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			PRAISE FOR CARY GRANT

			
				“Reminds us that everyone wanted to be Cary Grant. Even Cary Grant.”

				—ATLANTA JOURNAL-CONSTITUTION

			

			
				“Well-researched and competently written…. Even strangers to his work might feel they know the star—and the man—after reading this fast-moving biography.”

				—ST. LOUIS POST-DISPATCH

			

			
				“Eliot's fascinating, sympathetic portrait is of a consummate performer who hid inner demons and used filmmaking to distance himself from reality (and four of his five wives).”

				—PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

			

			
				“This new treatment by the author of the acclaimed WALT DISNEY undoubtedly will garner popular attention.”

				—BOOKLIST

			

			
				“Showbiz biographies tend to be all play and no work, but Eliot is as good on the movies as he is on the man… I am tempted to say of CARY GRANT what CHARADE's Audrey Hepburn says of Cary Grant: “You know what's wrong with you? Nothing.'”

				—DAILY TELEGRAPH

			

			
				“Marc Eliot tells Grant's life story briskly and knowledgeably. Unusually for a showbiz biographer, he also has a snappy turn of phrase.”

				—IRISH INDEPENDENT
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				Everybody wants to be Cary Grant. Even I want to be Cary Grant. I have spent the greater part of my life fluctuating between Archie Leach and Cary Grant; unsure of either, suspecting each. I pretended to be somebody I wanted to be until finally I became that person. Or he became me.

				—CARY GRANT

			

			
				He was the best and most important actor in the history of the cinema …The essence of his quality can be put quite amply: he can be attractive and unattractive simultaneously; there is a light and dark side to him but, whichever is dominant, the other creeps into view…He was rather cheap, and too suspicious … he was, very likely, a hopeless fusspot as man, husband, and even father. How could anyone be “Cary Grant”? But how can anyone, ever after, not consider the attempt?

				—DAVID THOMSON

			

			
				Where among Screwball stars William Powell, say, was one-dimensionally debonair, Ray Milland bland, Don Ameche plebeian and suspiciously Latin, Henry Fonda the soul of uprightness, and Gary Cooper a prodigy of plain speaking (though in some of these cases they played against type), Grant is marvelously protean, the multifarious embodiment of all these qualities and more.

				—BRUCE BABINGTON AND PETER WILLIAM EVANS

			

			
				The “heterosexual” couple of classical cinema encompassed within them and between them all sorts of shifting alliances: dyads, triangles, quartets, the great stuff of Freudian narrative, concealed and revealed. You don't have to see the perverse shadings and alternative readings in the old films, but they are there: to deny all the homosexual, bisexual, and heterosexual possibilities inherent in the coming together of, say, Dietrich or Garbo and their lovers; Grant and his; or practically all of the screwball couples; or practically all star couples, is to read film literally and to insist on making unequivocal something whose very charm, whose layered inferences, were based on the equivocal.

				—MOLLY H ASKELL

			

			
				Star-gazing can be said to constitute one of the mass religions of our time.

				—ANDREW SARRIS

			

			
				Out of chaos comes the birth of a star.

				—CHARLIE CHAPLIN

			

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION

			Although he would go on to star in six more Hollywood features, Cary Grant's thirty-four-year film career crested with his dual performance as George Kaplan/Roger O. Thornhill in Alfred Hitchcock's North by Northwest.* Released in 1959, the film signaled the commercial and artistic peak not just of Grant's magnificent body of work but of Hitchcock's as well. One of the celebrated director's cleverest (and silliest) movies, North by Northwest afforded the increasingly maudlin filmmaker the chance to muse upon his most primal obsession, his own mortality, in this instance projected onscreen by the adventure of his favorite leading man, Cary Grant, in what would become for both their wildest flight of cinematic fancy.

			Kaplan's faked murder two-thirds of the way through the film forces the question of whether he actually is who the others believe him to be, someone entirely separate—Roger O. Thornhill—or whether he really ever exists at all. Out of this question a larger one emerges: is Kaplan the creation of the Hitchcock-like CIA operative (Leo G. Carroll) who has, thus far, remained largely unseen while cleverly directing the either/or/neither Kaplan/ Thornhill's every move? Or is he someone, or something, else, an externalized elaborate fantasy, perhaps, of Thornhill's most repressed desires for an idealized life of exciting adventure, of romance, of meaning?

			Grant must have found North by Northwest's multiple plot twists enormously appealing, as they so clearly reflected his own lifelong struggle to balance the great circus ball of fame with a desire to live an intensely private real life, a life whose very survival depended upon the enormous popularity of his synthetic movie star persona.

			Indeed, onscreen Cary Grant was nothing less than perfect, “the man from dream city,” as Pauline Kael once described him, the handsome devil every man dreamed of being and the devastatingly handsome lover every woman dreamed of being with. To the world that knew and loved him only through his films, he was worthy of worship and adoration, even if everything from his famous self-confident swagger and unflappable romantic charm to his magical name's ultra-British iambic flow was as calculated and artificial as—well, as George Kaplan.

			IN 1966, SEVEN YEARS AFTER the release of North by Northwest, Cary Grant officially retired from making movies for the third and final time; by then his place high in Hollywood's pantheon of cultural icons was well assured. In the twenty years of life he had left, his gait inevitably slowed, his skin thickened, his hair grayed, and his shoulders stooped, until, at eighty-two, he quietly joined Hollywood's league of legendary dead. Yet because of the glorious legacy of his films, to present and future fans he would remain forever young, eternally alluring, and preternaturally beautiful, the quintessential motion picture personification of the middle third of the American twentieth century's definition of “tall, dark, and handsome.” Once he became a star, with few notable exceptions, Cary Grant never ventured too far from “Cary Grant” and was always readily identifiable by the crystalline dazzle of his smile, the rolling shuffle of his slightly bow-legged walk, the suede slip-slide of his voice, that irresistible cleft in his chin, and those unforgettably piercing topsoil-brown eyes that connected him to the world—the twin-beam projectors of his inner emotions.

			Movie stars are the magnified external images of society's idealized dreams, hopes, and fantasies. Filmgoers associate with these stars to such a degree that their physical beauty becomes a social metaphor for moral and emotional perfection. It is the reason they are so worshiped at the peak of their popularity, and why the crest of their stardom rarely lasts longer than five years. In film time this translates into perhaps a half-dozen major roles for a leading man, and even fewer for a woman, before reality crashes their endless party and irrevocably separates them from their fans. A once-flawless face's first wrinkle often signals the beginning of the descending arc of one's cinematic shooting star.

