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			Praise for A. Scott Berg’s 
Max Perkins: Editor of Genius

			“A highly readable work of literary history.”

			—The New York Times Book Review

			“An extraordinarily fine and moving portrait of the man who assembled America’s favorite literary gang—Fitzgerald, Hemingway, Wolfe & Company.”

			—Russell Baker

			“The interest in this book lies not in Perkins’s literary or commercial acumen but in his private life. He is revealed as a man of painfully repressed passion, but of great tact and nearly heroic steadiness of character. Decency was his art. A. Scott Berg has told this story unobtrusively and with great feeling, and he has (perhaps just in the nick of time) rescued Perkins from permanent obscurity.”

			—The Atlantic Monthly

			“[An] exhaustive, penetrating and wholly satisfying biography…scrupulous, thoughtful, touching, memorable and eminently rewarding.”

			—The Miami Herald

			“Berg’s whole narrative is first-rate—filled with humor and feeling. Max would have published it in a minute.”

			—Newsweek

			“A. Scott Berg’s biography is, surprisingly, the first major study of this legendary figure, and it would thus be welcome for that reason alone. But this superb book is so meticulously researched, so richly detailed, so beautifully ‘cultured,’ that it will undoubtedly become an indispensable account of modern literary life in America, as well as a highly rewarding portrait of a man previously hidden behind the scenes…. While lamenting a lack of space to describe fully the incredibly fascinating detail that marks so much of this outstanding book, we must recommend A. Scott Berg’s biography of Max Perkins as one of the most important, most readable books of the year.”

			—The Dallas Morning News

			“A delightful biography, rich in literary anecdotes, and a mine of advice for writers and editors.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			Praise for A. Scott Berg’s 
Goldwyn: A Biography

			“A thorough job of research…interesting but little-known facts are brought to light…. How this boy of the ghetto transformed himself into that film-baron fashion plate is the real meat of the story…. One is left to wonder if, fame and riches aside, Goldwyn wasn’t motivated not so much by the mere will to survive, which exists everywhere, as by the iron-and-granite will to be great, to reach for and possess power.”

			—Chicago Tribune

			“Richly detailed, at once a biography of Samuel Goldwyn and a business history of Hollywood—Berg is especially good on the backgrounds of film deals. It is also a biography of the inner dreams that energized the great era of Hollywood.”

			—Vogue

			“Thoroughly engrossing…The book is peppered with hundreds of Goldwyn’s famous and infamous malapropisms, dozens of anecdotes about his critical and commercial failures as well as his outstanding successes, and details of his relationships with, among scores of others, Eddie Cantor, Ronald Colman, Merle Oberon, Gary Cooper, George Cukor, William Wyler, Billy Wilder.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“Meticulously researched…Besides discovering stars like Gary Cooper, David Niven and Ronald Colman…Goldwyn invented the ‘package’: He was the first to buy the book, hire the screenwriter, stars, crew and director. His fifty-year career established the model for today’s independent producer.”

			—Harper’s Bazaar

			“Berg has done a painstaking job of re-creating this epic life…. We see Goldwyn-the-lonely-tyrant-of-tinsel-town working with the most brilliant writers, directors, and stars.”

			—Cosmopolitan

			“Does something no other Hollywood history has ever accomplished: this book explains Hollywood, is the best single-volume education in the movie business…. In the long run, Berg’s book, meticulous, restrained, yet passionately empathetic to Goldwyn and the contract players of his life, will certainly take the cake among Hollywood histories of the age.”

			—Manhattan Inc.

			“Whether you own a thousand film books or nary a one, room ought to be made for Goldwyn,…The films we watch now, with either gritted teeth or contented smiles, are the products of an industry that ended up taking its shape from the psyche of this tumultuous man.”

			—GQ

			“Superb…a complex portrait of a man and an era. There has never before been a Hollywood biography as profound as this.”

			—Playboy

			“As meticulous, as sterling in quality and as large in scope as independent movie producer Samuel Goldwyn always (but not always very accurately) claimed his movies were.”

			—People

			“It’s a great place to start reading about the movies…. Cukor said of the gregarious mogul, ‘He acted as though every part were given just for him.’ Thus does he dominate Berg’s big, rich, graceful biography. One hates to close it for the last time as one hates to see Goldwyn and his larger-than-life moviemaking come to an end again. Berg’s achievement is spectacularly rewarding.”

			—The Washington Post Book World
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				I met a traveler from an antique land

				Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

				Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,

				Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,

				And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

				Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

				Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

				The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed:

				And on the pedestal these words appear:

				“My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

				Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”

				Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

				Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

				The lone and level sands stretch far away.

				— Shelley “Ozymandias”
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			…and the children of Israel dispersed, embarking on an endless cycle of settlement and influence that invoked persecution and expulsion.

			The Hebrews suffered at the hands of the Egyptians, the Chaldeans, the Romans. Through the Middle Ages they continued to search for a homeland, only to be expelled from England in the 1290s, France in the 1390s, Spain in the 1490s. Into central Europe they poured.

			In 1791, Russia established a Pale of Settlement, that portion of their land in which Jews were permitted to reside. Much of Poland—which was about to endure a century of partitioning among Russia, Austria, and Prussia—lay just beyond the Pale. The continuation of Jewish communal life, forever threatened, found hope in a charismatic new religious movement there.

			Hasidism emphasized piety over learning. Aglow with mysticism, this folk gospel preached that God smiled upon the ignorant as well as the wise and that one’s devotion could best be expressed through passionate prayer. By the nineteenth century, most of Poland’s Orthodox Jewry belonged to the sect. The Jewish faith, bound by laws and tradition, proved imperishable. By 1876, the thriving city of Warsaw, on the left bank of the Vistula, found that one third of its 300,000 citizens was Jewish.

			In 1881, a new czar took hold of Russia; Alexander III imposed on the Jews conditions as intolerable as any they had yet experienced….

		

	
		
			1 Exodus

			Samuel Goldwyn was not born on August 27, 1882.

			For most of his life he swore it was his day of birth, but both the name and the date were fabrications. He promulgated other distortions of the truth as well, liberties he took for dramatic effect. He spent years covering his tracks, erasing those details of his origins that embarrassed him. The reason, he revealed to a psychotherapist at the pinnacle of his career, was that ever since childhood he “wanted to be somebody.” Starting at an early age, Samuel Goldwyn invented himself.

