy Greig — £416.16s.1d. — to his mother, Fanny. His legacy to his younger relatives, and a deeply frightful one, was the terrible fear of passing on insanity to a child. Neither of Colin’s sisters, Cicely or Noel, would ever marry and lived with their father until his death. Colin would marry twice but have no children.


    St. Saviour’s Hospital recently closed. A blog spot titled The Right of Reply has posted various messages dated from 2011 to 2018 about alleged nightmarish events there: a girl patient who asked to be released to take a walk, received irresponsible permission, and was found six hours later drowned in the nearby Queen’s Valley Reservoir; boy patients who were raped by male staff members in the basement; the basement housing patients who couldn’t see, walk, or communicate; and patients doped with drugs. (This book doesn’t claim those atrocities happened, just that they were reported.) A2008 documentary film addressed in part St. Saviour’s, the movie luridly titled Sun, Sea & Satan.


    There’s no current evidence of how fine or wretched a place St. Saviour’s was nearly a century ago. One can only hope, that for the sake of Piercy Greig and his fellow patients, it wasn’t wretched, as asylums too often during that era were a virtual chamber of horrors.


    


    Was there mental illness on both his father’s and mother’s side of Colin Clive’s family? While Daisy Greig’s flagrant adultery would raise few eyebrows today, it had been startling behavior for a 1911 mother of three children in an era still consecrated to the memory of Queen Victoria. Had Daisy Clive Greig suffered, as had Piercy Greig, from “lunacy” to have behaved in so “unorthodox” a way?


    Was Colin, too, prone to this illness?


    In Frankenstein, Colin Clive will speak the word “crazy” six times, in regard to the role he so fervently plays. Each time, he says it with a bitter, almost vicious defensiveness. No wonder.

  


  
    Chapter Four


    “God, What a Life This is!,” The Dashing Young Villain, and “Indian Love Call”


    


    Saturday, September 13, 1924: A.R. Whatmore officially premiered the Hull Repertory Company, located in Kingston upon Hull in Yorkshire. The town sits on the River Hull, 25 miles inland from the North Sea. As historian Janet Sullivan Cross wrote of the company:


    


    Designer Eric Hiller transformed a drab, barren hall, previously the local firehouse, into the Hull’s main stage — and from there he conjured up a fog-shrouded Norwegian fjord for the British premiere of Bjornstjerne Bjornson’s Leonarda, an English drawing room for C.K. Munro’s At Mrs. Beam’s, a country garden for A.A. Milne’s The Lucky One, a run-down estate house for Ibsen’s John Gabriel Borkman…


    


    Whatmore ran 10-week seasons, hiring seasoned actors to work with the local beginners. A member of the troupe was Roland Culver, who’d been a fighter pilot in World War I and would appear prominently in such films as Dead of Night (1945), To Each His Own (1946), and The Legend of Hell House (1973). Culver and Colin co-starred at Hull in the play Peter and Paul. Attending a performance: the famed Annie Horniman, adorned in red and gold brocade, who came onstage afterwards to praise the actors.


    Culver’s memory of the Hull Repertory Company: “a bundle of temperaments, explosive as an arsenal.”


    A sampling of Colin’s reviews during his first Hull sojourn reveal he acted a “terror-stricken brother,” a “father,” and “a vigorous brother,” and he played leads in plays by A.A. Milne and C.K. Munro. Always polite, grateful, and gentlemanly, Colin later said, “Of very great value…was the experience I gained under Mr. Whatmore.”


    A few months later, Evelyn Taylor landed a new West End gig. AcKiss for Cinderella, J.M. Barrie’s version of the Cinderella tale, opened on Saturday, December 20, 1924, at London’s Haymarket Theatre. Evelyn appeared as one of eight “Court Ladies.” The show ran 63 performances, closing Valentine’s Day, 1925.


    Colin, meanwhile, had returned to the provinces, touring as the star of The Way of an Eagle. Notable is this February 25, 1925 review, from the Gloucester Citizen: “…Mr. Colin Clive…at times rough as Petruchio, at others devoted a lover as Romeo, and anon moody as Hamlet…”


    He would, in fact, have been a potentially terrific gloomy Dane. Unfortunately, based on the evidence, he never had the chance to prove it.