			How much more remarkable, then, that Cary Grant remained a top box office draw for thirty-four years. Not only did he defy the relentless downward curve of box office decline, he actually became more popular the older he became and the longer he made movies. His forty-eighth, Michael Curtiz's 1946 Night and Day, a bit of Hollywood fluff masquerading as Cole Porter's biography, was only his first color feature, and the first of his films that would ultimately make the list of his top twelve box office grossers. His number one top-grossing film was his sixty-second, Blake Edwards's Operation Petticoat, made in 1959 when Grant was fifty-five years old. And his seventy-second and final film, Charles Walters's Walk, Don't Run, released in 1966 when Grant was sixty-two, would place twelfth, more popular (i.e., profitable) than sixty of the other movies he made.

			During this most astonishing of Hollywood long runs Grant was, with one or two exceptions, every major Hollywood director's favorite actor, the first choice to star again and again in the best movies they made, opposite and often enhancing the luminosity of many of the most beautiful women ever to grace the silver screen.

			The list is as impressive as it is long. The highlights include Josef von Sternberg's Blonde Venus, with Marlene Dietrich (1932); Lowell Sherman's She Done Him Wrong, with Mae West (1933); Norman McLeod's Topper, with Constance Bennett (1937); Howard Hawks's Bringing Up Baby, with Katharine Hepburn (1938); George Cukor's Holiday, with Hepburn again (1938); George Stevens's Gunga Din, with Joan Fontaine (1939); Hawks's Only Angels Have Wings, with Jean Arthur (1939); John Cromwell's In Name Only (1939), with Carole Lombard, who first appeared with Grant in his second film, Alexander Hall's Sinners in the Sun (1932); Hawks's His Girl Friday, with Rosalind Russell (1940); Garson Kanin's My Favorite Wife, with Irene Dunne (1940); Cukor's The Philadelphia Story, with Hepburn (1940); Alfred Hitchcock's Suspicion, with Fontaine (1941); H. C. Potter's Mr. Lucky, with Laraine Day (1943); Delmer Daves's Destination Tokyo, with Faye Emerson (1943); Frank Capra's Arsenic and Old Lace, with Priscilla Lane (1944); Clifford Odets's None but the Lonely Heart, with Jane Wyatt (1944); Michael Curtiz's Night and Day, with Alexis Smith (1946); Hitchcock's Notorious, with Ingrid Bergman (1946); Irving Reis's The Bachelor and the Bobby-Soxer, with Myrna Loy (1947); Henry Koster's The Bishop's Wife, with Loretta Young (1947); Potter's Mr. Blandings Builds His Dream House, with Loy (1948); Hawks's Monkey Business, with Ginger Rogers (1952); Hitchcock's To Catch a Thief (1955), with Grace Kelly; Leo McCarey's An Affair to Remember, with Deborah Kerr (1957); Stanley Donen's Indiscreet, with Bergman (1958); Melville Shavelson's Houseboat, with Sophia Loren (1958); Hitchcock's North by Northwest (1959), with Eva Marie Saint; Blake Edwards's Operation Petticoat, with Dina Merrill (1959); Donen's The Grass Is Greener, with Kerr (1960); Edwards's That Touch of Mink, with Doris Day (1962); Donen's Charade, with Audrey Hepburn (1963); Ralph Nelson's Father Goose, with Leslie Caron (1964); and Charles Walters's Walk, Don't Run, with Samantha Eggar (1966).

			Just as amazing, if not even more impressive, the film career of the actor whom Time magazine once described as “the world's most perfect male animal” began relatively late, according to Hollywood's quick time clock. Grant was twenty-eight years old when he first went west to seek his fortune in films, having spent the better part of his twenties as a steadily rising leading man in a succession of Broadway musicals and comedies.

			Over the next three and a half decades, his impact on movies was so enormous, he would virtually redefine the cinematic image of the romantic American male. In the hands of Hollywood's immigrant-bred, mostly Jewish studio moguls endlessly obsessed with female WASP beauty, British Archie Leach was reborn as the projection of their own idealized American selves and presented to the world as Cary Grant.

			Yet, despite his physical beauty (and that was, with rare exception, all the moguls ever really required of him), Grant early on sensed something was lacking in his acting, that there was an internal disconnect between his manufactured cinematic image and his inner being. Indeed, without a masterful script to provide a compelling character, without a brilliant costume designer to dress him up, without an artful makeup man to apply the sheen to his skin, without a tasteful set designer to enshrine him, without a skillful editor to exact his comic timing, without a sharp-eyed cameraman to place him in the most favorable light, without a beautiful costar to externalize desire, and without a director to impose his own unifying personality, Grant feared that, at heart, he was less than the sum of his movie-star whole, a spiritless cinematic symbol.

			Moreover, once a performance was constructed and frozen on film, he knew he would forever have to compete with that symbol in a battle against time in reality he could never win. That is why, into the fifties (both his own and the century's), he became increasingly more selective in his choice of screen roles and directors, choosing only those parts and the men who guided him in them, directors who best knew how to help him perform that special Grant sleight-of-hand on audiences over and over again without ever once giving the trick away.

			In 1953, after having turned down three great roles—Norman Maine, eventually played by James Mason in George Cukor's A Star Is Born opposite Judy Garland; reporter Joe Bradley, which went instead to Gregory Peck in William Wyler's Roman Holiday with Audrey Hepburn; and Linus Larrabee, which Humphrey Bogart grabbed on the rebound in Billy Wilder's Sabrina opposite Audrey Hepburn (the latter two having directors and costars Grant had never worked with)—he chose instead to return to safer, if shallower, waters opposite one of his favorite leading ladies, Deborah Kerr, in Dream Wife, a strictly by-the-numbers romantic comedy for MGM, written and directed by his good friend Sidney Sheldon, who had penned the hugely successful 1947 Grant vehicle The Bachelor and the Bobby-Soxer.

			When Dream Wife proved a major failure, Grant, just shy of his fiftieth birthday, was convinced that the magic had finally gone and announced his intention to retire. It took one of his favorite directors, Alfred Hitchcock, the so-called master of suspense and the supplier of many of Hollywood's most unforgettable corpses, to bring Cary Grant back to life. Grant accepted the lead in To Catch a Thief, a film whose plot centers on whether suave, urbane John Robie, the most notorious jewel thief in Europe, has in fact retired or is still on the job. Robie insists somebody must be imitating him—that he is not really who everybody thinks he is—a notion that perfectly captured both Grant's and Hitchcock's real-life ongoing professional and emotional issues of identity, image, and self.

