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			(INTERIOR ABSTRACT LIVING ROOM, WITH BAR KITCHEN STAGE RIGHT)

			(two women, strikingly similar, sit comfortably together on the downstage center couch.)

			MTM

			Is it possible to separate us? I don’t mean separate us, because you know I’m very fond of you. You know that, don’t you?

			MARY

			(hesitant—expecting more) Yeah. Well, sure.

			MTM

			I mean, I’m writing this autobiography in which I have to be truthful about the way I look at things, where I’ve been, how I feel—all the stuff that will finally show how unlike you I really am.

			MARY

			(trying to understand) So? (she crosses to the kitchen, putting on the kettle as mtm continues.)

			MTM

			Look, they love you. People identify with your persona. You’ve been their best friend, their best hope for something better…(she pauses nervously)…and now they’re going to find out that I’m not you, that all the time they were watching the show and wishing they were you—so was I! (she extends her arm for emphasis, letting it slap against her thigh.)

			MTM

			(continues as she paces) You’ve been so forthright, earnest, always expecting one hundred percent from people and giving it in return. God, you’ve even managed to show some character flaws, nothing really rotten, just enough to make you human.

			MARY

			(setting cups on tray) So what are you saying—you are rotten?

			MTM

			(crosses to mirror, peers into it) No! I don’t know. Sometimes I think I have been. (she shakes her head in dismay at what she sees.) (turns to her) You just don’t change at all, do you? Depending on the rerun, thirty—thirty-seven tops! (then) All right, here’s the deal: I’ve loved working, especially with you, but I put so much of myself into it, there wasn’t much left over for anyone else, including me! You know?

			I don’t remember the details of my marriages, for example. Of course I remember this one to Robert. I mean, I’m in it now, so there’s not all that much to dig up. But Dick Meeker and Grant Tinker, especially Grant—shouldn’t I have a clear channel to all the hours that went into those eighteen years? I’m not sure if I simply don’t remember, or have blocked it from memory, or worse—was I so wrapped up in my chosen “salvation” that there was no room for a permanent imprint of anything else?

			And as for Richie’s childhood, I was so busy being Larry Mathews’s mother on The Dick Van Dyke Show that my own son might just as well have been Larry’s stand-in for all the attention he got. Yes, I feel rotten about that—for him, and for me, too. (mary crosses to her with tea, a look of concern on her face.)

			MTM

			(looks at plate…then incredulously) Oh my God, are these crumpets? Where did you ever find crumpets?

			MARY

			I made them. (with embarrassment) It really wasn’t that hard.

			MTM

			There, you see! I’d never do that kind of thing for a guest. I’d probably never have a guest…for tea anyway. Drinks, oh yes, there was never a lack of drinks.

			Wait ’til they find out I wasn’t even remotely involved in the running of MTM! Why am I suddenly thinking of a cigarette?

			MARY

			You’re being much too hard on yourself. Remember what Mom said about regrets?

			MTM

			Nanette Fabray—wasn’t she just great as the mother?

			MARY

			No. Your mother, Marjorie.

			MTM

			(a smile playing across her lips) Oh, yeah! “A shadow crosses the duck but once!” Is that the one?

			MARY

			(laughing at her) No. “We all did the best we could at the time.”

			So just write what comes to you, and be candid while you tell them who you are. If they don’t like it—the hell with ’em!

			MTM

			You know what? You’ve got spunk! (after a pause) All right, old friend, I’ll do it.
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			Myself, Then and Still Sometimes
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			And the Emmy goes to…Mary Tyler Moore!”

			It is, if you can imagine, a pleasant punch in the stomach, a nice jolt that catapults you out of your seat, soaring above even the balcony. Then, in slow motion, the descent while you watch the audience become a court: queens and kings all applauding, welcoming you back to your rightful place among them. That’s what I experienced in 1993, at the forty-fifth annual coronation celebration of its best by the Academy of Television Arts and Sciences. I turned to kiss my husband and reached for my father, who sat on the other side of him. Dad took my hand in both of his and kissed it.

			I saw the moment as a happy-ending snapshot for the story of a child who failed as a youngster to win her father’s approval and affection. Here I was urging him to get up off his knee and sit down. I felt that was a personal triumph. For Mary the actress it was a special Emmy, an award without the protective canopy of genius that surrounded me on the Dick Van Dyke and Mary Tyler Moore shows.

