
  [image: Cover]


  EVE BABITZ is the author of several books of fiction, including Sex and Rage: Advice to Young Ladies Eager for a Good Time; L.A. Woman; and Black Swans: Stories. Her nonfiction works include Fiorucci, The Book and Two by Two: Tango, Two-Step, and the L.A. Night. She has written for publications including Ms. and Esquire and in the late 1960s designed album covers for the Byrds, Buffalo Springfield, and Linda Ronstadt. Her novel Slow Days, Fast Company: The World, the Flesh, and L.A. (originally published in 1977) is forthcoming from NYRB Classics.


  HOLLY BRUBACH is the author of Choura: The Memoirs of Alexandra Danilova; Girlfriend: Men, Women & Drag; and A Dedicated Follower of Fashion, a collection of essays. Formerly Style Editor of The New York Times Magazine, she has been a staff writer for The New Yorker and The Atlantic Monthly, as well as a frequent contributor to numerous magazines. She lives in Pittsburgh.


  [image: Frontis]


  EVE’S HOLLYWOOD


  EVE BABITZ


  Introduction by


  HOLLY BRUBACH


  NEW YORK REVIEW BOOKS


  [image: ]


  New York


  THIS IS A NEW YORK REVIEW BOOK


  PUBLISHED BY THE NEW YORK REVIEW OF BOOKS


  435 Hudson Street, New York, NY 10014


  www.nyrb.com


  Copyright © 1972, 1974 by Eve Babitz


  Introduction copyright © 2015 by Holly Brubach


  All rights reserved.


  Frontispiece and concluding photographs of the author by Annie Leibovitz; ©Annie Leibovitz/(Contact Press Images)


  Cover design: Katy Homans


  Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


  Babitz, Eve.


  Eve’s Hollywood/Eve Babitz; introduction by Holly Brubach.


  1 online resource.—(New York Review Books classics)


  ISBN 978-1-59017-891-1 (epub)—ISBN 978-1-59017-890-4 (paperback)


  1. Single women—Fiction. 2. Hollywood (Los Angeles, Calif.)—Fiction. I. Title.


  PS3552A244


  813'.54—dc23


  2015021808


  ISBN 978-1-59017-891-1


  v1.0


  For a complete list of books in the NYRB Classics series, visit www.nyrb.com or write to:


  Catalog Requests, NYRB, 435 Hudson Street, New York, NY 10014


  CONTENTS


  Biographical Notes


  Frontispiece


  Title Page


  Copyright and More Information


  Introduction


  EVE'S HOLLYWOOD


  Dear Reader


  Dedication


  Daughters of the Wasteland


  Hollywood and Vine


  Bunker Hill


  Grandpa


  Grandma


  Agnes


  Carmelita


  The Choke


  Richard Greene, the Violin Player


  Frozen Looks


  Angels Flight


  The Polar Palace


  Secret Ambition


  Scarlet Fever


  The Sheik


  Santa Sofia


  Ingenues, Thunderbird Girls and the Neighborhood Belle: A Confusing Tragedy


  Prurient Interests


  The Fantasy


  The Earthquake


  The Boutique


  Rosewood Casket


  Central Market


  The Watts Riots


  Sins of the Green Death


  Grammar


  East Is East


  New York Confidential


  And West (né Weinstein) Is East Too


  Fairy Tale


  The Chicken


  The Answer


  Rosie


  The Art of Balance


  The Academy


  The Hollywood Branch Library


  The Luau


  The Secret Danger of Being Mark Spitz’s Coach


  Bummer Bob


  The Girl Who Went to Japan


  Cary Grant


  Xerox Machines


  The Landmark


  The Watts Towers


  The Rendezvous


  Author Portrait


  Photo Scrapbook


  INTRODUCTION


  To those of us growing up in the Northeast in the 1960s, California was a foreign country and Los Angeles its capital. Actual foreign capitals like London and Paris seemed more familiar. At the root of our deep mistrust was the Yankee conviction that weather is a defining force in shaping human character—that harsh winters instill Calvinist rigor in those obliged to withstand them, that perpetual summer would inevitably corrode morals and the will to work. All those hillsides ablaze, those earthquakes rattling the china, struck us as fire-and-brimstone reminders that people were never meant to live in LA in the first place—reminders unheeded by the local residents, a bunch of confirmed hedonists who lived in the moment, turning their backs on Europe and the past, facing the sunset and the sea.