			The enormous success of To Catch a Thief returned Grant to widescreen glory. This intended one-time-only encore lasted for eleven years and twelve pictures, each of which allowed him to reprise some aspect of his by-now-familiar repertoire of onscreen characters—romantic leading man, verbal wit, athlete, bon vivant, urbane hero. As with the previous two pictures he had made for Hitchcock (Suspicion, 1941, and Notorious, 1946), Grant's comedic instincts had been darkened, and therefore deepened, by the great director, who knew better than anyone how to use the extraordinary talents of one of his most favored leading men. Indeed, Suspicion, in which Grant may or may not have been a wife-killer, arrived at a time when he was considered essentially a comic actor, after such films as The Awful Truth (1937), Bringing Up Baby (1938), Holiday (1938), and The Philadelphia Story (1940), among the best of his screwball and light comedy work. His departure into melodrama immediately preceding Suspicion was Penny Serenade (1941), for which Grant was nominated for an Oscar but which was not as popular at the box office. Suspicion, on the other hand, was a smashing success and restored Grant to the front line of Hollywood's most desired leading men.

			IT WAS NOT UNTIL Charles Walters's Walk, Don't Run, released in 1966, that Grant, no longer able to pass for the romantic leading man and with no desire at all to age gracefully into “uncle” or “grandfather” character roles, took himself off the cinematic treadmill this time for good, content to let “Cary Grant” live on through the endless recycling of his old movies. Having never been able to make the connection between his real life and the world his cinematic other had so successfully created, and with his movie persona as the great leading man firmly in the past, he could no longer find any romantic passion for making movies. Instead, he pursued the ongoing drama of his own real life. Away from the screen and with the help of therapy and psychotropic drugs, a brief fourth marriage that yielded the child he had so dearly wanted, and a fifth and final wife who became his devoted companion to the end, Grant managed in the last twenty years of his life to get closer than he ever had to reconciling his long struggle between person and persona, vision and visionary, dream and dreamer, movie star and man.

			That is why, for those of us who seek to find ourselves in the movies, to discover in them the projected passion of our own hopes and dreams; who believe we know ourselves better when we sit in the dark (but not the darkness); for those of us who see in our heroes what we hope to discover in ourselves, the story of Grant's lifelong pursuit of happiness cannot help but enlighten and inspire us all.

		

		
			* The final six were Blake Edwards's Operation Petticoat (1959), Stanley Donen's The Grass Is Greener (1960), Delbert Mann's That Touch of Mink (1962), Donen's Charade (1963), Ralph Nelson's Father Goose (1964), and Charles Walters's Walk, Don't Run (1966).
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			A long-overdue moment as Frank Sinatra hands an emotional Cary Grant his only Academy Award, a noncompetitive Honorary Oscar at the 42nd annual awards presentation in Hollywood, April 7, 1970. (Bettmann/CORBIS)
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		On the night of April 7, 1970, four years after starring in his last feature film, sixty-six-year-old Cary Grant, who had never won an Oscar, was awarded a special noncompetitive Academy Award for his lifetime of achievement in motion pictures. Although to his great legion of fans it was an honor scandalously overdue, for a number of reasons, some less obvious than others, it very nearly did not happen.

		The original concept of the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences had been the brainstorm of Louis B. Mayer, who in 1926 came up with the idea of an interstudio house union open to all studio employees, including actors, run by moguls, to offset the growing problem of independent trade organization in Hollywood. The notion of annual awards was meant to placate those employees who sought the more practical benefits of better salaries, job security, health insurance, and retirement plans. At the time virtually everyone connected to the motion picture industry, from set painters, costume makers, and prop men to screenwriters, actors, and directors, was subject to the whims and fancies of the sweatshop mentality of the pioneering generation of Hollywood moguls.

		The first actor to successfully break the hitherto ironclad contract system for performers was Cary Grant, who became a freelance actor-for-hire on a per film basis in 1937, after his original five-year exclusive deal with Paramount expired (as had the studio itself, in its first incarnation as Paramount Publix). During his half-decade studio tenure he had appeared in twenty-four features (including three made on loan-out to other studios) at a salaried basis that had begun at $450 a week in 1932 and ended at $3,500 in 1936, far below the $6,500 per week that Gary Cooper, his main competition at Paramount, earned that same year.

		Money, however, was not the only reason Grant chose not to remain a contract studio player. In 1934 MGM, the studio “with more stars than there are in heaven!” and the one he felt was more suited to his style and image, wanted to borrow him from Paramount to costar as Captain Bligh's first mate in Frank Lloyd's Mutiny on the Bounty. It was a film Grant desperately wanted to be in, believing it would be the one to finally make him a major star. When Adolph Zukor, the head of Paramount, refused to allow the loan-out, MGM gave the role instead to its own relatively unknown contract player, Franchot Tone. Bounty went on to win the Best Picture Oscar for 1935, and its three stars—Clark Gable, Charles Laughton, and Tone—were all nominated for Best Actor. (None won; the award that year went to Victor McLaglen for his performance in John Ford's The Informer.)

		Grant never forgave Zukor, and a year later, when his contract was up, he refused to re-sign with a reorganized Paramount, then surprised everyone when, after fielding offers from all the majors, he announced he was not going to sign an exclusive studio contract with any and instead would sell his services on a nonexclusive per film basis. To underscore the finality of his decision to go independent, he canceled his membership in the Academy, an action everyone in Hollywood considered professional suicide. At the time no one except Charlie Chaplin had been able to survive without the security of a weekly paycheck in Academy-dominated Hollywood, and to do it he had to start his own studio, United Artists (with Douglas Fairbanks, D. W. Griffith, and Mary Pickford).

		No one, that is, until Cary Grant. The same year his deal at the studio expired, Grant appeared in George Cukor's Sylvia Scarlett for RKO, a role that showcased his unique talents as his screen acting at Paramount had not. And, although Grant's performance in the film was arguably just as good as, in some cases notably better than, William Powell's in My Man Godfrey, Paul Muni's in The Story of Louis Pasteur, Gary Cooper's in Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, and Walter Huston's in Dodsworth, he was pointedly ignored at Oscar time by a still-resentful Academy. To the conservative moguls, he was now officially an outsider, an enemy of their system, as reviled as any independent trade union activist. Their anger was exacerbated, no doubt, by his early, frequent, and indiscreet flaunting of his eleven-year “marriage” to actor Randolph Scott.

		IT WAS A RESENTMENT THAT was to last for a very long time. Of the seventy-two movies he would make, only two of his performances—in Penny Serenade (1941) and None But the Lonely Heart (1944), both made during Hollywood's wartime male talent drain—earned him nominations for Best Actor, and both times he lost (first to rival Gary Cooper, who won for Sergeant York, and then to Bing Crosby, who won for Going My Way).

		Nevertheless, his pioneering individualism had helped to redefine the notion of what creative freedom meant in Hollywood, and played a key role in the complex, multifaceted movement toward industrywide independence. Aided by a 1948 landmark antitrust lawsuit brought against the studios by the government to end the moguls' absolute control of the production, distribution, and exhibition of movies, Grant was among the handful of individuals whose actions eventually helped transform Hollywood from a factory that manufactured movies by mass production, much the way Ford made cars, to a place where outside, independently financed films could be produced by the actors themselves and sold for distribution to the highest bidder.