			I’d won six of the statuettes for lead actress in those years. I couldn’t help but look good standing in the midst of that talent. But this Emmy for Outstanding Supporting Actress in a Miniseries was the first in fourteen years.

			It was for Stolen Babies, a true story about the selling of children into adoption during the years 1936 through 1944. The character was Georgia Tann, director of the Tennessee Children’s Home Society. I wanted to play her because she wasn’t easily pigeonholed. She had started out a dedicated social worker struggling within the imperfections of the child-welfare system. Eventually she became a self-serving manipulator of young lives and of the parents who were forced to give up their children. Too often on television the good are good and the bad say things like, “I’ll destroy you.” I enjoyed bringing some humanity to her pinched face and wizened spirit. And I loved the improbable casting.

			

			•   •   •

			The Mary Tyler Moore Show went off the air in 1977, a decision that was made by the producers and writers, who felt that they had taken their characters down all the roads that held promise during the show’s seven-year run.

			It had been for us all personally enriching as well as satisfying professionally, and it had been a commercial hit. The show also garnered a total of twenty-nine Emmys, a record that stands to this day.

			I didn’t understand why “the guys” felt that we had exhausted the show’s possibilities. The truth lay in the lure of fresh fields to plow, new series such as Lou Grant, The Betty White Show, Taxi, Cosby.

			Was I fearful? Nah, nothing more than the terror a child feels being lost from her parents in a shopping mall. However, I marched out with that famous smile, looked the press straight in the face, and said, “Yes, this is a creatively healthy move we’re making. Quit while you’re still on top!”

			After the announcement, as the countdown to the last episode moved on, I could feel the separation anxiety welling up daily. I had spent more of my waking hours with the people on this show than I did with my real family, including my then husband, Grant Tinker. The years that loomed ahead in my vision without the show seemed cold and gray and threatening. I would have to come to terms with what my abilities were. Did I have any talent? Or was I mostly a very determined kid who was also very lucky?

			One might think that after so many years of success at least some of these questions would have been answered for me.

			But if you look carefully while walking through the park, you will see that there are snakes in the trees. And those snakes are all-knowing—they see your core. As I write it, I don’t know where this dark metaphor came from. Nor do I understand the insecurities and self-doubts that created it. Perhaps as I write down my story, I’ll become enlightened.

			I’ve two very distinct inner spirits who live my life for me, playing hide-and-seek at times. I don’t mean this to sound like The Three Faces of Eve or a split personality. But there does seem to be one brooding, paranoid, and pessimistic Mary Tyler Moore. I think she’s the one who supplies the comedy. The other Mary is a supremely confident champion. They do battle with each other, one emerging the ruler for a time depending on outside circumstance: Am I working? Has someone been unkind? Is someone angry—because of something I did (or think I did)? The possibility of the latter is the main reason I don’t drive in New York City. How is it that as a successful woman I am intimidated by angry horns and yelling if I drive too slowly or make a mistake of some type?

			I’m like a chameleon in that I take on the colors of success or failure, happy or sad, depending on what’s going on, or how it seems to be going. They just gave me an Emmy so I must deserve it—for five minutes. If Sissy Spacek wins the Academy Award, as she did the year in which I was also nominated, it is because I am not good enough and never was. I can see with my intellect the ridiculous logic of this, but emotionally, I am, after all, the chameleon waiting to see what color I am meant to be.

		

	
		
			My Father
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			I was born December 29, 1936, in Brooklyn Heights, New York, an area of Brooklyn that was distinctly superior to and separate from Flatbush (as I was to be reminded by my mother and her family). My birth occurred ten months after my parents married.

			I was a demanding presence that neither of them was prepared for, financially or emotionally. My father, a cum laude graduate of Georgetown, cloaked his education and knowledge, cupping his arm around it and lowering his head, lest someone steal it from him. He chose to work as a clerk, first for Con Edison in New York, and then until his retirement in 1979, at the Southern California Gas Company. It was misuse of a superb intellect and social conscience.

			In my earliest memories of him he’s a grim-faced, handsome man who spent his time in the evenings and on weekends with books—Greek and Roman history—and listening to classical music. He was surrounded by what appeared to me to be a wall of newspapers and record albums.