			Schmuel Gelbfisz was born in Warsaw, probably in July 1879. Records vary, and Jews were known to falsify their sons’ birth dates to protect them from future conscription in the czar’s army. He was the eldest child of Hannah and Aaron David Gelbfisz, Hasidic Jews. The family had lived in Poland for generations, but their surname was new. Not until 1797 were the Jews of Warsaw ordered to adopt patronymics. Many fashioned names from house signs, which were often hieroglyphs painted in a single color. The picture of an animal might refer to part of a family’s history or simply represent a family member’s trade. In Poland, the spellings of these names were often a mixture of languages. “I’m sure there was a fishmonger somewhere back there,” said one Gelbfisz descendant; and his house sign, as the German first syllable indicates, was painted yellow.

			Aaron had been a rabbinical student in his youth but went to work at an early age to support his new family. A sickly and gentle man, he had a handsome face with fine, even features. He liked to read. Goldwyn remembered him as “a sensitive fella.” He struggled with a small store that sold “antiques”—mostly secondhand goods and junk. Fluent in several languages, he supplemented his measly income by reading and writing letters for his neighbors.

			His wife, Hannah Reban Jarecka, was born in 1855, three years after her husband. Except for their religious beliefs and their mutual birthplace, Warsaw, they were essentially opposites. Hannah was a tall brunette, so stout that she was known as lange Hannah—Big Hannah. She had piercing eyes and squashed features, a combination that produced a constant scowl; and she tended to shout rather than speak. One granddaughter remembered, “She wore the pain of many generations of suffering.” Like many women of her period, she ruled the house.

			The Gelbfiszes, whose marriage had been arranged according to tradition, did not especially care for each other. Within sixteen years, they produced five more children—Mania (born in 1884), Barel (later known as Bernard, who was born the following year), Natalia (called Nettie, born in 1889), Ben (born in 1890), and Sally (born in 1894). Hannah showed a stringent affection for her family.

			In 1882, the Jewish population of Warsaw reached 130,000; it was the largest Jewish community in Europe. A generation later, the Jewish population there had almost trebled. Natural increase was responsible for only part of this growth; immigration made up the rest. After the Russian pogroms of 1881, tens of thousands of Jews had fled to Warsaw from all corners of the Russias.

			The age-old history of ambivalence toward Jews caught up to Poland. The country needed them, for they contributed to the nation’s economy and growing mercantile class; but when they succeeded, the Gentile population felt the need to punish them, and subjected them to higher taxes, restrictive laws, violent attacks.

			The Gelbfisz family of eight lived in two rooms of a flat on a crowded street in the Jewish sector of Warsaw, one narrow building wedged against another. Fear surrounded them. The three boys shared one hard bed. “You can’t visualize how we lived,” Ben recalled years later. “All I can see is pogroms.” The Gelbfiszes never starved, but once they survived an entire week on a handful of potatoes. In a vulnerable moment, Goldwyn volunteered three adjectives to describe his life in Poland: “poor, poor, poor.” Almost everything under the sun disappointed Hannah; and she complained constantly of her plight, making life miserable for her husband.

			Aaron Gelbfisz periodically disappeared, abandoning his family for days, sometimes months, at a time. Fortunately, a few relatives could assist, especially Hannah’s brother, who had scraped together enough money to invest in a small block of apartments. When there was not enough food to spread among her children, Hannah farmed Schmuel out to her husband’s parents. He adored them.

			Schmuel’s grandparents Zalman and Perele Gelbfisz lived in a tenement on nearby Brovarna Street, in much cozier surroundings than Schmuel was accustomed to. Zalman was a mohel, the man who circumcised male babies on the eighth day after birth in the ritual known as Brith Milah. As such, he held the respect of his community and had the carriage of an aristocrat. He had squirreled away some savings and retired. Schmuel admired the old man’s haughtiness; and he began to model himself after him—the only dominant male figure in his life—especially in his inability to control his own volatile temper.

			Like most Jewish children in Warsaw, Schmuel attended cheder, in black cap and payess, and received an Orthodox Jewish education. He could read and write Hebrew, and he spoke some Polish, except at home. Yiddish was his mother tongue. One day after school when he was still very young, Schmuel was playing with a bunch of friends in the street. A well-dressed young man rode past on horseback, followed by a lackey on a donkey. The servant pitched a handful of coins onto the cobblestones, and all the children scrambled to gather them. Long after spending his share, Schmuel held on to that image of a man too rich to carry his own money.

			During one of his extended visits with his grandparents, in 1895, Schmuel was suddenly summoned home. His father had returned from a trip with excruciating pains in his stomach and difficulty breathing. After a short illness, Aaron Gelbfisz died at the age of forty-three, saddling Hannah with the responsibility of six children, the youngest of whom was eleven months old. The eldest, fifteen-year-old Schmuel, would hardly go another day thereafter without catching himself coughing or thinking he felt pain in his stomach.

			As life grew harder for the fatherless household, increased support came from Schmuel’s mother’s family. One of the Jarecka aunts provided a cheaper dwelling for them, a little cash, and various jobs over the years for the children, according to age and ability. Schmuel’s brother Ben, for example, kept her accounts.

			Schmuel saw that his mother, although still young, planned to settle into widowhood, to be supported by her children. Her sons would become laborers or bookkeepers, her daughters secretaries or seamstresses; and she would spend her final years indulging in her favorite pastime, oko—a game like poker, which she played every day.

			As for Schmuel, he realized he had been dealt a bad hand. Upon the death of Aaron, he began to cut himself off from people—even his family—becoming indifferent, often bitter. Schmuel felt deprived of a father and blamed his mother for “killing” him. For years, he admired the way she had kept her large family together under adverse conditions. Now he felt neglected and forced into unendurable circumstances—all of which he attributed to her. For the rest of his life, Sam Goldwyn, encountering a baleful situation, would shake his head and say, “You don’t know how many rotten mothers there are in the world.”

			At age sixteen, Schmuel, his mother’s eldest son, assessed his future in Warsaw. His responsibilities had suddenly increased sevenfold, and life in the Jewish ghetto showed no signs of improving. The tall, skinny teenager, with his doleful eyes, saw only hopelessness around him, and the probability that as a Jew he would serve as cannon fodder in the czar’s army. His face—with its jutting jaw and mashed nose—had already experienced many fights. He had become what was often referred to as a “miniature Jew,” those Jewish youths who carried the burdens of adults. He felt too young to assume those responsibilities but old enough to act on a fantasy he had been fostering.

			“When I was a kid…” Goldwyn later admitted, “the only place I wanted to go was to America. I had heard them talking about America, about how people were free in America…. Even then America, actually only the name of a faraway country, was a vision of paradise.” Because of the prohibitive cost, Schmuel knew he would have to make his journey in stages. His mother had a married sister in Birmingham, England; that was his first milestone if he intended ever to cross an ocean.