		As much as the studios resented Grant, he resented them in turn for what he believed was their stubborn refusal to properly acknowledge via Oscar not only his individual success but all that the success of his movies meant to the industry. To him, their intentional slight was not only an offense to his ego but cost him (and them) potential millions in profits at the box office for the many pictures he not only starred in but owned a piece of; one of the truisms of Hollywood is that no matter how successful a film, the awarding of an Oscar significantly increases its profits.

		In fact, many in the industry steadfastly believed that it was the money far more than the rejection—after all, how much more popular with the public could Grant be?—that kept the notoriously penny-pinching actor's finger on the legal hair-trigger of the pistol he continually pointed at the heads of the studios. From the early 1930s until he left the business entirely, Grant brought numerous if mostly frivolous lawsuits against the heads of the industry, and almost always with the same accusation: that they had somehow conspired to cheat him out of what was rightly his. As late as the summer of 1968 he was still going at it. That August he and his partner, director Stanley Donen, filed a multimillion-dollar suit against MCA (Universal Studios) for its “poor judgment” in failing to obtain television distribution of the four films they had coproduced. The lawsuit, eventually settled out of court and like all the others, did nothing to ameliorate the industry leaders' long-term hostility toward Grant. That same year the members of the Academy angrily vetoed newly elected Academy president Gregory Peck's decision to award Grant a rare Honorary Oscar for his lifetime of achievement as an actor. Only after Grant “voluntarily” rejoined the Academy in 1970 did Peck finally get the votes he needed and Grant his award.

		More than two hours into the Awards ceremony, held that year at the Dorothy Chandler Pavilion in downtown Los Angeles, a nervous, tuxedoed Cary Grant was escorted by a hostess from the green room to the immediate backstage area, where he stood behind a fly curtain and listened through a small technician's cue speaker as Frank Sinatra finished his brief but spirited introduction.

		A onetime rival of Grant's for the affection of Sophia Loren (in 1956, during the filming of Stanley Kramer's The Pride and the Passion), Sinatra had been Peck's last-minute choice to replace Princess Grace (Kelly) Rainier. At Grant's insistence, Kelly had bowed out of what would have been her first live appearance at the Oscars in fifteen years (she had appeared in 1967, but on film shot in Monaco), after Grant announced that he could not, for “personal reasons,” show up to accept his Oscar.

		Those “personal reasons” had to do with an about-to-erupt sex scandal involving just the kind of gossipy scrutiny into Grant's personal life he had more or less succeeded in avoiding for most of his career. In March, less than a month after the Academy announced its intention to award Grant his Honorary Oscar and just two days after Grant assured Peck he would end his personal twelve-year boycott of the ceremonies to accept it,*( Cynthia Bouron, a former Hollywood call girl and self-proclaimed actress, filed a paternity suit against Grant, claiming he was the father of her seven-week-old baby girl. Within hours word of the publicly filed lawsuit swept across the Hollywood trades and on to the front pages of newspapers across the country and around the world. Grant, who had been tipped off the day of the filing by a friend at the Los Angeles courthouse, immediately flew to Bristol, England, to visit his suddenly sick mother.

		Many felt the timing of the lawsuit could not have been mere coincidence. After it became a matter of public record, more than one columnist claimed to have known it was coming for weeks and that he had been asked by unnamed parties to sit on the story until the Academy's decision to give Grant his Oscar had been publicly announced.

		The day the story broke it became the subject of choice over morning coffee in Beverly Hills. How, everyone in the business wondered, could Grant possibly have allowed himself to become ensnared in one of the studios' oldest tactics, the moral smear? The widespread belief among Grant's supporters was that if the hardliners at the Academy had not been able to prevent Grant from getting his award by ballot, they would do it another way, by publicly humiliating him and forcing him to bow out of the ceremonies.

		Once the lawsuit was filed, except for his conversations with Peck via long-distance telephone, Grant carefully avoided direct contact with anyone but his closest friends and his lawyer, spokesperson and personal manager Stanley Fox. Despite their well-known diligence, the British paparazzi had very little success tracking Grant down, the reason being that after making a brief, highly publicized appearance in Bristol, Grant secretly flew to the Bahamas in one of good friend Howard Hughes's private planes, where he remained in seclusion at the billionaire's private villa.

		During his absence, Bouron held a press conference to announce that she intended to show up at the Academy Awards, hold a press conference in front of the red carpet, reveal her new baby's full name, and if Grant dared to show, hand him the subpoena that he had thus far been able to avoid.

		Grant had reason to worry. The truth was that he had had a brief sexual affair with Bouron the year before. The nature of the mutual attraction between the sixty-six-year-old Grant and the thirty-three-year-old Bouron was most likely a clever sting of sorts, made possible by Grant's enduring attraction to much younger women and his desire to have a second child. When the scandal broke, it was Fox who had advised Grant to get out of town and make no public comment about anything and, to prevent Bouron from making further potentially damaging comments, filed a countersuit, knowing her lawyers would then prevent her from saying anything more.

		The potential for trouble, however, still loomed. Questions concerning Grant's long and bitter divorce from his fourth wife, actress Dyan Cannon, had recently flared up over the question of Grant's visitation rights to his four-year-old daughter, Jennifer. Bouron's paternity suit, he feared, might adversely upset the already delicate balance of the rights he had fought so long and hard to win.

		And finally there was Princess Grace. The last thing Grant wanted was to have his dear friend associated in any way with scandal. That was the real reason why, the day after the Bouron story broke, Princess Grace sent, at Grant's insistence, her reluctant but irrevocable regrets to the Academy.

		The last week in March, Grant authorized Fox to accept service of Bouron's subpoena and then quietly slipped back in to Los Angeles. The next day, under an agreement reached by his and Bouron's attorneys, he gave blood samples to the authorities. Bouron was also required to do so, but did not show at the appointed time, or at two subsequent occasions. Fox seized upon this to petition Judge Laurence J. Rittenband to dismiss Bouron's lawsuit. At a hastily convened hearing, Fox's request was granted, and just like that, her paternity case against Grant was over.

		The scandal, however, refused to die. A new gust of rumors quickly blew through Hollywood that Grant had secretly met with Bouron and paid her off not to show up and give blood. While this made for good gossip, the reality of that having taken place was highly unlikely. Had the baby proved to be his, Grant, who had suffered a lifetime dealing with his own boyhood abandonment issues, and who desperately wanted a second child, would not likely have turned his back on it.