  In short, there was nothing about LA that would have led us to expect that a serious writer could emerge from it. Until one did, and rose to fame as an exalted practitioner of the inventive, highly personal journalism that dominated the 1970s. That was Joan Didion, whose name, alongside her husband’s, appears in the roll call of dedications with which Eve Babitz opens this book: “To the Didion-Dunnes for having to be who I’m not.” Didion, along with John Gregory Dunne, had decamped to New York, and from that distant vantage she wrote about Los Angeles in terms that flattered us Northeasterners into believing we’d been right all along.


  It was Babitz who finally—unapologetically—gave voice to LA’s unique appeal and laid to rest the by then weary notion of the city as a cultural wasteland. For this, she was supremely qualified. With a father who was a baroque musicologist and violinist under contract to Twentieth Century-Fox, a mother who was an artist, and a godfather who was Igor Stravinsky, Babitz grew up surrounded by a circle of illustrious family friends that included Edward James, Joseph Szigeti, Eugene Berman, Marilyn Horne, Kenneth Rexroth, and Kenneth Patchett, with poetry readings in the living room and premieres of works by Arnold Schoenberg under the palms.


  As it happened, this daughter of bohemians was also a child of Hollywood in its flickering grandeur, before a strip mall replaced the Garden of Allah hotel, where Eve and her friend Sally, two virgins with fake ID’s, used to go to drink and practice their charms on men twice their age. Illusion—a papier-mâché coconut grove in a supper club, a restaurateur who claimed kinship to the late Russian tsar—became reality when a quorum bought into it. You had to admire the daring, the imagination, the sheen of the veneer. At Hollywood High, Babitz’s alma mater, the mascot was not, in the tradition of sports teams everywhere, an animal known for its ferocity but the title character of a Rudolf Valentino movie, The Sheik—an Arab chieftain played by an epicene Italian actor. Seduction and glamour were woven into Babitz’s everyday life, and they shaped her.


  She idolized Marilyn Monroe, joined the crowd that turned out to see her plant her hands in wet cement at Grauman’s Chinese Theatre, fumed over proclamations of Arthur Miller’s genius while Monroe’s intelligence got short shrift. Like Monroe, Babitz must have had her fair share of men talking to her chest. Little did they know that just north of her magnificent breasts was the brain of a future novelist who would earn the admiration of her fellow writers. “I was pretty and smart and scornful and impatient,” she says of her teenage self. As qualifications for writing go, these turn out to be good ones—even her looks, which allowed her to pass as “a spy in the land of the privileged,” a member of an elite to which, she insists, she has never really belonged.


  Monroe may have been her role model, but it was Brigitte Bardot that Babitz resembled. You can see it in her high-school yearbook photo—the blond tousle, the heart-shaped face, the black-rimmed eyes. While most teenagers face the world head-on, gazing eagerly into the future, Babitz’s gaze is sidelong, caught in a quiet smile of complicity with someone outside the frame. This seems in keeping with the confidential tone that makes Eve’s Hollywood feel like a series of soliloquies delivered by a friend over fruity drinks in a dark corner of the Luau, an ersatz Polynesian restaurant that was Stravinsky’s favorite.


  Nobody writes about high school and the dimly lit passage from innocence to adulthood better than Babitz. Scrupulous and unsentimental but sympathetic to her former self, she documents that brief space of a few years when fledgling minds attempt to make sense of authority, social hierarchy, injustice, and sex. Against the backdrop of her own bourgeois claustrophobia, it is the outlaws (James Dean being the prototype and her hero) who command Babitz’s fascination and respect. Drawn into the force field surrounding Aces Butler, a transfer student with a stratospheric IQ, an alias, and an attitude problem, she inventories his charisma: “Who could resist the way he threw back his head and slapped his thigh in unheard-of abandon, in our starved colony? He dressed in black, black motorcycle jacket, black shirts, black Levis and black boots with his black eyelashes framing his acetylene eyes that flickered out in pure hate at the concepts of anything being ‘for your own good’ or anyone ‘who knew best.’ ”


  Babitz is interested in power, and from Aces she learns that self-possession is one source of it. Beauty is another. The girls at Hollywood High were beautiful, “extraordinarily beautiful. And there were about 20 of them who separately would cause you to let go of reason. Together—and they stayed pretty much together—they were the downfall of any serious attempt at school in the accepted sense, and everyone knew it. They were too beautiful for a high school . . .” For those of us who have wondered why it is that Southern California seems stocked with a disproportionately high percentage of ravishing women, Babitz offers a supremely logical explanation: “These were the daughters of people who were beautiful, brave, and foolhardy, who had left their homes and traveled to movie dreams. In the Depression, when most of them came here, people with brains went to New York and people with faces came West.” So Los Angeles became an experiment in genetic self-selection—a breeding ground for physical perfection, where the beautiful mated with the handsome, begetting successive generations, each exponentially better-looking than the one before.