			Schmuel took one of his father’s suits to a tailor, who altered it to the boy’s narrow frame. He sold off the rest of the clothes that he thought had any value. The old clothes grubstaked his future. Lange Hannah had long sensed Schmuel’s restlessness, but upon learning of his plans, she wailed for days. At the same time, eleven-year-old Mania remembered, her mother wanted him to go. Even at that age, she felt her mother believed Schmuel was the member of the family most likely to survive, that with prayer he might make it to America. He might even prosper enough to help the rest of his family toward a better life.

			Schmuel stopped off at his grandparents’ flat. His grandfather was out playing chess; his grandmother asked if he wanted supper or to spend the night. Schmuel replied that he had come over “just to kiss you.” Then he left Warsaw for the port of Hamburg as tens of thousands of Jewish pilgrims did—he walked.

			Between 1880 and 1910, one and a half million Jews joined wagon trains of pushcarts leaving Eastern Europe. In the 1880s alone, the family of Louis B. Mayer left Demre, near Vilna, in Lithuania; Lewis Zeleznick (later Selznick) ran away from Kiev; William Fox (formerly Fuchs) emigrated from Tulcheva, Hungary; the Warner family uprooted itself from Krasnashiltz, Poland, near the Russian border; Adolph Zukor abandoned Ricse, Hungary; and Carl Laemmle left Württemberg, Germany—gamblers with nothing to lose, all from within a five-hundred-mile radius of Warsaw.

			In 1895, Schmuel Gelbfisz walked alone, almost three hundred miles due west to the Oder River. There he paid someone to row him across; half the fare was for the ferrying, half for smuggling him out of the Russian empire into Germany, past police who guarded the border on both sides. “This took most of the little money in my pocket,” Goldwyn later recounted, “and then I tumbled into the water, got a good soaking, and lost the rest.” He walked another two hundred miles to Hamburg.

			He was drawn to the harbor, a maelstrom of activity. Emigrants speaking German, Russian, Polish, Lithuanian, and Latvian piled onto ships in pursuit of happiness. Schmuel got by on his Yiddish. He stood on the dock, penniless, and watched the throngs of those able to proceed. Gazing at the boats departing for England, he considered stowing away.

			Schmuel was not completely alone in Hamburg. His mother had given him the name of a family that had moved there from Warsaw. The boy wandered the streets until he found the storefront bearing the name Liebglid. “I stormed into the shop with my ragged clothes and dirty, tear-stained face,” Goldwyn remembered, “and told the proprietor my story. ‘I can’t go back,’ I cried, ‘I am on my way to America and I won’t go back.’​” The comforting shoulder offered him belonged to Jacob Liebglid, a young glovemaker who had left Poland only a few years earlier for many of the same reasons Gelbfisz had. In Hamburg, Liebglid had cut out a tolerable life for himself.

			Schmuel was put to work and stayed for several weeks, learning the rudiments of glovemaking. He realized he could remain in Hamburg and become a glovemaker like Liebglid; but he refused to settle. He insisted he had to move on. Liebglid canvassed the Jewish neighborhood, raising the eighteen shillings necessary to put Schmuel on a boat train to London.

			Great Britain was at the zenith of empire, but poverty was the same everywhere. Schmuel scrounged around London to subsist. He lived off scraps and stolen food, and he slept for three nights in the bushes of Hyde Park. Finding all doors in London closed to him, he pressed on to his relatives, who would at least provide him with food and shelter.

			The next leg of his odyssey was the 120-mile walk from London to the Midlands. He lived for two days on a single loaf of bread. In Birmingham, he found the ghetto, and his mother’s sister and her husband, Mark Lindenshat, a foreman in a factory that made fireplace tools. They welcomed him, but they could not support him.

			With little meat on his bones and speaking but a few words of English, Schmuel became an apprentice to a blacksmith. His job was to pump the bellows with his feet. “This did not last long, however,” he admitted years later, “because I lacked the strength to keep up a good fire.” He was discharged and was subsequently let go from several other backbreaking jobs in the industrial city.

			Schmuel later admitted that he often cried openly in front of his relatives. Convincing himself that he would never be strong enough for any physical labor, he often took to his bed. “I was too weak to do the work and they didn’t understand,” Goldwyn later admitted to his son; “that’s why I was crying.”

			The overburdened Lindenshats packed him off to other relatives, Dora and Isaac Salberg. Dora claimed that she taught the boy how to use a handkerchief and a knife and fork. She also took credit for anglicizing his name, translating Schmuel Gelbfisz to Samuel Goldfish. She explained the disadvantages of emphasizing his Jewish heritage. People began to call him Sam.

			In 1897, the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland celebrated the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee. The pomp of the occasion threw into greater relief Goldfish’s miserable circumstances. It also helped shape his taste, converting him into a lifelong Anglophile. He coveted the best that was British—manners, clothes, speech, looks, and, especially, an air of self-confidence.

			For a while, Sam Goldfish sold sponges. Isaac Salberg, having failed in business in Birmingham, packed up one day and moved to South Africa. Before leaving, he had invested a small sum of money in a sponge dealership. Goldfish was supposed to peddle the wares and return the original investment to the company. It never saw a farthing.

			Goldwyn later claimed that while staying with the Salbergs he was struck by a quote from Benjamin Franklin in a reader from which he was studying English. The essay was called “Information for Those Who Would Remove to America”; the phrase was: “America, where people do not inquire of a stranger, ‘What is he?’ but ‘What can he do?’​” By the fall of 1898, Sam Goldfish felt the urge to move on. He journeyed another hundred miles, northwest to Liverpool.

			Years later, Goldwyn told his son that when he arrived in Liverpool he did not have enough money to pay for a transoceanic passage and that he was sitting on a bench crying when a man approached to comfort him. “I’m so unhappy. I don’t know what to do,” he blubbered. The cavalier Englishman allegedly said, “Why don’t you to go America; I’ll give you the money.” That was exactly the sort of fairy tale Goldwyn later liked people to believe about him. On other occasions, he said his aunt had passed a hat on his behalf. Dora Salberg always claimed that Sam skipped town with the sponge money. Goldwyn’s future wife of forty-eight years said, “Sam always told me that he stole the money to get to America.”