		Nevertheless, the front-page persistence of the story convinced Grant that, despite Peck's continuing pleas, he should not show up at the Oscars. Then on the first of April, at the behest of Howard Hughes, Grant flew to Hughes's Desert Inn hotel in Las Vegas to talk over the situation. The reclusive billionaire told him that the only way he could put an end to the whole sorry situation was to act as if he had done nothing wrong and had nothing to hide, and the only way to do that was to show up at the ceremonies and accept his Oscar. (It was ironic advice from the increasingly reclusive Hughes, who, having summoned Grant to Las Vegas, had conducted the meeting via telephone, suite to suite.)

		On April 2, Grant called Peck and said he would show up after all but wanted his decision to be kept secret. Peck agreed. Nonetheless the story appeared the next day in an item by local columnist John Austin, who said he had been tipped to Grant's appearance by a “close friend.” (The only other person besides Peck who knew of Grant's decision was Hughes. Austin's column hinted it was indeed Hughes who had convinced Grant to show. It remains a matter of conjecture as to why Hughes would have told Austin, but the most likely reason is that he felt that once the story appeared in print, Grant would not be able to change his mind again.)

		Peck then called Sinatra and asked him to be the presenter, and he said yes. As the night of the Awards approached, Grant spent several days and at least one evening at Cannon's home, both to give support to and seek comfort from his ex-wife. Cannon, as it happened, had been nominated that year as Best Supporting Actress for her performance in the wife-swapping comedy Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice.*

		As the auditorium lights slowly dimmed, a six-minute montage of clips from Grant's best-loved movies played on a large screen behind the podium, punctuated by outbursts of spontaneous laughter from the audience and ripples of applause. When the film ended and the lights came back up, Sinatra finished his introduction by praising Cary Grant for the “sheer brilliance of his acting that makes it all look easy.”

		And then at last the moment was upon him. With tears rolling down his cheeks, Grant emerged from the wings and walked slowly to the microphonewhile the audience rose as one to stand and cheer for him. He nodded appreciatively several times, quickly wiped one eye with a finger, and waved gracefully to the crowd. As the crescendo of their applause began to wane, he slipped on his thick-rimmed black glasses, and in the familiar voice so beloved by his fans all around the world, humbly delivered his carefully prepared words of acceptance and appreciation.

		“I'm very grateful to the Academy's Board of Directors for this happy tribute,” he began, “and to Frank, for coming here especially to give it to me, and to all the fellows who worked so hard in finding and assembling those film clips.”

		He squinted into the audience, looking for those he was about to thank. He spotted Hitchcock, nodded slightly toward him, then once again spoke, departing from his notes and holding up his Oscar. “You know, I may never look at this without remembering the quiet patience of the directors who were so kind to me, who were kind enough to put up with me more than once—some of them even three or four times. There were Howard Hawks, Hitchcock, the late Leo McCarey, George Stevens, George Cukor, and Stanley Donen.

		“And all the writers. There were Philip Barry, Dore Schary, Bob Sherwood, Ben Hecht, Clifford Odets, Sidney Sheldon, and more recently Stanley Shapiro and Peter Stone. Well, I trust they and all the other directors, writers, and producers, and leading women, have all forgiven me what I didn't know.”

		At this point he paused, glanced at his notes, and then looked up again. “I realize it's conventional and usual to praise one's fellow workers on these occasions. But why not? Ours is a collaborative medium; we all need each other. And what better opportunity is there to publicly express one's appreciation and admiration and affection for all those who contribute so much to each of our welfare?”

		A longer pause followed, during which he appeared to be trying to hold back his tears. He softly cleared his throat, then continued, coming closer than he ever would to explaining if not apologizing for his long and rancorous boycott of the Academy: “You know, I've never been a joiner or a member of any—oh, particular—social set, but I've been privileged to be a part of Hollywood's most glorious era. And yet tonight, thinking of all the empty screens that are waiting to be filled with marvelous images, ideologies, points of view, and considering all the students who are studying film techniques in the universities throughout the world, and the astonishing young talents that are coming up in our midst, I think there's an even more glorious era right around the corner.

		“So before I leave you, I want to thank you very much for signifying your approval of this. I shall cherish it until I die, because probably no greater honor can come to any man than the respect of his colleagues. Thank you.”

		As the audience rose once more, he turned slowly and left, out of sight even before the ovation ended. For Cary Grant, these last few steps signaled the end of the long and wondrous journey that had started so long ago, when as little Archie Leach of Bristol, England, the first, sweet dreams of destiny had come to him in the night.

		And the horrid nightmares as well.

		
			* Grant had made only two appearances since the Oscars became a television show; once in 1957, to accept the Best Actress Oscar won by Ingrid Bergman, another Hollywood outsider, and again in 1958, acting as stand-in for Bergman, to present the Best Actor Oscar to Alec Guinness.

			* She lost to Goldie Hawn, who won for her performance in Cactus Flower.
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			Archibald Alec (Alexander) Leach, age 4, Bristol, England, 1908. (Courtesy of the private collection of the Virginia Cherrill Estate)
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			“I'm reminded of a piece of advice my father gave me regarding shoes; it has stood me in good stead whenever my own finances were low. He said, it's better to buy one good pair of shoes than four cheap ones. One pair made of fine leather could outlast four inferior pairs and, if well cared for, would continue to proclaim your good judgment and taste no matter how old they become. It is rather like the stock market. It makes more sense to buy just one share of blue chip than 150 shares of a one-dollar stock.”

			—CARY GRANT

		

		Bristol is the seventh-largest city and third-largest seaport in Great Britain. It is situated to the south of Cardiff, Wales, to the west of Bath, and to the southwest of Gloucestershire. In 1497, John Cabot, the discoverer of Newfoundland, first sailed to the New World from Bristol. Noted natives of Bristol include England's seventeenth-century poet laureate Robert Southey; William Penn, for whom Pennsylvania is named; and the celebrated Shakespearean actor Sir Henry Irving. During the first years of the twentieth century, Bristol was the designated port of departure for those who wished to sail via luxury liner from England to the United States. It is adored by the rest of the world for its celebrated cream sherry.

		Bristol is also one of England's many great theatrical districts, home to the famous Theatre Royal on King Street, which first opened in 1766 and remains in operation to this day. The other major stops on the British vaudeville circuit at the turn of the twentieth century were Bristol's Empire and Hippodrome. All three venues were the first signposts on the journey to dreamland for the boy whose destiny it was to become Bristol's most beloved progeny, young Archibald (Arch-eee-bald) Alec (Alexander) Leach.

		Archie, as everyone called him, was the second child born to Elsie Maria Kingdon, the daughter of an Episcopalian shipwright, and Elias Leach, the son of an Episcopalian potter. Although Elias had big dreams of one day becoming a famous entertainer, he earned his living wage as a tailor's presser at Todd's clothing factory. The Kingdons generally presumed, in the waning days of the staunch Victorian epoch, that their prudent daughter had, unfortunately, married beneath her class. They did not consider Elias—at thirty-three, twelve years their daughter's senior—socially acceptable or sufficiently established in business for a man his age.