			My maternal grandmother lived in a house in Flushing, Long Island, with my mother’s sister, Aunt Bertie. As it had an extra bedroom, shortly after I was born it was decided that the three of us would move in with them. Not only did this save rent for my parents, but it also allowed them freedom to go out with their friends and have some fun.

			And so we became an extended family. Aunt Bertie, who worked at NBC Radio in New York City, fell naturally and happily into the mother role, giving me my morning and late-night bottles, bathing and dressing me before she took the subway to work. Grandma served as general homemaker for us all: cooking, mending, cleaning, shopping, and being my main bedtime storyteller. And thus it was that small cracks developed in the foundation of my relationships with my parents.

			In our home, talking about other people, dissecting their behavior—especially other family members—was virtually a duty for the women who were raising me. It was, I am sure, an extension of their childhood competitiveness. As the lone male, my father became the recipient of their scalpel. He didn’t stand a prayer of survival in that setup. It was twenty-four-hour surveillance.

			Here was a Jesuit-educated Catholic who thought children should be born already eighteen, married, and living in a neighboring town; that they should be seen and not heard, be obedient, and spanked when not. Bertie and Grandma viewed him as Ivan the Terrible. And small ears hear well.

			According to my father, I was “a rather uppity child.” I’m sure he was right. I do remember feeling hostile sometimes. But which came first? An off-putting, sullen kid or a kid who was responding to a sullen, off-putting father—reaction being a facility for which I was to win awards in later life.

			My father was, and is, an undemonstrative man. He could be expansive and witty when he chose, but normally was silent and contemplative. For as long as I can remember, Dad’s dark side was singled out by the family as the probable cause of my mother’s alcoholism. My mother, on the other hand, was thought of as an unfortunately weak-willed, yet adorable child—a woman who would someday see the error of her ways and become a responsible adult. How much sooner, the family thought, that would happen if she had married a Republican! A cordial, wealthy, Protestant one.

			Looking back, I am sure that my mother, a good-hearted madcap who loved to laugh and be with friends, used my father’s moods as a reason to make the good times seem longer and better by drinking even more, and more often. This, of course, only exacerbated my father’s coldness.

			

			•   •   •

			The most consistent attention I received from my father were his reviews, as we walked home from church, of my behavior during Mass on Sundays. I was a “good girl” if my attention hadn’t wandered, I had knelt when I should have, had stood when it was appropriate, and didn’t slam my behind onto the bench when the longed-for sitting time came. So absorbed in this demeanor of good-girlness was I, that self-judgment consumed me.

			Should I press the thumbs of my praying hands to my mouth for a truly fervent look, or would a rounded clasped pair of hands be right? Eyes closed, or open and looking heavenward? And not one thought of God.

			As we walked together, sometimes, without saying a word my father would break into a Groucho Marx crouching walk that reduced me to stuttering shrieks of horror at how we must look to other people! He always had a good chuckle over this. Then he would resume the Olympian stride he had established.

			So deftly tuned was his mercurial self-mastery that I never knew what to expect from him: the dark Gothic Catholicism and its dictates, or a devilish wit. He could tell a story or reprimand with the control and flourish of a Shakespearean actor, using his vocal range and strength to transfix his audience. Other people’s children loved this about him and, because he couldn’t care less for their affection, they seemed to be drawn to him. The difference being that they had fathers who held and kissed them and told them they were pretty. Mine never did, so I saw him a little differently.

			Whenever we visited his parents, who lived in what could have been Tara, a Georgian mansion on one hundred and fifty acres near Winchester, Virginia, he often read to me from one of the Oz books by L. Frank Baum, a collection that rested on the shelves of the billiard room. I was transported by the adventures of Dorothy and her companions, the Tin Man, the Lion, the Scarecrow, and Toto, to that splendid state of mind—the Emerald City. I may not have had the affection I wanted from my father, but I had a most gifted actor to bring life to the characters who touched my heart and stirred my imagination. And as he read, I was the only audience he seemed to need. So that made me important.

			Once, while climbing a tree at age seven, I heard him caution me with definite concern in his voice not to “fall and break your leg.” He cares about me! “Because I can’t afford the medical bills,” he finished.