			

			
				—
			

			Goldwyn could wax tearful about the vision of arriving in New York Harbor and seeing for the first time that Mother of Exiles welcoming the tired, the poor, and the huddled masses yearning to breathe free. But there is not a trace of his ever passing through Ellis Island, the immigration clearinghouse that had just been built to replace seam-split Castle Garden. There are no records of a Samuel Goldfish or Gelbfisz or any variant spelling either boarding a ship in England in the 1890s or disembarking in America. The nonexistence of the entry card required of every man, woman, and child who was processed at Ellis Island indicates that Sam Goldfish was not only a teenage runaway but also an illegal alien.

			There are no records, either, of a Samuel Gelbfisz or Goldfish boarding a ship bound for Canada. This omission probably originates with a dock-side clerk. On either side of the Atlantic—in immigration halls and shipping-line offices—it was the job of clerks with neat penmanship to record on a long list the name of every passenger who walked before them. This required reading the rudimentary scrawls of hundreds of passengers a day. The clerks often made their own adjustments or mistakes. Sam Goldfish, with little command of English, had poor handwriting. On his exit forms, the sloppy second syllable of his surname could easily have been read a number of ways.

			At exactly this time, amid the thousands of outbound-passenger lists, a single entry fits his description. On one “Schedule A—Names and Description of Passengers” for the Dominion Line’s Labrador, sailing from Liverpool to Canada in November 1898, passenger number 90 in steerage class is almost certainly he: “Sam Goldberg,” age nineteen, a laborer born in Russia, whose ultimate destination was New York.

			The Labrador was a schooner-rigged vessel, one of the largest sailing ships at sea. She was capable of carrying one hundred passengers in first class (called “Saloon” on Dominion Line ships), fifty in second class, and one thousand in what the Labrador called “third class.” This was steerage.

			One-way Saloon fare was ninety dollars. Steerage cost fifteen dollars, which rented an iron berth, a hammock, or, for some lucky passengers on the Dominion Line, cots. Most passengers used their clothes for bedding. Crowding in the airless, badly lighted ship’s belly made most of them sick.

			“Sam Goldberg”​’s greatest advantage in sailing on the Labrador when he did was that only 128 other passengers occupied the space allotted for one thousand. That extra room carried its own price. The weather in England turned suddenly cold that week, and storms were forecast in the Atlantic. Practically all of the ship’s passengers were male laborers between the ages of sixteen and thirty, the only souls hardy enough to brave a winter crossing.

			The Labrador set sail in the late afternoon of November 26, 1898, heading northwest through the Irish Sea and the North Channel. The next day she picked up a few passengers in Londonderry, Ireland, then steamed due west. For the next eight days, the ship battled an angry sea.

			The flight of the Jews from their homelands was more than cartographic. For most of them it was the first departure from the holy laws that had governed their lives, starting with their daily bread. There was no indication when or where the Jewish passengers would connect with another Jewish community; and there were limits to one’s adherence to strict dietary laws. At what point does a religious man eat? Sam Goldfish’s goal was no longer to be a good Jew; it was to become a good American, even if that meant sacrificing centuries of orthodoxy.

			The Labrador pulled into the harbor of Halifax, Nova Scotia, at three-fifteen in the afternoon on December 4, 1898. The weather that greeted Goldfish was worse than he had left behind. A cold snap had stung eastern Canada; the most arctic December since 1871 gusted its way into New England and New York. “Goldberg” either jumped ship in Halifax or (if he had enough sense of Canadian geography) waited another day, until the Labrador anchored at Saint John, New Brunswick, leaving him sixty miles from the United States border.

			Once he had his legs back, Goldfish took to the road again. Probably somewhere near Milltown, Maine, he crossed a snow-covered patch of land into America. Goldwyn affirmed on his Declaration for Naturalization five years later that the date was January 1, 1899. Many years after that, he admitted that upon entering the United States, he literally got down on his hands and knees and kissed the ground. He did not know a soul within four thousand miles.

			In America, the landscape did not suddenly change, nor was nineteen-year-old Sam Goldfish any less cold or hungry. He felt he was not in the real America yet. “To me then,” Goldwyn later recalled, “New York was America.” Over the next month, he trudged through more snow than New England had seen in ten years. Sometime in late January 1899, he arrived in Manhattan, his head full of the stuff on which American dreams are made.

		

	
		
			2 New York

			The great metropolis was a mare’s nest, its slums as awful as Warsaw’s, in some areas worse.

			Samuel Goldfish scared up temporary lodging in a boardinghouse in the Bronx and a job delivering telegraph messages. Both were the result of tzedaka—that requirement of Jews to look after their own.

			Making his rounds in Manhattan, Goldfish beheld some of America’s wonders, riches beyond his imaginings. But he also saw poverty at every turn. On the Lower East Side, he encountered the most crowded living conditions he had ever seen. Communities of immigrants speaking their native tongues, with pushcarts and small shops, thrived as though entire city blocks from Eastern Europe had been set down there. Newspapers appeared to be in every European language but English.

			Goldfish stumbled across the American Council of Nationalities. Someone there spoke of a place far beyond Manhattan with a growing population of Polish immigrants, a small town upstate where gloves were made. Factories were so hungry for labor, they would even provide transportation.

			Goldwyn quickly considered whether he had exchanged one urban pen for another. He could remain in the relatively familiar surroundings of New York City, or he could gamble on the unknown in the hinterlands. Curiously, a special breed of those East European Jews who had come to America within a few years of Goldwyn’s arrival chose to escape that most crowded Jewish ghetto, New York City: Louis B. Mayer became a scrapmetal and junk dealer in Saint John, New Brunswick, then moved to Haverhill, Massachusetts; Adolph Zukor became a furrier in Chicago; Lewis Selznick became a jeweler in Pittsburgh, Carl Laemmle a clothier in Oshkosh; the father of Jack, Harry, Sam, and Albert Warner became a cobbler, then opened a bicycle shop in Youngstown, Ohio; William Fox cut linings for men’s suits and opened a cloth-sponging business, but extricated himself from the Lower East Side as soon as he could. For Sam Goldfish, the choice was clear.

			The train trip was some 180 miles out of Pennsylvania Station on the New York Central Line, due north along the banks of the Hudson River until Albany, at which point the tracks elbowed westward into Fulton County. Each mile grew more rustic, even in winter affording beautiful glimpses of fields, forests, and valleys formed by the foothills of the Catskills, the Adirondacks, and the Mayfield Mountains. The train followed the Mohawk River for forty miles until it reached the town of Fonda. From there it was eight miles north (by electric railroad) to the twin cities of Johnstown and Gloversville.