		Nevertheless the slight, attractive, cleft-chinned, and prohibitively shy Elsie did not turn him down when he proposed. How could she? He was tall, slim, dashing, and a charmer, the mustachioed man of her dreams. She resolutely believed in Elias, even if her parents didn't, and was certain that he meant it when he promised her that the type of fancy coats and suits of the wealthy he pressed at the factory would one day belong to him as well, that the manual labor in the steamy, windowless shop in which he toiled six days out of seven was but a brief stepping-stone to a better life for the both of them.

		Elias could dream with the best of them, and he also knew well how to make at least some of those dreams come true. By the time he walked his twenty-one-year-old wife down the aisle, he had already played through the field of Bristol's most (and least) eligible women, using his good looks to insinuate himself into their beds if not their lives. When he met Elsie, he sensed that her father might provide a rich dowry and, later on, a comfortable inheritance. It was enough to lure him to renounce his wild ways and seek Elsie's hand in marriage.

		They settled in to one of the newly built working-class semidetached homes along Hughenden Road, just off Gloucester, a dwelling too chilly and damp in the winter, the air roughened by the smelly choke of poorly ventilated coal heating, and too sweaty in the clumping humidity of summer. In dire need of fresh stimulation, Elias soon returned to his carousing ways. At least part of his problem was sexual frustration. Less than a year into the marriage, he discovered he was no longer able to raise Elsie's temperature, no matter what the time of year. Her Victorian disposition toward romance dictated that procreation was the only justification for engaging in the act of sex. Doing it for pleasure was unproductive, a sacrilegious waste of time, at least as far as she was concerned.

		Filled with many splendorous churches and lively music halls, Bristol provided ample opportunity for Elsie to worship God, at least as much as the numberless pubs and music halls accommodated her husband's more secular devotions. Indeed, Elias's relapse into roguishness found easy pickings in the traveling vaudeville companies that continually played the local theaters, where that sort of entertainment itself was seen by Elsie and the church folk as nothing more (or less) than the work of the devil himself.

		Victorian society believed that no crime went unpunished. If the authorities of the state did not arrest and prosecute those who broke the legal code, a higher authority surely would avenge those who broke the moral one. Such was the only explanation Elsie could fathom to explain the unexpected death of her firstborn, John William Elias Leach.

		She had given birth at home on February 9, 1899, and from the moment baby John took his first breath, Elsie devoted herself to his every need. She showered him with all the love and affection she withheld from her husband, who, she believed, had not remained true. He was surely the cause of God's retribution on their home when, in his eighth month of life, the child developed a cough, followed by violent convulsions and the onset of a fever that would not break. John died of tubercular meningitis on February 6, 1900, two days before his first birthday and one day before Elsie's twenty-third.

		She would not allow herself to cry at baby John's funeral. Throughout the solemn service she sat tearless, cloaked in black, and stared straight ahead into the private world of her overwhelming grief. God had indeed punished Elias for his sins and in so doing had brought His wrath down upon her as well, taking back the fruit of their corrupted marriage. After his burial, baby John's name was never spoken again by either Elsie or Elias.

		In the spring of 1903 Elsie became pregnant once more, a sign, she believed, of a merciful God. She had Elias redecorate the room that had been her firstborn's and add more insulation to the walls and ceiling to prevent any deathly drafts from blowing onto her new baby.

		Archibald Leach was born on January 18, 1904. Early on, to ensure his good health and moral righteousness, Elsie imposed her obsessive orderliness upon the lad, a prudent upbringing that would stay with him the rest of his days. “As a little boy,” he would remember nearly eighty years later, “I was fined for spilling things on the tablecloth. Thruppence a blib. But that wasn't so bad. I had a shilling a week for allowance, so I had four blibs—and we only put the tablecloth on the table on Sundays.”

		Elsie enjoyed keeping little Archie's hair long and curly and dressed him in frilly clothes that resembled nothing so much as a little girl's dresses. Much has been made elsewhere of this early treatment as the speculative root of Cary Grant's later bisexuality, and while it may indeed have been a factor, this was the common style of Victorian childrearing in pre-Freudian England. A toddler's sexuality was presumed to be nonexistent, and the so-called cross-dressing of boys was nothing more provocative than a mother's innocent “dolling up” of her baby, without regard to gender. Nevertheless links are links, and Freud did establish that sexual feelings are present in children, and that preadolescent emotional connections are often retained, in one form or another, for a lifetime. In his thirties Cary Grant and his housemate and lover Randolph Scott often showed up at costume parties dressed as women, and in his mid-fifties Grant surprised reporter Joe Hyams by admitting that he still often preferred wearing women's nylon panties under his regular clothes when he traveled because they were easier to pack than men's underwear and he could wash them out himself, which saved on hotel laundry bills.

		As likely to have influenced the young Grant's psyche as his too-close physical attachment to his mother was Elias's frequent absences, which deprived him of a father's normalizing presence. In truth, her husband's nights away from home no longer worried Elsie. Instead, she saw them as an opportunity for additional uninterrupted playtime with her perfect little Archie.

		And yet even as the boy grew more attached to his mother and her possessive ways, he still strongly identified on some level with his father. If Archie had become the surrogate husband to his mother, receiver of her smothering affection and perhaps a bit of her misplaced rage, on some primitive or instinctive level he probably knew why Daddy wasn't always around. The few nights Elias did stay home, he and Elsie had loud arguments over money (or the lack of it), which only deepened the emotional split in the boy's loyalties between the two and secured the groundwork for his well-known lifelong thriftiness and later conflicted views of adult love—his uneasy acceptance of the public's at-times-wild adulation, the chaste pursuit of women he believed he unconditionally loved, his failure at marriage, his preference for the company of men over women, or the choice of no company at all. “My parents tried so hard and did their best,” Grant said later on. “The trouble was that they weren't happy themselves. The lack of money for my mother's dreams became an excuse for regular sessions of reproach, against which my father learned the futility of trying to defend himself. But that isn't really to say that either one of them was ‘wrong’ or ‘right.’ They were probably both right.”