		

	
		
			My Mother

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			During the years we all lived together in Flushing, the imprint being made on baby Mary as she reached the age of two was that Aunt Bertie was mother. She was the one most often there, even though she worked. It was also a matter of sensing who took joy from my presence. I’m sure that even then there was the feeling that my mother wanted to be somewhere else.

			

			•   •   •

			I’m told that at the time my mother developed a fondness for the pinball machines in the store around the corner. This growing addiction was kept hidden from my father. She spent so much money on them that occasionally she had to borrow, in secret, money from her mother to cover our share of the grocery and household bills that my father assumed she was taking care of. He never knew.

			Recently, reminiscing about those days, my father said, “Did I ever tell you about the six dollars you lost? Well, those were hard times. One night when I came home from work your mother told me that she had put her purse in the stroller with you. You must have opened it and thrown the money away when she wasn’t looking. That was a lot of money to lose.”

			People used to tell me, “Your mother is the most caring and constant friend I have ever had.” I have never seen elsewhere the depth of commitment my mother had for the friends she made. She would go the distance for them. I never felt that. I still remember her response to a friend of hers who said I was a pretty child: “Oh yes, but not nearly as pretty as yours.” She didn’t mean to hurt me, but her almost obsessive graciousness demanded that she give her friend the small triumph. Throughout my life she was always that way. She was devoted to strays, always inviting new people to dinner and even entire families when my father would permit it. (We didn’t have a lot of money. In fact, were it not for the occasional gifts of cash from the rest of the family, we would’ve had to scrounge a bit.)

			My mother came alive with friends in a way I never saw when she was with me. She loved to dance (it struck me as “show off”) while singing songs like “Minnie the Moocher” at gatherings. I’ve never known anyone who had a better sense of humor than she did. And she always knocked ’em dead, especially the men. Everyone loved Marge and thought her very game to put up with my father, who would often announce shortly after dinner that he was going to bed and hoped that they’d have the decency to leave soon.

			My mother was the youngest of six children and for most of their adult years was the only one to whom each of her brothers and sisters would speak. Bertie talked to Harold and Winnie, but not Cecil or Monty. Winnie tolerated Harold and loved Bertie. Cecil thought Bertie cheated him at backgammon once, thereby revealing her true character. Harold never forgave Monty for disapproving of his second marriage, which lasted for some thirty years. And Monty began the trip to paranoia after Harold was born, displacing him as number one in the family hierarchy.

			

			•   •   •

			In spite of my parents’ differences in personality and temperament they did have common expectations of me, which among other things produced a child who was toilet trained at twelve months. I don’t think psychologists had considered yet the impact of such control on a child’s psyche, but everyone was mightily impressed with their parenting skills.

			As remote as my mother and father seemed, Grandma and Aunt Bertie were warm and accessible. So it was a painful uprooting when my mother and father came to the inevitable conclusion that they needed their own apartment. By way of easing the pain of the move for me, my mother promoted our new dwelling, an apartment also in Flushing, as being “shiny and new, not like this dirty old house we live in now.” From that time on it was referred to by all of us as “the dirty house.” “Do you remember after we left the dirty house…” “How much rent did we pay for the dirty house?…” Poor old house.

			After we moved, though, Bertie would take me every weekend to be with her and Grandma. A few years later, Bertie bought a log cabin in Northport, Long Island. She began a garden and she included me. She taught me to recognize weeds, and paid me a penny for every hundred I pulled. Even at that age I could tell I was being underpaid. So as I would remove a weed, I would turn away from her, split it in two, and place the evidence in the paper bag for counting at the end of the day. I made a nickel most days.

			

			•   •   •

			In our shiny new apartment I slept on a daybed just off the living room, unless my parents were having a party. Then I was sent to sleep in the apartment of their best friends, Lilly and Gordon Archer, who lived down the hall. They retrieved me and put me in my own bed when the party was over.

			One night, Mr. Archer, apparently having downed a few too many, left the party early and came home to go to bed. Which he did with me sleeping soundly beside him. I was awakened by his fingers between my legs, from behind me. They were inside my panties, touching and probing. I was paralyzed as I remembered where I was and who was making me feel this way. It had to be bad what he was doing, really bad. But it was Gordon Archer, my parents’ good friend whom I’d been taught to respectfully call Mr. Archer. But he was now not only violating everything a six-year-old knows about trust, he was also tormenting me with confusion about the flickering of sexual arousal I also felt at his hand. I was ashamed and scared because I couldn’t stop him. I don’t think it was more than thirty seconds before his sour breath slowed and his hand went all limp, and I could slide away.