			Gloversville, New York, was a pretty community with broad streets lined by trees on both sides. The Cayadutta River ran right through the town, turning the wheels of mills and machinery. The population was pushing fifteen thousand people.

			Into the nineteenth century, the area had become a convenient campground for travelers between New England and the expanding territories of Ohio. In 1803, one Ezekiel Case, who had journeyed as far west as Cincinnati, learned how to tan deerskins. He brought hides back to the area, where women cut and sewed them by hand into crude gloves and mittens. Land speculators cleared away acres of pinewoods, and the region became known as Stump City.

			Another settler was a leather dresser from England, who found the waters of the nearby Mohawk River exceptional for softening hides. He shared his craft with anyone who wished to settle near him and learn. In 1825, an entire load of gloves left on a six-week trip to Boston. From that time “to the present,” reads the official 1902 Board of Trade manual, “every variety of skins gathered from all quarters of the globe has been received and experimented with, so that at the present time there is no kind of glove that is not manufactured here.” Stump City changed its name to Gloversville in 1828; it incorporated as a city in 1890.

			Like the rest of the country, Gloversville received Jewish immigrants in two waves. Nathan Littauer, born in Breslau, Germany, in 1829, was the first Jewish settler in the region. He bought a storehouse and barn in the middle of town and opened his first dry-goods store. “After several years experimenting with the importing of finished leather gloves and lambskins for glove linings,” reports The Jewish History of Fulton County, “Mr. Littauer established a glove factory in his building. The glove business was an immediate success and word went to the ‘old country’ that there was a need for glove workers.” They came by the hundreds.

			The German Jews were the first to convert the makeshift craft of glovemaking into a business. After Littauer came men named Meyers and Deichsel and Levor and Rubin and Adler, then Lehr and Klopot and Bachner and Moses. They became moguls of a new industry. By the time Samuel Goldfish joined the 12,000 employed in the leading local industry, some $4 million worth of capital had been invested in the 125 factories in the area, which produced $15 million worth of gloves a year.

			The city of Gloversville was divided into four segments by its two principal streets, Fulton running east and west, and Main extending north and south. Grand Victorian homes of the factory owners were located in the northeast quadrant. Upon his arrival, Sam Goldfish was given a room in a boardinghouse in the southwest corner of the city, literally on the wrong side of the tracks.

			He lived just blocks from his job at Louis Meyers & Son, Glove Manufactory, a four-story stone building. There hundreds of animal skins went through several stages before becoming dozens of gloves. First, a man would “tax” the leather, figuring how many pairs of gloves could be made from a single hide; another would dampen the skins and stretch them; another would lay a pattern over the material and press gently, leaving light indentations of a double-image hand shape; with big, heavy shears, a man then cut around the pricked skin, stamping his identification number on the back; batches were sent into another part of the factory, the “making room,” populated entirely with women, who sewed around the fingers and attached the fourchettes, those strips between each finger, which round them out; stitched gloves were delivered to the “laying off” room, where each glove was slipped over a cast-iron dummy of a hand and steamed; the pressed gloves were then sent to the “finishing room,” where boys sewed on buttons or any other special touches. The gloves were inspected, wrapped in tissue paper, and banded together in pairs of six. Goldwyn’s first job was sweeping all four floors of Louis Meyers & Son. His boss was one of Gloversville’s leading citizens, Albert Aaron, who paid him three dollars for a six-day work week.

			On Tuesday, October 3, 1899, Samuel Goldfish went to the county courthouse in Johnstown to register as a resident of the city of Gloversville and to petition to become a citizen of the United States. Where most applicants indicated what vessel they had sailed on, a clerk wrote: “Arrived in this country Jany 1st 1899.” A few lines above that, Samuel Goldfish, in an undeveloped hand, swore that he was twenty years old, born in July 1879. It would be the last recorded time he would stick to those facts.

			

			
				—
			

			The turn of the century was a good time for the glove business. Fulton County was producing almost half the heavy work gloves made in the United States and 95 percent of its fine dress gloves, then playing an important role in fashion. Job opportunities abounded. It was only weeks before Goldfish left Meyers for a job, as an apprentice cutter at Bacmo Gloves, one of the new, up-and-coming glove concerns in Gloversville, started by Joseph Bachner and Joseph Moses. Cutters were paid by the number of gloves they cut in a given week; the typical wage in 1900 was $1.20 for every dozen pairs. A good cutter could stamp his identification number into three dozen pairs a day.

			Goldfish developed an attitude problem, the result of his frustration at having to work most of his days in silence. Barely able to express himself in English, he made no friends during his first year in Gloversville. At Bacmo, he paid attention to nothing but his work. One of his co-workers, Julia Flansburg, noticed that during his lunch break, Sam would eat out of a brown paper sack, speaking to practically nobody, then hasten back to the cutting room because time was money. Miss Flansburg remembered, “He wanted to find himself a rich girl. He once said he was saving for a fancy vacation, because that’s where ‘the live ones’ were. He had no vices; he couldn’t afford to, because he seemed to have his life all figured out.”

			There was one creeping sin in his life, which he never renounced. The moment Goldfish came into cash, he found it impossible not to gamble. In November 1899, he bet two dollars that Harvard would beat Yale that year in football. The game was a scoreless tie. Goldfish insisted he did not lose the bet, but in the end was forced to make good on it. One Jacob Sandler, then a young boy in town, recounted to Goldwyn many years later, “I overheard you bemoaning the loss of this $2.00 and started teasing you, and you chased me all the way around to the alley of the Windsor Hotel.”

			Inside the cutting room, Goldfish developed a reputation as a bully, a surly loner who pushed around anybody who got in his way. His co-workers did not like him, and they often pulled pranks on him, like gluing the blades of his shears together when he left the room. On a good day, Goldfish could cut only two dozen gloves at best. He was fired.

			New companies sprang up in Gloversville almost every week. Any two people who thought they could mobilize enough workers to produce more gloves than they were producing by themselves on an assembly line invested their savings in equipment, took over some abandoned church or cellar, and hung out a shingle. Goldfish found a job as a cutter at the firm of Lehr and Nelson.

			He realized that he was too weak ever to become a great glove-cutter. If his forearms were not going to get harder, he reasoned, the skins he was cutting would have to get softer. Goldfish took to arriving early at the factory every morning, so that he could lay his hands on the most buttery skins. If they were sitting in piles for other cutters, he simply exchanged one of his for one of theirs.