		Elias (Jim to his friends) was, if anything, relieved by his exclusion from his fatherly responsibilities to his son. He preferred the aroma of cigar smoke and ale spilled on wood at a local pub to the hot cabbage and cold wife waiting for him at home. Whenever Elias did get to spend time alone with his son, it was that much more fun for the both of them. When Archie was just five, his father began taking him to the pressing factory on Saturdays, where the boy loved to stand amid the loud machinery until closing time, then walk through town holding his hand above his head to reach his father's big one as Elias made the rounds of the local pubs and the traveling cribbage games. Archie always received two rewards for “assisting” his father at work. The first was a wrapped candy he was encouraged to fish for with his fingers in the well-pressed pants Elias wore for after-work activities. The second was the advice of a man who admired fine clothing, who believed that visual presentation, despite one's social standing, was the best way to self-promote. One afternoon Elias, after noticing the inferior quality of Archie's shoes, gave him a stern but loving lecture about the importance of proper footwear. Elsie, ever thrifty and practical, had bought Archie four pairs of inexpensive shoes. It was the kind of thrift Elias did not approve of. To him, the dress-up shoes his son wore looked “cheap” and “wouldn't last.” Better to have just one good pair, he advised the young boy, than several that were worthless. “Buy less at higher quality” was a lesson Archie would remember the rest of his life.*

		One of Elias and Archie's favorite Saturday-night pastimes was to go to a Bristol music hall or vaudeville theater to see pantomime—a particularly raucous and quite popular entertainment where men played both male and female parts, and the male lead was always played by a young and usually attractive woman—and the song-and-dance routines of the newest performers.

		In 1909, at just five years of age, young Archie caught his first glimpse of the performer he would be obsessed with for much of of his life. Charlie Chaplin was a member of the Karno Players, a traveling vaudeville group that regularly toured the music hall circuit that included Bristol. A year later, Karno took Chaplin and others to America, a journey from which Chaplin would not return. He became a solo sensation first in the New York City vaudeville houses along Forty-second Street, then in short film comedies, and triumphed in Hollywood when he gave the world, and Archie, the gift of “the Little Tramp.”

		Elias was a bit of a piano-roller himself, and soon enough young Archie could plunk out some pretty fancy rhythms on the pub's beer-stained clanky uprights. When Elsie learned of her son's musical talent, in a gesture of kindness perhaps tinged with parental competitiveness, she had her father buy a fancy brand-new upright for the family living room. The arrival of the piano angered Elias, not because he didn't enjoy the boy's playing but because he hadn't paid for it himself, and his loud but hollow complaints about not wanting to live off her father's charity set off yet another squabble over money that was anything but music to young Archie's ears.

		At Elsie's insistence, Archie began studying classical piano, while at his father's urging he continued to develop his music hall style. The conflicted direction of his percussive abilities confused the boy, even as it became yet one more focal point of his parents' polarization, to the point where, while he loved to play, he rarely did for either of them.

		Soon enough Elsie, ever the practical puritan, decided that her young boy's God-given talents (aided by the strong left hand, which he naturally favored) qualified him for early admission to one of the best schools in the area, the Bishop Road Junior School in Bishopston. She was rightly proud when Archie's musical abilities convinced the board he was fit to take one of the few available vacancies. The only thing that concerned her was Archie's left-handedness, something she feared might keep the school from allowing him to enroll.

		Once enrolled, five-year-old Archie played the piano far less often than he kicked a football, and his unusually deft playground skills won him the friendship and admiration of the other boys his age and older. With all the good food and exercise he got, he spurted upward like a bean weed, stretching to a full six foot one before his thirteenth birthday. What then became apparent to everyone at school, students and teachers alike, was how unusually handsome young Archie was, tall, strong, and blessed with a face that was embossed with his mother's dimpled chin and rich brown eyes and his father's thick black wavy hair and ready smile.

		If life seemed better for him at Bishop Road, his absence from home only made things worse between Elsie and Elias. Without Archie as the restraining buffer, their bickering became more frequent, and always centered on either Elias's philandering or his lack of sufficient income. More than once their fights turned physical. For Elias, as he saw it, at times the only way to deal with his stubborn wife was to beat her into proper submission.

		Whenever things became too intense between them, Elsie simply left until thing cooled down. It eventually became clear to Elias that the situation between them was hopeless and that he had to leave for good. Unable to pay for a divorce, he figured out a route to freedom by taking a factory job in Southampton, eighty miles southeast of Bristol near the southern shore, to make uniforms for both militaries in the ongoing Italian-Turkish conflict.

		Years later Grant would recall in this revealing description the traumatizing incident of what he took as his father's abandonment and his own culpability in helping to drive him away: “Odd, but I don't remember my father's departure from Bristol. Perhaps I felt guilty at secretly being pleased, but now I had my mother to myself … anyway, I don't remember my father's going, but I missed him very much despite all his, and therefore my, faults” (emphasis mine).

		In Southampton, Elias quickly took a young mistress by the name of Mabel Alice Johnson and set up a second household. They soon had a baby, born out of wedlock, while back home, Elsie and Archie were forced to move to even smaller quarters.

		Whenever Archie made the occasional visit to Southampton to visit his father, Elias made no secret of his new live-in relationship, and rewarded the boy's arrival with a trip to the local cinema to see the latest Chaplin–Mack Sennett two-reeler. Archie always laughed out loud at Charlie's put-upon character and exasperated glances through the camera—straight at him!— that brought a special brightness and joy to his otherwise lonely life.

		IT WAS A JOY THAT would not last. One day in 1914 when he was ten years old, Archie came home from school and could not find his mother. With the war imminent, relatives had begun to live together to share ration books. Despite their smaller house, Elsie had taken in two of her brother's children, both of them older than Archie; now they silently watched as he ran from room to room looking for his mum. When he finally asked where she was, they said she had gone to a seaside resort for a little while. Why, Archie wondered, would she do that without taking him along? Without even telling him? And who was going to take care of him while she was away?

		Elsie's sudden disappearance deepened Archie's increasingly tortured feelings of abandonment, guilt, and despair that would, in one form or another, stay with him for the rest of his life. Years later, Grant had this to say about his many failed marriages: “I [made] the mistake of thinking that each of my wives was my mother, that there would never be a replacement once she left. I found myself being attracted to [women] who looked like my mother—she had olive skin, for instance. Of course, at the same time I [often chose] a person with her emotional makeup, too, and I didn't need that.”

		What did happen to Elsie? Where had she gone? Not to a seaside resort, and not for a little while, as his relatives first told him. That story was quickly replaced by another; his mother had died of a heart attack.

		The news devastated the young boy, who soon began to act out both his rage at being abandoned again, this time by his mother, and his guilt for somehow having caused both his parents to leave him. He soon turned to petty thievery and kept at it, even when, mostly out of pity, the community awarded him a scholarship to the prestigious Fairfield Secondary School. It was there he met his first girlfriend, someone he would still remember decades later as “plump, pretty, and frankly flirtatious” but utterly beyond his reach. The daughter of a local butcher, the girl so turned Archie's head that one day while staring at her, he walked straight into a lamppost and very nearly knocked his own teeth out.