			I told my mother, groping for words to describe what had happened. (The only word I knew for the entire genital area was “wee-wee,” for God’s sake.) My mother said, “No! That’s not true.” My mother said, “IT DIDN’T HAPPEN.”

			Strange it is how events that change a life inside and out take no more than a moment—“You got the Van Dyke Show.” “Let’s get married.” “It didn’t happen.”

			I never felt the same about her after that. My mother, by her denial, had abused me far more than her friend.

			

			•   •   •

			The next day, I marched down the hall to six-year-old David Archer’s apartment, feeling a wild unvented anger, and told him exactly what his father had done to me. On his pale small face I saw the impact I’d hoped for from my mother, felt vindicated, and a little sick at what I had done to him, too.
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			Legacies
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			I’m a little too retiring to do parades, but a few years ago when I was asked to be Grand Marshall of the Winchester, Virginia, Apple Blossom Festival and ride in an open car along a route lined with a quarter of a million cheering onlookers, I said yes—provided my eighty-year-old father, who had spent a good portion of his youth in and around the Shenandoah Valley, be invited to join us. They were delighted with the generational aspect his presence would lend, and arranged for him to ride in the car with me. My father may not admit he carries the detectable acting gene, but something in our lineage contributed to his comfort at being the object of the public’s affection. We were a big hit—my dad waving and smiling as though Mary Tyler Moore may have been the Grand Marshall, but George Tyler Moore was King. I took it to be further evidence of having been accepted in the eyes of the man who had dismissed me early on.

			

			•   •   •

			Some of my happiest recollections come from the montage of scenery and quiet events that once wove around my little girl’s imagination—playing “catch me if you can”—at my grandparents’ home in nearby Berryville, Virginia. The visits we made to my father’s parents in the summertime always lifted his mood. And even though my mother (a non-Catholic) was as unacceptable to the Moores as my father was to the Hacketts, there seemed to be harmony between the two of them on these visits.

			My grandfather Moore used to watch me prance about the porch of the great white fairy-tale house and shake his head in amazement at the time I could devote to dancing and singing. It is said that he remarked about me once, “This child will either grow up to be on the stage or in jail.”

			The family who now owns the house has done little to change it—my grandmother sold it with all its contents upon the death of Grandpa Moore. Still among the volumes on the billiard room bookshelves sits the collection of Oz books. The four-poster bed, my bed, with its familiar carvings that small fingers had traced before finally giving in to sleep, is there. The mary that my grandfather carved into the concrete patch in the base of the old maple tree out front is there. Eerily, this house is still mine.

			On one visit, my father was able to recover his grandfather’s Civil War sword. Louis Tilghman Moore had been a lieutenant colonel in the Confederacy, a member of the search party that ultimately captured John Brown, the abolitionist, at Harper’s Ferry. He was a friend of Thomas J. (Stonewall) Jackson. When Colonel Moore was wounded in the knee by a cannon-propelled minié ball, in the first Battle of Manassas (Bull Run), and had to be hospitalized for some time, he gave over his home to General Jackson to use as his headquarters. The house is now a museum—which for me is the next best thing to being a royal. A chilling portent of a father-son relationship to come (meaning my father and my brother John’s) is the response of Colonel Moore’s father (a Union man), who, upon learning his son’s choice to fight for the South said, “May the first shot fired pierce your heart.” They never spoke again.

			The colonel’s wife was a Shindler. Conrad Shindler was a German immigrant who settled in Pennsylvania and brought with him his craft, the making of copper kettles. I recently located one of Conrad Shindler, Jr.’s copper tea kettles, and brought it “home.” To have created something, with such obvious care, that his great-great-great granddaughter could hold in her hands more than one hundred years later—this, for me, is the essence of “art.” Art is for our children and our children’s children to see and hear and touch and feel. It’s our legacy, a reflection of our talent, patience, and values. I often lament that I am the last of the Moores, with no one after my brother John’s daughter, Carole, to pass on my work. But then I remember the image of the giddy pre-teenage girl, waiting out in front of a theater to ask for my autograph, and the page from her scrapbook that featured a tattered picture of Laura Petrie alongside an homage to the then just departed grunge-rocker Kurt Cobain. I guess that’s legacy enough for anyone.