  Here is Babitz, marveling at the maddening disingenuousness that seems endemic to this super race: “The possessors of beauty are reticent about their privileges or act as though it was luck that the cop didn’t give them a ticket, that it was just a ‘nice man’ who let them through customs without having to wait in line. Beauty, unlike money, seems unable to focus on the source of the power. Even talent knows they are special and why they were invited.”


  Her reflections on beauty and its prerogatives may have led some readers and critics to mistake Babitz for a lightweight, an author who writes about so-called women’s preoccupations, like dieting, looks, clothes, makeup, friendships, love. There have been occasional allegations that she hasn’t taken writing seriously, as if she had modeled Jacaranda, in her 1979 novel, Sex and Rage, on herself, creating a main character who writes in order to have something to do during the day.


  Like Didion, who went on to write about politics and other matters that constitute “serious” journalism, Babitz moved to New York, where she ran into Yvette Mimieux—she recognized her from lunchtime at the cafeteria in junior high. Even then, Babitz recalls, “It was plain to see she was a movie star.” For a girl that beautiful, “there was nothing else to be.” Now here they were, years later, “Yvette having been discovered and me having discovered other lives to try out.”


  Some of those lives are hinted at here, though Babitz is vague when it comes to the particulars. For more information, we turn elsewhere. Every article about her sooner or later gets around to the subject of her lovers, who were reportedly legion. (Earl McGrath, former president of Rolling Stone Records: “In every young man’s life there is an Eve Babitz. It’s usually Eve Babitz.”) Some were noteworthy: Jim Morrison, Steve Martin, Ed Ruscha, Stephen Stills, Harrison Ford, Ahmet Ertegun, Dan Wakefield. Another staple of the stories about her: the 1963 photo in which she posed nude, playing chess with Marcel Duchamp (the idea came from Julian Wasser, the photographer). It’s an image that has by now become an art-world meme—a fact she seems to acknowledge and own when she gives it a cameo appearance in Sex and Rage, hanging it on the wall of a Hollywood pent-house that Jacaranda visits. There were careers as an album-cover designer (for Linda Ronstadt, Buffalo Springfield, the Byrds) and photographer, as a journalist writing on assignment (including an article entitled “My Life in a 36-DD Bra” for Ms. Magazine). There was the exhibition of Joseph Cornell’s work that inspired her to take up making collages. And there were parties, lots of them, at a time when she maintained a close personal relationship with LSD, marijuana, and cocaine.


  Eventually, Babitz moved back to Los Angeles. In New York, she writes, “there are no spaces between the words, it’s one of the charms of the place. Certain things don’t have to be thought about carefully because you’re always being pushed from behind.” By then she had come to understand that the hometown of our childhood imprints itself on our minds, making sense to us in ways that require no explanation. We carry it with us, and sooner or later many of us long to return to the place against which, knowingly or not, we’ve measured all others. For Babitz that was Hollywood.


  Devoted fans (of whom I am one) on the lookout for years now for a new book have been told that we can stop waiting. After a freak accident in 1997 (ash from the cigar she was smoking set fire to her skirt, leaving her with third-degree burns over half her body), she lost the will to write, she claims, and stopped. That is, of course, her prerogative, and it’s our loss.


  Babitz calls this book, her first, “a confessional novel,” though it could easily be taken for a memoir. Somewhere, presumably, in all these anecdotes with the ring of truth the author has embedded one or more grains of fiction: maybe a name she changed or a bit of dialogue she improved upon or a sequence of events that she accelerated—although, if that is indeed the case, none of these improvements call attention to themselves. Her writing reads as if it had flowed straight from her mind to the page, without impediments or hesitation, with a casual tone most writers only achieve by means of countless false starts, half-finished sentences, and perfectionist late-night revisions. Which is what I repeatedly reminded myself while reading Eve’s Hollywood, until I came to this: “I got up the next morning with a hangover and a good idea for a story. The story was written quickly and fell together like a just right deck of cards being shuffled and had the kind of crazy deftness that my other stories had always managed to run away with.”