			Goldwyn also made a friend at Lehr and Nelson, a son of one of the owners. Abram Lehr was a good-looking young man, Goldfish’s age and even slighter in build. He had a nasal voice and an easy manner. Lehr’s father wanted Abe to learn the glove business from the ground up. He became Goldfish’s benchmate. Not having to prove himself as a glove-cutter and having a benchmate who did, Lehr struck a bargain with Goldfish: He would give Sam some of his hides each day, with the understanding that they were to be stamped with Lehr’s identification number. If Goldfish worked an extra hour or two each day, Lehr could work that much less. Goldfish found the opportunity to earn extra money irresistible. Putting in thirteen-hour workdays, he began making close to twenty-five dollars a week.

			When Samuel Lehr moved his son to another department, he caught on to the scheme and summoned Goldfish to his house. As Goldwyn recalled years later, “He asked me what made a youngster work so hard and what I was after in life. I was surprised that anyone would think of such a question. ‘How can you get ahead, except by working harder than everyone else?’ I demanded.”

			Feeling more secure financially, Goldfish made an effort to meet people. Women intimidated him. He was not especially comely—his hairline was receding, he had large, pointed ears, penetrating gray eyes, beneath dark brows, and a long nose. His surprisingly high-pitched voice knotted up in his larynx; his lips went through great contortions in trying to form words in English. His accent was thick and his manner was brash. He courted only Jewish girls, but he limited himself even there.

			By 1900, Gloversville had a socially active Jewish population and a new synagogue. Goldfish had nothing to do with any of its activities. He was, in the words of Ralph Moses (whose family had participated in Gloversville’s primary industry since the late nineteenth century), “a young man in a hurry.” Goldwyn sensed that any associations at this time—religious or social—would only slow him down.

			Whether Sam Goldfish chose to belong or not, it was part of the Jewish tradition for the community to take care of its own. Even Fulton County had its matchmakers. In 1900, one of these introduced the twenty-one-year-old Goldfish to a girl named Mary Cohen.

			The daughter of a leatherworker, Mary was a tall, pretty girl with a pale complexion and light-brown hair. She had come to Gloversville with her parents from Osmania, a small town outside Vilna. Goldfish went to Mary’s house on an appointed night and fell instantly in love with her. He aggressively pursued her for six months, but she never took to him. Her resistance only excited him.

			The reason Mary Cohen did not fall for Sam Goldfish, said her son years later, “was that he was a more recent immigrant. My mother had come here and gone to school here, and was thoroughly Americanized. She had taken singing and dancing lessons. Here she had grown up in a small community with a relatively small Jewish population, and she was more sensitive to being an immigrant….” His crude speech and manners never appealed to her. “She was a young American, and Sam Goldfish was not.” He asked Mary Cohen to marry him. She refused, and they stopped seeing each other.

			Goldfish decided to better himself. He enrolled in night school at the Gloversville Business College, a converted mansion at the north end of town. Three nights a week, he studied English. He never learned to hold a pen properly—he rested it between the second and third fingers of his right hand—but over the next two years he managed to transform his childish scrawl into penmanship that was quite readable, even flowery. He also picked up basic American values; such copybook maxims as “Haste makes waste,” “Work overcomes all,” and “Early to bed and early to rise” seasoned his speech for the rest of his life. Goldfish never fully grasped the English language, mostly because he was in such a hurry to implement those tools he had.

			In 1901, after only two years in America, Sam Goldfish thought he had saved enough money to start his own glove business. He found a partner in his new friend Charles Sesonske, who was from Kiev and just Goldfish’s age. Sesonske had apprenticed in this country to a jeweler, who then sent him to Albany to learn how to fit eyeglasses. A short time later, Sesonske had struck out on his own to Gloversville, where he worked as both a jeweler and an optician. He, too, had some money that was burning a hole in his pocket. The two speculators rented a few rooms in a building at 148 South Main Street, about a mile from Sam’s residence at 148 North School Street. They hired a few cutters and a few women to sew and “lay off.” For an initial investment of one hundred dollars, they could buy enough leather from an independent local tanner to get started. “Goldfish and Sesonske” lasted only a few months. The two partners had thought through the production phase of their business but not the distribution. They lost their entire investment. Sesonske went back to being a jeweler, and Goldfish—broke—cast about for a new job.

			Just then the Elite Glove Company needed a foreman in its cutting department. Goldfish met the two owners—the brothers Ralph and Isaac Moses—and talked himself into the job. With only two years of cutting experience, Goldfish was suddenly overseeing a department of one hundred cutters, most of them older than himself. He moved into a slightly better rooming house, at 104 South Main Street.

			Ralph A. Moses had a vision about his business. While most glove manufacturers would willingly make any kind of glove for any buyer, Moses wanted to produce only high-fashion gloves of the best leather. “My father wouldn’t have the Elite name in second-echelon stores,” noted Ralph Moses, Jr. The founder preferred to take pride in everything he produced. Goldfish saw how Moses had turned a new company into one of the most successful in Gloversville, how Elite Fitwell Gloves were earning a national reputation. The concept of “making fewer, better” stuck with Goldfish for the rest of his life.

			The twenty-two-year-old foreman performed well, running his department with an iron hand. Part of Goldfish’s job was to watch for new talent in town—an especially fast glove-cutter or seamstress or (what with America producing more ladies’ gloves) a designer.

			Even the lowliest employee lived decently in Gloversville. Bungalows rented for five dollars a week, and boardinghouses offered food and a room for as little as three dollars. There was little class distinction, and crime was virtually nonexistent. Gloversville had nine public schools, a public library, and two newspapers. The Littauer family built a hospital. The city also boasted a twelve-hundred-seat opera house—almost never dark, because of traveling companies—and a smaller legitimate theater. A new hotel dominated the skyline.

			The Kingsborough Hotel, of brick and brownstone rising five stories above the center of town, was the most modern building for miles around. On the ground floor, five large arches with awnings faced Main Street—two big windows flanking each side of the main portal. A few steps led up to the magnificent mahogany lobby, which gave way to a café-bar overlooking the street. Potted palms and big leather chairs sat on marble floors; shiny brass spittoons were conveniently placed. At the far end of the building was the dining room, which, for the extravagant tariff of one dollar, reputedly served up the finest dinner in central New York. Each of the one hundred five guest chambers was an outside room, complete with the latest conveniences—steam heat, hot and cold water, electric lights, and a telephone. Forty-eight of the rooms were connected with baths.

			Sam Goldfish walked by the Kingsborough often. What impressed him most was not the grandeur but the sight of “drummers”—the traveling salesmen—who used to sit with their feet up on the window ledge in the café, obviously on expense accounts, drinking whiskey and smoking cigars.