		

	
		
			Brooklyn—A Tree Grows
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			My mother’s older brother, Harold Hackett, tall, thin, and just as handsome as Ronald Colman, was a dynamic influence on our lives. He was one of the original team of agents at Music Corporation of America, representing such stars as Bob Hope, Abbott and Costello, Ronald Reagan, and Jane Wyman. He was a great raconteur who loved his work and the socializing that went with it. He would regale us with stories about Hollywood deals, openings, infidelities (both business and romantic), all the while singing the praises of that town.

			Growing up, Uncle Harold’s daughter, Gail, and I were very close. We were about the same age and both very happy to be “the entertainment” for those occasions when the families celebrated a birthday (which was as often as the calendar would allow if Mom had her way). By the age of six or seven, Gail and I would sing and dance, solo or as a pair, depending on how much rehearsal time we had. She preferred the role of “pronouncer,” as we called it, to that of spellbinder. So most of the time it fell to me to wear the costumes she’d put together from our mothers’ closets; and stepping into the spotlight fashioned from a lamp with an acutely tilted shade, bring them to their knees—a reception they obligingly gave me to please Grandma, my biggest fan.

			Judy Garland, Fred and Ginger, and Gene Kelly were my beckoning film idols. I watched them, not only for the escape they provided, but for anything I could use in my living-room act. Whatever song Betty Grable had sung in her latest movie was not soon to be forgotten by my family, because I relentlessly revived it at each show. Gail and I were especially fond of “On the Boardwalk in Atlantic City” sung with two black umbrellas a-twirl, just as Miss Grable and her sidekick did with pink parasols in Mother Wore Tights. I taught myself to tap-dance and did pretty well at it, too. (Of course, you had to imagine the rocket-fast footwork because I was doing it on carpet.)

			I don’t know what it’s like to have one’s parents’ attention to the degree it is needed and craved, but the resultant feeling that came from those moments of living-room stardom were like finding the light switch in a dark room.

			Nevertheless, even at the age of four or five I was aware that the affection given me by Bertie and Grandma was no substitute. I felt there was something wrong with me that caused this inability on my parents’ part to show me love. But when I generated applause from my parents I could feel normal. And I made it happen! Never mind that I probably evidenced no talent at that point—I bought the lie and ran with the booty.

			Whatever the flaws in my parents’ nurturing, I didn’t lack a sense of right and wrong. One incident I remember well. When I was four I palmed a Tootsie Roll in a candy store from one of those shelves that’s just the right height for a child to attempt such pre-felon practice. It went off without a hitch, too, until we were almost home and my mother, noticing that her daughter’s marsupial cheeks were fully engorged, asked me what I was eating and where it had come from. “Phuh ghengend doah,” I replied, whereupon she took me by the hand and marched me, small feet only occasionally touching the sidewalk, right back to the store to return the un- as well as partially used portion to the lady at the counter and to confess my crime. The grotesque expression on the shopkeeper’s face was, I’m sure, more a reaction to the formless, glistening brown spoils I spat out for her, than to the crime itself. But she was impressive, and I’ll always remember the shame I felt.

			

			•   •   •

			When I was “too old not to have learned it by now!”, my father, on discovery that I couldn’t recite the Lord’s Prayer, took on the task of teaching me to memorize it.

			This shocking state was discovered at the end of dinner, one night. My father told me to get ready for bed, that he’d be right in. My mother usually “tucked me in” and said my prayers with me, settling for the non-denominational and brief “Now I lay me down to sleep.…” Tonight, it would be the prayer that is the foundation of all Christian communication with God.

			My father knelt beside me, our elbows resting on the bed, both of us with hands pressed together, and began. He said, “Repeat after me. ‘Our Father who art in Heaven,’ ” and I did, then he added, “Hallowed be thy name,” so far, fine. Next came, “Thy kingdom come, thy will be done,” which had to follow the first part without a slipup. As I remember it, I made several tries at just that much without success, and we were still at the beginning.

			I don’t remember how long it took me to say it all the way through without faltering, but it must have been some time because, not only was I unable to concentrate toward the end of this session, but I was getting increasingly drowsy, too. I pleaded with him to let me go to sleep, but he was determined that I come to know the joy of this prayer and reap its rewards that very night.