		That summer, Archie relocated himself to Southampton. He longed to move in with his father, but Elias said no, claiming that the woman he lived with and their baby, Archie's half-brother, took up all the room in the house. Archie then volunteered for summer work as a messenger and gofer on the military docks, often sleeping in alleys at night if he didn't make enough money to rent a cot in the local flophouse. This was wartime, and one of his daily chores was to hand each soldier a life belt before he set out from the English Channel in a transport ship, many of which were sunk by German submarines only a few miles offshore. Out of his sense of patriotism, Archie refused to accept any tip money from the soldiers for whom he ran these errands. Instead, he would take a military button or a regimental badge. He coveted these as if they were the true reflection of his self-worth and proudly wore as many of them as he could fit on his own belt.

		Archie reluctantly returned to Bristol that fall for school, still consumed with grief over the death of his mother. He often spent his nights alone in his room, staring at a photo of Elsie, weeping softly as he prayed for God to watch over her soul. On weekends he would take himself to the local docks to watch the schooners and steamships that, he would later recall, “came right up the Avon River into the center of town.” During these periods his notion of leaving Bristol forever intensified: “While most of my school friends were playing cricket, I'd sit alone for hours watching the ships come and go, sailing with them to far places on the tide of my imagination, trying to release myself from the emotional tensions which disarranged my thoughts.”

		In many ways, his longing to “release” himself was not all that different from, in many ways an emulation of, Elias's having found a way out of Bristol. Archie wished to escape as well, but no longer just to Southampton—his dreams now stretched much farther than that. Like his (and every Brit's) hero, Charlie Chaplin, he wanted to travel to the land of magic and dreams. America—that was where he longed to go.

		THE NEXT SERIES OF EVENTS have often been described as “a lucky happenstance,” the “fateful meeting of a boy and his mentor,” or as Grant himself would later recall, “a coincidence of destiny zeroing in on my future.” Thirteen-year-old Archie, although at best an average student with a bit of an aptitude for chemistry, was nonetheless befriended by his science professor's part-time assistant, brought in one day to help conduct a class experiment.

		The assistant was actually a close friend of the teacher and an electrician who worked at the newly rebuilt Bristol Hippodrome (which then replaced the old Empire). Archie eagerly asked to be taken backstage to see the theater's modern switchboard and lighting system. It was a request his friend happily granted, and Archie quickly learned the technical aspects of putting on a show; he got to watch the performers from the privileged perspective of the wings, from where he could see the awestruck faces of the young boys in the first few rows lit by the spill of stage lighting as they bounced up and down with delight. According to Grant, “That's when I knew.” Like Charlie Chaplin, he too would join the theater and see the world!

		Archie's electrician friend then introduced him to the house manager of the Hippodrome, who also took a liking to the boy. He often invited young Archie to sit with the backstage crews and occasionally help them pull curtain and lighting cables and change scenery between acts. Archie did so well he was eventually promoted to help the lighting men handle the special twin arc lamps, or limelights, as they were known (for their tendency to throw a pale green halo around performers). They hung from the ceiling at either side of the stage and had to be manually focused to keep the star performers in their special sharp, double-spot illumination.

		Eventually Archie was allowed to operate one of the limelights on his own and was good enough with it to operate the all-important center “moving white” at the back of the house. All went well until one time during a performance he misfocused the center spot on a couple of back mirrors that gave away the secret to a headlining magician's best trick. At the magician's insistence, Archie was permanently barred from ever again working at the Bristol Hippodrome.

		He was devastated and vowed to never set foot inside another theater, but soon found himself once again hanging around the fringes of Bristol's many playhouses, spending time with the actors he had gotten to know during his brief career as a lighting man. On the odd occasion he was even able to get some pickup work at the Hippodrome as a call boy after school for ten shillings a week, which is how he first heard about Bob Pender's troupe of young knockabout comedians.* Pender's was a specialty act whose performers padded their skits with intricate slapstick numbers, stilt-walking choruses, and intricate mime routines complete with matching costumes and oversize masks. Pender, whose real name was Bob Lomas, had first made a name for himself as a performer in the tradition of the great Drury Lane clowns before forming his own company, intending to follow the path of the legendary Fred Karno traveling shows.

		Lomas's entourage was a decidedly family affair. His wife, Margaret, a former Parisian Folies-Bergère ballet mistress, gave the Pender troupe the benefit of her specialized training in movement and balance. Among the lead performers were Lomas's daughter Doris, his brothers Tom and Bill, his widowed sister-in-law, and her son.

		Like all companies made up of mostly young performers, Pender's was forever in need of trainable talent to replace those who grew too quickly, got bored and left, fell in love, married, or went into the military. After getting to know young Archie, Lomas invited him to try out as a member of the traveling company. Archie was beside himself! After hanging on the backstage fringes of the business for what seemed like forever, he was, at last, going to have a chance at performing.

		He worked up a series of athletic moves he had learned from the older footballers in school, with a couple of flips he had always been able to do, and also showed that he could walk on his hands, a trick his father had taught him. Lomas liked what he saw and offered him a position with the company, provided that Elias give his written approval. Archie immediately accepted, went home, forged a letter of permission from his father, and brought it back to Lomas, who then sent him off to observe the troupe in Norwich.

		Unfortunately, Archie's first tour ended abruptly ten days later, while the troupe was still in Norwich, by the sudden and unexpected arrival of Elias. He had been told by Archie's Bristol relatives that the boy had run away. He quickly tracked his son down, confronted Lomas, and informed him that Archie was not yet fourteen, the legal work age in England at the time. Elias demanded that he be returned to school at once and threatened to press criminal charges of abduction of a minor against Lomas. Reluctantly, Archie packed his few things, said good-bye to everyone, and returned to Bristol without ever having appeared on stage.

		Back home, Archie longed to return to the theatrical life and came up with a clever plan to make it happen. Years later, according to Grant, he “investigated” the girls' lavatory at school, meaning that he drilled a small peephole through one of the walls to watch the girls go to the bathroom. Other sources claim he reverted to his old ways and was caught stealing. Whatever the reason, his official expulsion, for “inattentiveness, irresponsibility, and incorrigibility,” occurred in March 1918, just two months after his fourteenth birthday. The school's decision conveniently freed him to rejoin the Pender troupe.

		That August Archie eagerly signed a three-year contract, this time actually cosigned by Elias, that officially granted him permission to join Pender's troupe, at a weekly salary of ten shillings with board and lodging included and technical training to be provided by Lomas. By now Elias was more than happy to give his son over to Lomas, for reasons that had less to do with Archie's budding talents than his own present needs. When the boy got in trouble at school, the local authorities had investigated why he was living with relatives in Bristol rather than with his father in Southampton. The last thing Elias wanted was the Bristol authorities sniffing into his personal life. Finally, when Elias discovered that Lomas was a fellow Mason and a family man, he gave his full consent, believing his boy would be well cared for.

		ARCHIE PROVED an apt pupil when he wanted to be, especially in the more physical aspects of British music hall
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