  Among the friends who pass through Eve’s Hollywood is one called Karen, whom Babitz describes as so “fragilely beautiful that it was all I could do to squash my natural envy and just like her.” I know how she feels. I didn’t begrudge Babitz her celebrity lovers, her bra size, her creamy complexion, or her success—not because I’m such a magnanimous person but because she’s such good company. But writing that comes easy? With a hangover, no less. I hope this is the part she made up.


  —HOLLY BRUBACH


  EVE’S HOLLYWOOD


  DEAR READER


  I want to tell you a little about myself. I am really an artist, not a writer. So, I like the way Arabic numbers look un-written out on a page. When I say someone is 15 years old, I like the way 15 looks. I like the way 9 million looks and I hate the way nine million looks. 9 seems like more of a number to me.


  Also, I believe that places should be capitalized. North, South, East and West are all places as far as I’m concerned I don’t care what anyone else thinks. When I think of North, it’s capitalized. West, especially, is a serious place that should ALWAYS be capitalized. It also sounds more adventurous to go West than to go west.


  Since this is my book and since the advent of James Joyce, why don’t we let me have my way? It’s such a small thing, and just think, I could be James Joyce writing in latin all the time and stuff.


  
    “Where are you from?”


    “Hollywood.”


    “Born there too?”


    “Yeah.”


    “. . . What was it like?”


    “Different.”

  


  DAUGHTERS OF THE WASTELAND


  My mother emigrated to Los Angeles as a young girl in the Depression. In the town in which she lived—Sour Lake, Texas—there was a Catholic priest who had been born, raised and trained in Chicago. He could perfectly understand my mother’s absolute need to get out of Sour Lake and he arranged for her to travel to Hollywood with some friends of his and I think he also got her a job. The job she had at one time was as receptionist to the doctor whose wife, Mary Astor, was keeping a diary about her thing with George Kaufman, but I don’t think that’s the job the priest got for her.


  My mother was enthralled with Los Angeles and was so overcome that she became an artist. She drew the houses because she loved them.


  My father emigrated to Los Angeles when he was 16 from Brooklyn with his mother and father and two sisters. They lived in Boyle Heights which is where all the Jews lived then who lived in L.A. My father’s aunt, who was the sister of my grandmother, was a movie actress. She was not a star, but she was important. She played Yiddishe mamas and made a mint. My father had studied classical violin since he was a small child and he won the gold medal as best kid violinist in New York City by the time he was 15.


  In those days, to get into the studio as a contract musician was a matter of nepotism as it would be today if there were any contract musicians left. My great aunt, Vera Gordon, the movie actress, convinced her friend Harry Lubin to give my father a chance to play in Harry’s orchestra which would be a good job because there was lots of money and security. My father brought a Stravinsky score to play.


  “How the hell could I tell if he could play?” Harry laughs, still delighted at the joke my father solemnly acted out. “I couldn’t even read the score to see if he was playing the right notes!”


  Everyone in my family was involved in “the Arts” and so we grew up surrounded by “the Arts,” my sister and me.


  I don’t remember how old I was when I first heard Los Angeles described as a “wasteland” or “seven suburbs in search of a city” or any of the other curious remarks uttered by people.


  It was never like that for us growing up here.


  For one thing, there was always so much going on, so many different people, and my mother’s constant soirees and dinners.


  “Wasteland” is a word I don’t understand anyway because physically, surely, they couldn’t have thought it was a wasteland—it has all these citrus trees and flowers growing everywhere.


  I know they meant “culturally.” But it wasn’t.


  Culturally, L.A. has always been a humid jungle alive with seething L.A. projects that I guess people from other places just can’t see. It takes a certain kind of innocence to like L.A., anyway. It requires a certain plain happiness inside to be happy in L.A., to choose it and be happy here. When people are not happy, they fight against L.A. and say it’s a “wasteland” and other helpful descriptions.


  Vera Stravinsky once told me that in 1937 she went on a picnic, in a few limousines, that Paulette Goddard had prepared (“because she was quite a gourmet . . .” Vera said). On the Picnic was the Stravinskys, Charlie Chaplin and Paulette Goddard, Greta Garbo, Bertrand Russell and the Huxleys. They got into the cars to drive to a likely spot, but there were no likely spots and they drove and drove. There had been a drought and everything was dry, there was no grass and so finally they spotted the measly L.A. “River” and decided to spread their blanket on its ridiculous banks and make the best of it. The “L.A. River” is a trickle that only looks slightly like a river if there’s been a downpour for three months but even then it doesn’t look like a river. Anyway, they spread out the food, the champagne, the caviar, the pâté and everything and sat on the banks of the “river” beneath a bridge over which cars were going.