			I bear a few psychic scars from the episode—in particular the sense of God as dictator (when I think of God at all). But I can memorize lines faster (and with longer retention) than most of my fellow actors.

			

			•   •   •

			My brother, John, was born seven years after I was, on June 13, 1943. His conception was planned less from the desire to have another child than as a hedge against the draft of World War II. One child could postpone a father being called up, but two made military service even less likely.

			I don’t remember ever being jealous of my baby brother, although at about the time of his arrival, I developed an urge to pinch or in some way make the occasional baby cry when I’d see one on the street.

			My father seemed fond of John when he was a tot. Combing his very blond hair and putting a part in it, he’d take him for walks in the stroller crooning the Ave Maria or an aria from The Barber of Seville. Dad’s affection was to wane as John grew older and began to present more problems than my father was prepared to deal with.

			Living in Brooklyn, hardly a week went by that a squabble didn’t become a punching and kicking fest, rolling on the sidewalk with one or more of my sworn tormentors. For the last two of my then eight years I was never without several cuts and bruises in various stages of healing. Sad to say, but prejudice on both sides lay at the core of these fights. We were the Catholic Moores living in what had become a devoutly orthodox Jewish neighborhood. It’s hard enough for children to sort out fairness issues as they push the boundaries of friendship while defining themselves. Here it was complicated by a basic distrust of each other born of adult whisperings about differences in behavior on Friday nights and Sunday mornings. Underlying it all, was the inevitable Jesus problem, which was even more significant than Santa Claus. We were not a happy bunch.

			But when the war ended, so did mine. The wagons were in line. We were moving west. Uncle Harold preceded us, settling in the Emerald City, Los Angeles. He encouraged us all to follow him. “There’ll be jobs for everyone!” he promised. “Come to this grand place where you can live in sunshine all year long!”

			While I was deciding which dolls to bring with us, I was also imagining the various ways in which I would be discovered in Hollywood. In the movie version of becoming a film star you didn’t work toward a goal by studying, auditioning, and looking for an agent. You were found on the street, or sitting at a soda fountain. To this day, there is a part of me that pulls in my stomach and seeks a bit of backlight whenever possible. (You just never know when you’re finally going to be found for the “big” role. It’s a Pavlovian response, with a life of its own, I guess.)

			Whenever I come across a scene in which a little girl (Margaret O’Brien, say) has to face the fear of moving to a new place and the sadness of leaving her playmates behind, I remember the relief I felt at realizing I’d never have to see any of those little shits again. Whether I’d earned it or not, I was the least popular kid on the block and I was mad. Since self-analysis was not yet within grasp, I naturally put myself in the role of martyr. I was a young Joan of Arc who did battle with the enemy.

		

	
		
			The Trip West
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			The entire family was moving west in two cars. Not surprisingly, I went with Aunt Bertie and Grandma. The used car that Bertie had purchased for our trip seemed a good choice—a 1941 Chevrolet coupe previously owned by the New York City Police Department. She would later discover that it had been used in a few real-life car chases. That’s why whenever we stopped for gas, the oil had to be replenished at the same rate. It was not a wonderful trip.

			No matter the speed, Grandma was always clutching something fiercely: the armrest, the dashboard, the window frame, or Bertie’s arm, causing her hands to turn purple and white. It was scary and quite visible to me from my position on the seat back, elbows wide, chin resting on my hands, which had turned into fists of terror, too. She’d suck in her breath at the sight of an intersection with a car anywhere in it, slam her foot on an imaginary brake pedal, and exclaim in a rapid-fire whisper, “Bertie, Bertie, Bertie, Bertie, Bertie,” until the expected disaster had ceased to threaten us. Bertie was a cautious driver and saintlike in her patience, but I began to think of her as a lunatic behind the wheel as Grandma’s contagious terror spread to the backseat. I was so fearful that when Bertie pointed out a bridge in the distance once and announced that we’d soon be going over it, I was sure that she meant we’d be driving on the top of the arched frame that held the suspension cables. I sat, heart thwonking and stomach feeling like it contained live fish. I’d shut my eyes and curl up on the floor, the panic silently growing until we’d made it to safety on the other side. That’s the way I crossed every bridge on the trip west.