    


    Colin came back to Hull for the fall 1925 season — this time with his wife. The Hull Daily Mail wrote that Evelyn Taylor, “…wife of Colin Clive, last year’s popular member of the company, has a substantial claim on Hull’s interest. Miss Taylor comes to Hull from Basil Dean’s management.”


    Once again, Colin played impressively, and a fan wrote a letter to The Hull Daily Mail, published October 13, 1925: “…Mr. Clive is so versatile, yet so consistently good, that I find myself simply longing to see what character he will choose to delight us in next.” The praise was important in sustaining his aspiration.


    


    Although Colin had a passion for his chosen craft, he also had a certain contempt for it…and, for whatever reasons, for himself. The idealism of his earliest nights in the theater was waning, surely nibbled away by his modest wages and the hellishly dogging stage fright. At times, he must have felt like a man who’d embraced a fetish as a way of making a living.


    Still, he tried to deal with it, giving the theater all the devotion he’d have provided the military…perhaps more so, considering his increasingly complex feelings about his chosen profession. In the memoir, Fires of Spring, writer Noel Barber recalled his nights as an actor with the Hull Repertory Company, specifically in the play The Romantic Age, by A.A. Milne. Colin had a prominent role, and Barber played, in his words, “a village idiot.” As Barber wrote:


    


    My big scene was with a quiet, very good-looking young man called Colin Clive. He had a deep, attractive, clipped voice. I liked him from the very start when he said, wearily:


    “God! What a life this is!”


    


    Colin applied Barber’s makeup, the performance was a success, and Colin, Barber, and the company went out for bacon and eggs to await the reviews. As Barber continued:


    


    Years later I saw Colin Clive again. By then, we had both gone our roads, he on the stage, I writing. He had behind him his magnificent triumph of Journey’s End — hehad in front of him Hollywood, a bitter disillusionment and a sudden, lonely death.


    He was earning two or three hundred a week then at least. But he still wore grey flannels, and he still said, wearily, “God! What a life this is!”


    


    Back in West London, the QTheatre had opened near Kew Bridge on “Boxing Day,” December 26, 1924. The building had previously served as a beer garden, swimming pool, roller rink, dance hall, and a cinema. The managers of the Qwere Jack De Leon, a former lawyer turned playwright and director, and his wife Beatrice, who’d dreamed of becoming an actress, but made her mark as an enterprising impresario.


    “No experience?” she’d ask a fledgling actor. “Well, you know we can’t afford to pay you anything, but you’ve got to start somewhere.”


    At the “Q” Theatre, Colin Clive — no fledgling, but rather celebrating his sixth full year as a struggling actor — played in three consecutive plays: as Daniels in Conflict (November, 1925), as Sheridan Cleaver in The House of Unrest (December, 1925), and as both Hutchinson and Arthur in The Long Lane (January, 1926).


    It was low pay, or more likely, no pay. A major break, however, was about to happen.


    


    The Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, in London’s Covent Garden, dates to 1663. After twice burning down, the current Theatre Royal arose in 1812. Edmund Kean had played Shylock there. There have been operas and ballets. The Whip, presented in 1909, had featured an onstage train crash and 12 horses thunderously recreating the 2,000 Guineas Stakes, running on an on-stage treadmill. In 1922, a major renovation (the theater’s last) created a four-tiered interior that seats a capacity audience of over 2,000.


    Friday, March 20, 1925: Rose-Marie, the famed operetta, had opened at the Theatre Royal. The music was by Rudolf Friml and Herbert Stothart, the book and lyrics by Otto Harbach and Oscar Hammerstein II, and the show came complete with a chorus of 80. Set in the Canadian wilderness, it was the saga of Rose-Marie La Flamme, who loves miner Jim Kenyon — and who together sing the famous “Indian Love Call.”