			On Wednesday, April 13, 1904, Samuel Goldfish went to neighboring Johnstown and formally applied to become a citizen of the United States. He was told to return on the first Monday of the following month with someone who had known him for the past five years and who could vouch for his residency.

			He reappeared on May 2, 1904, with Harry Galinsky, a retail merchant in Johnstown who had once worked for Isaac Moses. Two thirds of the way down a long sheet of paper, Samuel Goldfish signed an oath of allegiance to support the Constitution of the United States of America. A county judge signed the bottom of the document, thereby ordering “that the said Samuel Goldfish be and he is hereby admitted to be a Citizen of the United States of America.”

			

			
				—
			

			After five years, Goldfish had “taxed” the glove business. He figured that of the thousands in the industry, only the six or seven major producers were taking big money out of it. A dozen successful smaller producers, the independents, were making a little less. Everyone else took home small change. Everyone except those drummers who sat with their feet up on the windowsills of the Kingsborough Hotel. They worked on commission, and the sky seemed to be their limit. Goldfish realized that he had traveled as far as he could within the factory walls of the Elite Glove Company. If he wanted to get anywhere in the business, it would not be by moving up in Gloversville. He would have to move out into the world.

			In 1904, Sam Goldfish went to Ralph Moses and announced his desire to be a glove salesman. The request was so brash, it took Moses a moment to compose himself and say no. “I know gloves inside out,” Goldfish argued. “I’ve made them. I can sell them. I don’t want any money except enough to travel from town to town. I’ll go on streetcars instead of trains and I’ll stay at YMCAs instead of hotels.” Moses was not interested until Goldwyn said, “Give me the company’s toughest territory—where it has never sold gloves before.”

			Moses gave him a list of small New England towns, starting with Pittsfield, Massachusetts. “The leading store there has never carried our goods,” he explained. “If you can sell them, you can sell anyone, and I’ll make you a regular salesman.”

			The next week, Goldfish rode interurban trolleys forty miles to Albany, and another forty miles due east, across the state line into the little city of Pittsfield, in the Berkshires. When he arrived at the target store, a secretary informed him that the buyer was out. Goldfish returned the next day and received the same message. Goldfish returned a third day, and the buyer finally met with him. He explained that he had done business with another firm for twenty years and that the Elite representative was wasting his time. “Maybe I am,” Goldfish told him, “but I intend to sit here until you look at my gloves. You don’t have to buy them, but you shouldn’t turn me down without seeing what I’ve got to sell. You may be missing a bargain.” Inside the office, Goldfish opened his sample case.

			“Is this the way they will look when they are delivered, or is this just a special?” the buyer asked. Goldfish explained every detail of the gloves’ construction and said that if the man did not like what he received, he could send them back. The buyer began by ordering six pairs of ladies’ elbow-length gloves (which sold for twenty-four dollars a dozen). Goldfish left the store with orders for another three hundred dollars’ worth of merchandise.

			Ralph Moses made Goldfish Elite’s salesman for New England and upstate New York and advanced him part of his salary for immediate travel expenses. That night, Goldfish walked to the Kingsborough Hotel. Upon entering the main corridor, he turned left into the high-ceilinged front room, where the drummers played poker. Feeling lucky, he sat down at one of the tables. When he rose a few hours later, he did not have a cent to his name.

			A number of other rough-and-tumble Jewish-Americans like Goldfish were looking for instant returns on their money. A small group of them shared one vision in particular; and within a few years, several made career moves in the same direction. In 1903, furriers Marcus Loew and Adolph Zukor met and talked of investing together. They had their eyes on the lines of people who stood ready to drop coins into nickelodeons. They chose to invest in their dreams separately, buying into penny arcades with facilities for projecting motion pictures.

			That same year, the Warner brothers had the identical vision in Ohio. In 1904, William Fox saw it in Brooklyn. In 1907, Louis B. Mayer bought a former burlesque house in Haverhill, Massachusetts, called the Gem, known locally as “The Germ”; he changed its name to the Orpheum. In Chicago, Carl Laemmle slapped a fresh coat of paint on a building he bought cheap and called his emporium of entertainment White Front.

			It was only a matter of a few years before these new theater owners would discover each other. A similarly self-confident Lewis Selznick moved his jewelry business to New York City and was soon trafficking among them. And on his new route in New England, Sam Goldfish was inevitably to run into the hard-nosed Louis Mayer, and soon the others.

			

			
				—
			

			
				“These are certainly Glove Days,” read the first page of the July 1906 issue of The Glovers’ Review, the monthly trade magazine published in Gloversville. The new young salesman for the Elite Glove Company—“Men and Women’s Fine Gloves: chamois, cape, glace, and mocha” (an especially soft leather made from the pelts of Arabian goats)—could not have taken to the road at a more propitious moment. And by all reports, Goldfish sold gloves in New England towns where they had never sold before. He turned the loneliness of the road into high-horsepower sales drive. He compensated for his limited vocabulary by being relentlessly enthusiastic, persistent, and blunt.

			Goldfish was quickly earning fifteen thousand dollars a year, one hundred times what he had made six years earlier. When he was feeling flush, he took the trolley to Saratoga for a few days of recreation. There he once saw Lillian Russell, in a blue velvet dress, with Diamond Jim Brady, gambling at the Canfield Club. Goldfish himself was steering clear of the gaming tables just then in an attempt to save some money for a future venture. Two personal debts were also weighing heavily.

			Goldfish had long told himself that if he succeeded in America, he intended to give his brothers the same opportunities he’d had to struggle for. In the fall of 1906, he sent Bernard the money to sail—second class—to America; he arrived in Boston that December, via England. One year later, brother Benjamin sailed from Liban, Russia. Each assumed the surname Goldfish. Sam set them up as glove salesmen, turning over to them some of the smaller New England accounts he no longer had time to service. Constantly on the road, the three brothers hardly ever saw each other.

			By December 1907, the Elite Glove Company was expanding from coast to coast, and Goldfish’s territory grew with it. Philadelphia, Baltimore, Pittsburgh, and Washington were added to his New England territory.

			The following June, he traveled to Europe, to inspect foreign product lines and to visit his mother. Unable to face Poland again, he sent her money to meet him in Karlsbad, where they would take the waters. For several days they visited, almost never leaving their hotel. Years later, Hannah told her granddaughter Adela that she could not believe the change in her son in less than ten years. The most striking proof of his success was his apparel: Sam had become a clotheshorse, fond of snazzy suits and smart shoes. Hannah Gelbfisz was proud.