  “Hey!”


  They looked up and there was a motorcycle cop with his fists on his hips, looking cross.


  “Yes?” Bertrand Russell stood up to inquire.


  There was a sign that said that people were not allowed to picnic by the “river.”


  The cop pointed at the sign and looked at Russell and then said, “Can’t you read?”


  If the story’s details are different, if it was another year and the Huxleys weren’t there, still, it is an L.A. “wasteland” story. It’s a story of L.A.


  The cop only relented when he recognized Garbo.


  My life as a child was about things and times like that. There were the Evenings on the Roof and the Ojai Festivals for concerts in our wasteland. Both of those organizations were not started by the city or anything because the city of Los Angeles has never cared about culture. It doesn’t care and that’s all there is to it. So the Evenings on the Roof were small concerts of chamber music performed by studio musicians (who were real musicians like my father none-the-less), and the Ojai Festivals were sponsored by the ladies of Ojai, a small community of old ladies who were seduced by John Bauer, an Englishman, who did a lot of things in Los Angeles by dint of sheer charm and energy and did them because he was mainly a child and children love L.A. A 6’ 4” child.


  The Luau, a tacky Polynesian restaurant, was Stravinsky’s favorite restaurant. Only children like it.


  My father collected Dixieland records. He has thousands of old 78s, and I grew up listening to Ledbelly sing, “. . . fly to the east, fly to the west, fly to the one that you love the best.” When we got old enough, he played us dirty Bessie Smith records. And when we got really old enough, he played dope records like “If You The Viper” with Stuff Smith pretending, or perhaps not, to inhale quickly on a joint before breaking into . . . “Dreamed about a reefer, five feet long . . . the Mighty Mezz, but not too strong.” And I knew who the Mighty Mezz was. I was not culturally deprived.


  My father used to jam with Stuff Smith and Nat King Cole at a bar across the street from NBC on Sunset and Vine where my father was a studio musician.


  Studio musicians and musicians in general, men who have grown up practicing minute things their whole lives, are special. The general rules accepted by the players are that violin players are all lovers of women to an extravagant extent, oboe players are crazy and French horn players are sexy. Everyone else is square as square can be as far as I’m concerned, and if you go to an L.A. Philharmonic rehearsal you’ll see a bunch of accountants sitting around in plaid shirts and you’ll realize that musicians are the most innocent benders to Art there are. Imagine binding yourself into the confines of an orchestra, under the stick of a conductor, having to play what someone has written 200 years ago!


  The only kind of musicians we usually had at our house were either people like Stuff Smith, who was crazy, or composers. Musicians were too square for my father to want to spend more time than he already was doing with them.


  Opera singers are a different story. One day I walked into the living room where my father was having a rehearsal. He was sitting at the harpsichord explaining in serious tones about Palestrina, and on a folding chair with her feet in pink flats crossed neatly at the ankles but resting on the seat of another folding chair was a teen-ager. She had on a green plaid vest, a green plaid pair of pants and she wore an ivy league shirt. Her red hair was in rollers and she’d tied a scarf around it like everyone in my high school tied their scarves that year. They looked up when I came in from school. I didn’t interrupt them but went on to my room. The voice that followed came from a crystal spring out of a fjord, cold, clear and careless. It nearly broke my heart, the sound. I dumped my books on my bed and rushed back into the living room. It was that teen-ager, singing.


  I sat on the stairs and listened to the rest of the rehearsal. She never took her pink flat shoes off the chair in front of her and she sang in Italian, Vulgar Latin, German and French and in between talked in a kind of thin Californian which said “wader” for “water.”


  She was what, at Hollywood High, they’d describe as “cute.”


  At the end, my father said she was Marni Nixon. Marni Nixon did everything. She sang medieval songs and she sang the voices in “West Side Story,” “The King and I” and she had a few children. She was one of the wasteland’s inhabitants.


  Marilyn Horne, the opera singer who The New Yorker says is called “Jackie” by her friends, is called Jackie by her friends, even by me. She once told me that she felt the same way about Marni Nixon as I did and not only that “but her pitch . . .” I suppose she meant that Marni was always right there with that crystal casual voice, right on top sliding by, her pitch . . .