    


    When I’m calling you,


    Oo-oooo-oo, oo-oo-oo-ooo,


    Will you answer too?


    Oo-oo,-oo-oo, oo-oo-oo-oo…


    


    In early 1926, 26-year-old Colin replaced Brian Gilmour as Rose-Marie’s Edward Hawley, the wealthy, caddish “other man” — Colin referred to him as “the villain.” Hawley pursues the heroine, Rose-Marie, who even sang a song about Hawley, “I Love Him,” although she never actually does love the swine. Apparently, Colin warbled a few lines in this song as well.


    Hawley was a plum role, a scoundrel who, besides lusting after Rose-Marie, has a fling with a “half-breed” named Wanda. The wanton Wanda, whose big musical moment is the “Totem-Tom-Tom” dance, fatally stabs fellow villain Black Eagle after he discovers Hawley and Wanda canoodling. Suspicion of the murder falls on our hero, Jim. However, come the big Act II wedding finale, as a very reluctant Rose-Marie is about to marry Hawley, the wildly jealous Wanda crashes the nuptials, confesses to the murder of Black Eagle, and declares her mad love for Hawley. Rose-Marie jilts Hawley at the altar and runs off to the Kootenay Pass, where she and Jim climactically reprise “Indian Love Call.” Hawley, presumably, never recovers from the social revelation that he and a homicidal squaw have been making the beast with two backs. Rose-Marie ran a remarkable 851 performances, establishing Colin as a London stage player and providing plenty of exposure to West End audiences. It also prophesized the “other man” roles, which became one of his specialties in Hollywood. In time, a virtual beauty parade of actresses, including Katharine Alexander, Jean Arthur, Joan Bennett, Edna Best, Dolores del Rio, Josephine Hutchinson, and Diana Wynyard, would all find Colin in romantic triangles to be less-than-desirable, or sloppy seconds, or downright demonic. Based on howoften producers would cast Colin in such roles, many audiences agreed.


    When Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy starred in MGM’s Rose-Marie (1936), Colin might have reprised his role as Hawley, but the character was written out of the script. So was the wicked Wanda.


    


    Colin was now in a historic stage hit, earning a weekly salary, meeting London’s luminaries. It was, by later indications, during the run of Rose-Marie that Colin and Evelyn Taylor separated. It had been a stormy union.


    


    The dissonance was growing sharp…the cacophony of conflicts roaring. So far away from the echoes of his early years. The hymns and rosaries of the Sisters at the Convent. The military marching bands. All crashing together now with the thunderous overture of Rose-Marie . The clashing iconography…Christ Crucified, looming majestically in stained glass over the altar at Stonyhurst, where the beheaded martyrs Agnes and Barbara kept holy watch…the Union Jack, flying over Sandhurst. Now sharing the stage in his mind with the British chorus girls, in black wigs, painted up as Indian squaws and cavorting in Rose-Marie’s “Totem-Tom-Tom”…


    The would-be Bengal Lancer…an actor for seven years now. Almost a decade of toying with makeup, wigs and tights, fascinated in spite of himself by this strange, silly nonsense. A Bengal Lancer? Jesus!


    Whatever made him think he’d be so heroic? The very sight and sound of those stiffs sitting out there in the audience terrified him, jolting him with stage fright, still biting and snapping at him even after seven years. After the show, a whiskey often helped. But he knew he mustn’t have more than one or two. And, despite the wretched stage fright, to take a drink before a performance was unthinkable. Drink was the kiss of death for an actor. Once word escaped, the actor was finished.


    No, he’d carry on, as a soldier would. No crutches. No nets. Surely no bottles. The call came backstage…the cue for his entrance was fast approaching…Put out the cigarette…Buck up…


    God, what a life this is!


    


    Colin needed a person in his life to build his confidence, give him courage. He was about to meet a very significant London stage luminary, perfumed and exquisitely dressed, who would be eager to give him all that…and more.

  


  
    Chapter Five


    The Corset Heiress Vamp, “Life Upon the Wicked Stage,” and A Divorce Petition


    


    Jeanne de Casalis had a fascinating face.