			Everybody else noted changes in Goldfish as well. The entire industry knew of him. When he returned to Gloversville from the road, he spent the night at the home of his boss, Ralph Moses. If he was staying in the Gloversville environs for a few weeks, he would take a room at Mrs. Jones’s boardinghouse, where the proprietress cooked special meals for him. Goldfish maintained friendships with Charlie Sesonske, who had opened a successful jewelry shop, and Abe Lehr, who ran his own tanning factory, then became vice president of another booming glove company, called Dempster & Place.

			Even women saw Goldfish through new eyes. He still came on too strong, but he had acquired the alluring aura of success. One town resident, Daisy Inch, wrote Goldwyn forty years later, “an evening was not complete unless we had a dance or two with ‘Sammy.’ (Always so full of fun.) At that time you were the best salesman the Elite Glove Co. ever had.” Goldwyn never forgot Miss Inch, but she did not come within a mile of another young lady, with whom he had become smitten.

			Her name was Bessie Ginzberg. A fair-skinned beauty with lustrous eyes, she had a deferential air; around men she turned kittenish. Her father was a Russian émigré who had come to America in steerage at the age of fourteen and sold matches in Maine before making a small fortune in the diamond business. They lived in Boston, where Bessie studied to be a concert pianist. Her mother was the sister of the Moses brothers in Gloversville.

			Sam chased Bessie for months, but she kept him at bay for the same reasons most women did. She found his energy refreshing after her staid Bostonian beaus, but she still hoped to meet somebody more refined. She took up with another glover, a manufacturer named Harry Louis, who went into business with her uncle Joseph at the Bacmo Glove Company. Yet another rejection left Goldfish alone but undaunted.

			In the summer of 1910, Bessie Ginzberg and her mother and Harry Louis were vacationing on Long Lake in the Adirondacks. There she caught the eye of an off-duty performer named Jesse Lasky, who had a cornet act with his sister, Blanche. The children of a shoe salesman who died young, the Laskys had grown up in San Jose, where they developed a decidedly different manner than that of most Jews who were their contemporaries. They were fully assimilated Americans, flag-waving vaudevillians. Their act was a medley of army bugle calls. Jesse, with his sweet and doughy face, had auditioned as a child for John Philip Sousa. Later he sank his father’s life insurance benefits into gold mines in the Klondike, then embarked on a stage career, shanghaiing his sister to be his partner. Jesse’s head was always full of theatrical fantasies and get-rich-quick schemes. While on the road, he began managing acts he liked; in time, he put together his own shows, always thinking big and bigger. He was known throughout his life as the nicest guy in show business.

			Up at Long Lake in the summer of 1910, there was nothing fainthearted about Jesse Lasky. In front of her mother and Harry Louis, he asked Bessie Ginzberg to dance and literally swept her off her feet. Over the next few days, they spent as much time together as possible. Harry Louis withdrew to Gloversville. The following December, Jesse and Bessie married in Boston. Unlike most of his former inamoratas, Bessie Ginzberg Lasky remained in contact with Sam Goldfish, even after she and her groom set up house in New York City.

			The Elite Glove Company was moving to Manhattan too. After years of temporary offices in the city, they opened permanent sales headquarters there. Sam Goldfish was the leading candidate for the position of sales manager. The job would mean less travel, more prestige and money. He would become a stockholder in the private company and supervise all the East Coast drummers. All Sam Goldfish needed to complete the picture of success he had envisioned for himself was a wife.

			On one of his next visits to New York City, Bessie Lasky invited Sam to dinner and introduced him to Jesse’s sister. After years on the road playing cornet with her brother, Jesse noted, his sister was “becoming weary of theatrical activities, although she didn’t hate the production end as she had the performing. Still, she frequently voiced a desire to marry a solid, staid businessman and have done with the frantic pace of show business.” Upon meeting this sweet, dark-haired woman with sad eyes, Sam—almost completely bald and wearing a pince-nez—fell instantly in love. The only difference this time was that Blanche responded positively.

			Each desperately yearned for the solace of marriage. For the thirty-one-year-old Goldfish it would end his years of solitude; for the twenty-seven-year-old Blanche Lasky it meant an end to the crowds. After years of constant rejection, Sam Goldfish had found somebody to love. He told everybody he knew of his good fortune.

			The Laskys had mixed feelings. Jesse knew Blanche was anxious about being unwed, still having to live with her mother and brother and his wife; but he had always imagined someone who would adore her as he did. Lasky asked around about Sam Goldfish. His theater-owning friend Louis B. Mayer, up in Massachusetts, had encountered Goldfish and told Lasky he must break up the wedding plans at all costs, that Sam Goldfish was no husband for any man’s sister. Blanche told her fiancé of Mayer’s advice; and four weeks after their announcement, she broke off the engagement.

			Never one to take no for an answer, Goldfish sold himself to Blanche as he had never sold before. As Jesse Lasky, Jr., observed years later, “Sam Goldfish could be the most charming man in the world when he wanted to be.” On May 8, 1910, Rabbi Rudolph Grossman married Blanche Lasky to Samuel Goldfish before the few immediate family members. The ceremony was performed in the newlyweds’ large brownstone at 10 West Sixty-first Street, far from the crowded slums Sam Goldfish had first encountered in New York.

		

	
		
			3 Synapsis

			It was a marriage of inconvenience, in trouble from the start. Blanche never loved him, and Sam knew it. Except for their mutual desire to be married, they had almost nothing in common. Each strong and stubborn, toughened by years on the road, they were severely mismatched. Years later Goldwyn admitted to a therapist, “She couldn’t stand the sight of me.”

			After years of living by himself, Sam was uncompromising in his ways, and he expected his wife to surrender to his demands. She craved affection, which he was totally unprepared to give. Blanche spent most of her days with her mother, a few blocks away, crying. This bad situation worsened in January 1912; on the twenty-fifth, a child, named Ruth, was born. “I was an accidental daughter,” she affirmed many years later. “I know she didn’t want my father’s baby.”

			The Goldfishes’ social life revolved around the Laskys and a few of their theatrical friends. Jesse and Bessie, also new parents, proved to be the best buffers between Sam and Blanche; but Sam always found Jesse Lasky a little foolish and never really liked him. Lasky fell further in Sam’s estimation with his latest investment, his most extravagant theatrical venture yet, a production of the Folies-Bergère. “I lost everything I had accumulated—about $100,000—” Lasky recounted, “salvaging only the framed first dollar taken in at the box-office.” For all the Goldfishes’ marital contention, Blanche at least took comfort in being rid of show business.

			“Despite doubts
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