  Joseph Szigeti, the violinist who recently died, lived in Palos Verdes. I loved him and he answered my letters so he probably liked me. He lived in the most beautiful house I ever saw in my whole life and it was there that I first ate figs. Before then, I would never eat figs because I thought they were vile threats to happiness but there in his house on a hillside overlooking the Pacific with his oval swimming pool surrounded by concrete urns of geraniums, his crystal glasses and white wine (even for children) and his wonderful wife, I ate figs. I was glad my father was friends with him, but then, my father was friends with all sorts of fabulous people.


  There was a composer named Bennie Herrmann. Bernard Herrmann, it said on the credits as the one responsible for the music for most Alfred Hitchcock pictures and “Citizen Kane.” But I didn’t know anything about his past in the Mercury theater or that stuff. My sister and I just loved him and his wife and they’d invite us to swim in their pool in the summer and we’d think we’d died and gone to heaven. Lucy Herrmann, the wife, brought lemonade and we floated on rafts and drank lemonade and Lucy told us stories with her beautiful Vassar voice. In fact, to this day, it takes a real long time for me to start getting nervous around one of those Vassar voices because Lucy had one and we were just so in love with her. It’s only lately, in fact, that I met a girl so terrible with her “How divine!”s thrown into the air that my memory of Lucy has been overshadowed and the natural HATE most americans feel for that snotty nasal sound just jumps to the fore.


  Eugene Berman, a man who designed sets for the Metropolitan Opera and who was a wonderful painter, was married to Ona Munson (the one who ran the whore house in “Gone With the Wind”—the one Vivien Leigh was jealous of cause Clark Gable hung out there) and they lived a block from us. I never met her, just him, and he was always a prince to me until I grew up and then he treated me the way he treated most adults which was with tantrumic impatience and nasty remarks. But if you were out of town, he’d write to you and he wrote to me just before he died. He wrote from his house in Rome and told me that he was not sick, that he was perfectly fine.


  The best fun we had was when Edward James came into town and told us what he’d been doing. Edward James is an Englishman with an American mother (“so we had plumbing and bathrooms for each bedroom and it was considered, at that time, obscene!” he’d laugh). Poor Edward, he once told me, “When Papa died, they’d just changed all the inheritance tax laws so that Mummy and the girls each got 10,000 quid a year and all I got were the castles and the paintings!” Edward is in a perpetual state of catastrophe. There are always things going on in his life which would put rapid-shooting to shame. For one thing, Edward collects snakes. He likes them and took them with him to the Prado in Mexico City where one escaped in the lobby. Edward is the first person who wasn’t French to buy a Picasso (“I later traded it for 40,000 head of cattle and a state in southern Mexico”). He came to America to see his “deah friend, Lawrence” which meant D.H., but Lawrence soon died so Edward and Huxley drifted West to L.A. “I was writing a novel then,” Edward explained, “and I so wanted to call it After Many a Summer Dies the Swan, but Aldous took that one, you see, and there was simply nothing I could do.” Edward did write a novel called The Gardener Who Saw God and it’s just wonderful in a fantastically English and just dandy way and he’s got a part about Ottoline Morelle that is heaven but then, the whole book is heaven and I suppose it didn’t do well because he was so rich, nobody believed him. In 1939 or 37, Edward designed the World’s Fair Pavilion with Dali. Edward James was another example of our cultural deprivation, the wasteland desert we inhabited. Edward told me that I was as beautiful as the Marquis de Sade’s great granddaughter—even more beautiful! My girl friend sitting next to me nearly died of envy and chagrin, the Marquis de Sade being her favorite person.


  Kenneth Rexroth and Kenneth Patchen were both in our house for poetry readings. My mother was a fool for poetry but it bored me and my sister to distraction and we’d wind up getting someone like Lucy Herrmann to tell us stories in another room. Or go hang out in the kitchen, where my mother was not listening to the poetry but cooking instead.