    Her eyes were large, her nose pointy; at times, she evoked a heroic angel in a stainedglass window. At other times, she seemed to appear as a witch in a fairy tale book — an alluring witch, but a startling one nonetheless.


    The angelic aspect had served her well in Broadway’s The Tidings Brought to Mary, the New York Theatre Guild’s Christmas attraction of 1922. Performed as a medieval miracle play, it had starred Miss de Casalis as Violaine, one of two sisters in love with the same man. The earthy sister wins the man; the saintly Violaine becomes a leper. On Christmas Eve, the sister comes to Violaine with the corpse of her child — and, as the New York Times review wrote, “in contact with her leprous, saintly bosom, it lives again.” Miss de Casalis’ bosom was less saintly in Fata Morgana, a 1924 London play in which the alluring witch quality dominated. Jeanne played a wildly capricious adulteress who breaks the heart of an innocent young man. Jeanne was so strikingly vile a vamp that this play ran at three different theatres, tallied 243 performances, and later had two London revivals — both times with Jeanne back in lascivious style.


    Indeed, for British audiences of the mid-1920s, the brunette Mlle. de Casalis seductively personified the Mortal Sin of Adultery — and they adored her. She’d made her film debut in Gaumont-British’s Settled Out of Court (1925), a divorce saga in which she played a slinky, faithless wife, co-starring with Fay Compton and Jack Buchanan.


    An angel, a witch…it depended on the makeup, the lighting, and of course, the role. However, for a 2018 viewer, the glamour diva portraits of Jeanne de Casalis — cruelly, perhaps, but quite accurately — evoke a Roaring ’20s drag queen.


    Yet she was, by all evidence, all-woman.


    Jeanne de Casalis de Pury was born of French parents in Basutoland, South Africa, on May 22; the publicized year was 1897, although there’s evidence she was actually four or five years older. Her father was proprietor of Charneaux, one of France’s largest retailers of corsets, which makes it rather a mystery as to why the de Casalis family was in Basutoland. She later wrote that her earliest memory was of her birthplace:


    


    …a far line of distant hills — very distant hills. Silence and the night descended over me. The clear, crystalline, rarefied night of the high veldt. In the stillness, I became conscious of the sound of footsteps…footsteps on hard sunbaked soil. I was being carried. Myface was pressed against a body…its acrid smell filled my nostrils…the acrid smell of a native body. I was being carried softly, stealthily in the cool night. Then, I slowly opened my eyes and SAW. It seems to me now that it was at that moment that I saw for the first time ever in my life. I saw the night. I looked into a deep, purple-black vault, and it was studded with gigantic stars…the blazing, blinding, quivering stars of Africa — immense, near, terrible, almost touchable…


    


    The memory (on which she didn’t elucidate) gives an impression of her drama, talent, and eloquence. In her time, Jeanne would ambitiously make her mark not only as an actress, but also as a pianist, a playwright, a novelist, and even a comedienne. Come the mid-1920s, she was most celebrated, as the press often proclaimed her, as a “vamp.” Her stage name was pronounced with the accent on the first syllable; her nickname was “Cass.” A widow, Jeanne was a sensualist who habitually celebrated good fortune by donning her sexiest lingerie. In most of her pictures from the 1920s, she appears to be wearing a wig and a heroic amount of makeup — what did she look like, one wonders, first thing in the morning? After she set her wiles on Colin Clive, he apparently soon found out and, whatever he discovered, quickly and unconditionally surrendered to her considerable charms.


    Jeanne de Casalis had enraptured him.


    


    From all evidence, Jeanne and Colin first acted together in Fire, which opened at London’s Everyman Theatre June 30, 1927. Jeanne starred as yet another adulteress, this one named Alice, and Colin was featured as a poet, with the dashing name of St. John Sevening. Fire lasted only 11 performances, but for Jeanne, a spike in her celebrity — or infamy — was just around the corner.


    Wednesday, August 17, 1927: Potiphar’s Wife opened at London’s Globe Theatre, starring Jeanne de
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