  Robert Craft was there as we grew up and I was always perversely and maddeningly taken with him even when I was about 10. He was so mean, how could I help it? He once made a harp player run from the stage in tears during a rehearsal. And another time, when they’d just come back from Japan, he showed me a book of Japanese architecture and he started to cry because it was so beautiful. That finished me off, there was nothing I could do. People said jealous mean things about Robert Craft, but I always thought, “Everyone hates him except Stravinsky.” And now that I’ve read his writing, it’s just scary, it’s so good. Robert Craft as a young man was “adopted” by the Stravinskys, came to our house to rehearse Corelli, and it was the first time I thought that music was beautiful. And he was so mean, that harp player fleeing in tears from the stage of Royce Hall only came back when Stravinsky arrived all tiny and muffled up in plaid wool scarves.


  Vera Stravinsky is the most naturally aristocratic person on earth. From the time I was able to see, during the time children see adults and find them all phony and creepy, Vera always remained outside that circle of judgment, because Vera was Vera and her brilliant innocence is something that is so charming and so sexy and so purely about life that you have to have been there, you have to have heard her laugh, you have to have seen her roomful of flowers and her purple satin capes made in Rome lined with iridescent taffeta to know that it is possible, that Anything is Possible and that a woman spun out into the finest silk makes the strongest rope. I waited until I got around her to eat caviar, otherwise, I knew I’d never get the point.


  Stravinsky himself was Stravinsky.


  He was tiny and happy and brilliant and drank. He used to slip glasses of scotch to me underneath the coffee table when my mother wasn’t looking when I was 13. At my 16th birthday party, I wore white (very low necked white, of course) and he slipped rose petals down my top when my mother wasn’t looking.


  The city of Los Angeles being what it is, the L.A. Philharmonic never played anything past Brahms except once when they let Stravinsky conduct one of his own pieces and my father took me. I think I was about 3. We sat in the rafters and my mother was not there and my father said, “See that tiny man way down there?”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “That’s Stravinsky.”


  Since everyone in the whole place seemed to be dependent on that tiny man for their focal point, I got the idea that Stravinsky was bigger than most things even if he was tiny.


  For Christmas one year my sister and I gave him an ant farm but alas, he told us, all the ants died. He collected insects in glass cases, beautiful ones.


  They had Picassos all over the house.


  My father met Stravinsky early in Stravinsky’s American adventure and helped him with bowing and other violin/viola things that come up for a composer. My father also played the violin in L’Histoire du Soldat, which was the first time I ever heard music like that before. I was 5.


  They performed the thing at the Ojai Festival and Stravinsky conducted the dress rehearsal (Edward Rebner did the actual performance). I saw both. Victor Burton who played drums with Red Nichols 5 Pennies played percussion in that. It was the first I ever heard of the devil (it’s about this guy who sells his soul to the devil for the princess and money). I had nightmares for years about the devil who sprang out like a jack-in-the-box from behind the bed of the princess. He jumped up TEN FEET off the floor with horns and a black tail. My father told me that the tail was really a long tongue coming out of a mouth where the devil’s ass should have been because the dress designer was droll. But that wasn’t why I had nightmares. It was the TEN FEET.


  L’Histoire du Soldat is still a piece that excites me Russianly and makes me think of the devil.


  We were always being taken to rehearsals when we were little and it is probably because of that that I like rehearsals better than concerts. There is something about listening to a group of people try over and over to get it right and at last do that provides a tension of drama you don’t get when they’re all dressed up giving a concert. Conductors have different styles of getting it right. Robert Craft makes harp players cry. Others, however, like Henry Lewis, who is black and married to the opera singer Marilyn Horne (Jackie), was more subtle. He’d pick a few measures just ahead of where it wasn’t working and say that that was the part they had to iron out, and what usually happened is that the musicians would concentrate so hard on a part they already were doing well that the part they were doing badly followed without a hitch.


  How is it, one might wonder, that I did not become an accomplished musician and became instead a beach-going blonde? When I was 5 my father presented me with my “first” violin (implying there would be more as I got bigger). There was nothing I could do, I was trapped. But I was a resourceful child and have always known there was a way you could get free of torture and quite by accident it turned out that I couldn’t tune the instrument. I couldn’t tell when it was out of tune. I’d practice out of tune. I drove my father crazy (what he was doing to me too), so that was the end of that. I remained culturally deprived of the violin my whole life.


  We knew no movie stars and we were as completely infatuated with them as everyone else. I stole Photoplays for pictures of Tony Curtis.


  If we were growing up in a wasteland, my sister and me, it was hard for us to see then and it’s hard for me to see now. Naturally, the city was a complete Kansas-run operation and the museum only showed landscapes and stuffed animals. But the people who could do things were thrown upon their own devices and had to do them without sanction because the mayor was only going to the Rose Parade. After all, there had to be some adversity in the middle of all that sunshine and money. And people like Stravinsky and Schoenberg and Thomas Mann and those kind of people weren’t completely talking to themselves in the bathroom for lack of friends.


  The people, as my sister and I grew up, were always so nice to us. Both Eugene Berman and Szigeti wrote to me still just before they died and they both really only knew me as a child. Nobody even got mad the time my sister and I got stuck together with bubble gum in the middle of the premiere of a Schoenberg piece, the high point of the Ojai Festival that year. We were taken backstage and detached with alcohol and laughed.


  But probably if it hadn’t been a wasteland, there wouldn’t have been bubble gum there in the first place.


  HOLLYWOOD AND VINE


  When I was 14, I began writing a book, my memoirs, entitled I Wouldn’t Raise My Kid in Hollywood. A few weeks earlier I had let a spectacularly handsome man drive me home from a party I wasn’t allowed to go to, and when I told him I was 14, he dropped me off a block from my house and said, paternally, before he gave me an unpaternal and never-to-be-forgotten kiss, “Don’t let guys pick you up like this, kid, you might get hurt.” After that I never saw him again except on the front page of the papers two years later when he was found dead in Lana Turner’s bathroom. He was called Johnny Stompanato, poor guy. I’d been writing that book sort of before that, but afterwards I began writing it for real. After that, I’ve always been writing it.


  That was the same year, only later, in summer around August, when I saw a small family, tourists, standing outside the Broadway in Hollywood. The Santa Ana winds had driven everyone from sight except them. Windswept in a 105° morning as an actual tumbleweed careened into them and then flew down the middle of the street alongside of a 91 W. Bus, they were dusty and overdressed, especially the mother. She was haggard and skinny and wore navy blue with white polka dots and sighed with unnoticed despondence, “. . . Well. . . . here we are . . . Hollywood and Vine.”


  My father was a studio musician under contract at Fox (as we heard it casually referred to by adults). So my sister and I grew up not 10 blocks from this Hollywood and Vine that people sighed despondently about. But there was never any visible Hollywood, though by 1956 even the invisible Hollywood was being ground under the spurred heels of Brando’s Zapata. Brando was young and there were no more Cary Grants.


  My father, like so many other studio musicians, was an excellent musician who yearned to play real music instead of movie music, so once a year he contracted the orchestra for the Ojai Festivals which were three-day weekends past Ventura almost to Santa Barbara in a breath-taking place called Ojai. Affluent elderly ladies let musicians and their families stay in their houses for the three-day festival. Our lady had a wonderful semi-farm with lots of kittens, which was fortunate, for my sister and I were maniacs about kittens and they compensated for having to go to concerts which I, at least, have never been good at. The only other things Ojai had besides the festivals and the affluent ladies (third-generation Californian aristocracy) were private schools for the sons and daughters of the very rich who sent them there to keep them out of Hollywood. Cheryl Crane was sent there, Lana Turner’s daughter, I read later in the paper—to the Happy Valley School in Ojai. By that time I no longer had to go. I could stay home, Hollywood, reading and writing.


  Except for the Ojai Festivals and two weeks in summer when my father would expose the family to a “vacation” (perpetual carsickness for me accompanied by cranky remarks about why couldn’t I just stay home), except for about 20 days a year I grew up and became entrenched in Los Angeles and our angel’s prop halo, Hollywood. The only other place I’ve ever felt comfortable was Rome, and Rome is just like Hollywood to me. Rome catered to my taste for slapdashedness, affects and effects, false but gorgeous fronts, tawdry tears, people walking around inside of “Morocco” or “Gone With the Wind.” I sail along and function, I am ready for the fist through the windshield or the ring thrown off the pier. I believe in afghans on snakeskin leashes. I’m a push-over for an entrance, a “darling” hurtled across a café by a fox-furred blonde of supernatural radiance ablaze with diamonds, arms gracefully outstretched to embrace the “darlinged.” Rome was distilled Hollywood for me, I knew it would be from La Dolce Vita. Mastroianni, I remember thinking at the time, was no fun at all. I, myself, would aid and abet splash and splendor and try to be equal to flashy occasions.


  I was probably 13 when I realized there was this whole, huge, unexplored and exciting expanse of guys who were mainly adventurers with talents that they were hoping to connect into the Hollywood carcass while there was still time. I remember the day it hit me, I was standing across the
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