			We made our way shrieking and wincing through Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Indiana. Somewhere in Michigan or Wisconsin I began to scratch my head with a little more dedication than an average cooped-up kid would. So, Grandma had a look. COOTIES! I had lice in my hair! My God!

			An agonizing half hour later, the car came to a rubber-burning stop in front of the next town’s drugstore. As we entered, Bertie gave us the scenario for our little deception. We were there on behalf of someone else who lived far away from us. I gave an outstanding performance of innocence for the pharmacist as he described the steps to be taken by this other child who was not with us.

			We called it a day immediately, checked in to the local motel at noon, and began the process of my redemption. I shampooed with a bar of green soap. Then while I knelt over the toilet bowl, Grandma removed the dead bodies with a fine-toothed comb. As I watched the rain of little black dots against the white porcelain, I experienced a phenomenon that I’ve not had since. When you cry upside down, your nose doesn’t run.

			We headed south through the Rocky Mountains, which brought Grandma’s shrieks, intakes of breath, and “Bertie, Bertie, Berties” to a soaring level that matched the altitude. I was pretty scared myself, looking out the window at the impossibility of those roads and their alternative—certain death. And then we came to the Donner Pass.

		

	
		
			The Donner Pass
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			The Donner Pass was the highlight of the trip for me. I remember the shock I felt at learning that in order to survive, some of those starving wretched souls ate the flesh of their dead companions.

			

			•   •   •

			Although in my lifetime I’ve eaten my share of cheeseburgers, veal, and lamb, I have come to feel that same revulsion I experienced at the Donner Pass at the thought of eating animals. My proximity to the sheep, cattle, and geese who are now my neighbors in the country is what has finally turned me into a vegetarian. I talk to these animals when I walk. Sometimes I am lucky enough to make physical contact with them, and as I look into their eyes I see not only the innocence, but also the clear fact that those eyes are no less complicated in their structure than my own.

			Don’t we now have enough tasty things to eat from the garden and all the delicious ways to prepare them?

			Whether it is a wild animal, or one bred to be eaten, death is never painless. I know there are many people who earn their livings hunting, ranching, raising, and slaughtering animals. I would say to them: “Find other work.”

			I also know how easy it is to assume something is right simply because that is the way it is and has always been. Most parents raise their children on a diet that includes meat. I grew up on that diet. To this day, when I smell roast beef or a hot dog, my mouth waters. I long for the taste and textures that were the source of such pleasure. But the scenes of what that satisfaction costs and the violence and trauma an animal suffers, snuffs that desire. And even if the desire is still there, it is something I cannot have. It’s not that big a deal.

			Recently, I attended a dinner party and the subject of the information-gathering abilities of animals came up. The discussion continued while some at that table were cutting into their juicy meat dish. Animals behave strangely before an earthquake. The communication skills of dolphins and whales are extraordinary; birds learn complex territorial rules, and some dogs have an ability to detect in advance the onset of an epileptic seizure by as much as a half hour. Scientists are teaching these dogs to bark so preventative medication can be taken.

			About animals Voltaire wrote: “God has provided them with exactly the same organs of feelings as ours. So if they cannot feel, God has done a pointless job. God does nothing in vain.”

			Since I had become a firm convert to vegetarianism, it follows that I would eventually feel the same about wearing furs; what right do we have to take life painfully from an animal to eat something we don’t need, or wear something we can do without? Unfortunately, I came to this enlightened belief just months after I’d bought a Russian sable coat. I’d worn it only a half dozen times when the violence that went into its creation made me ashamed to have it on.

			I gave this extremely expensive disgrace to an organization called People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals (PETA), a well-intentioned but sometimes overly aggressive group. The coat now travels around the United States causing some, I am sure, to think I’ve lost my mind. But I believe it speaks to how deeply I regret what I had participated in, and what I would give to be able to undo it.

		

	
		
			The Land of Sunshine
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			In September of 1945 we arrived in Hollywood in search of life’s missing background music. While my parents looked for an affordable house to buy, and Grandma and Bertie did the same, we all stayed at Uncle Harold’s house. He had an enormous two-story mansion designed by the architects Greene and Greene (the pacesetters for the southern California sprawling clapboard “bungalow”). It nestled behind fifteen-foot flowering shrubbery on a couple of acres at the corner of Fountain Avenue and Camino Palmero. Long since bulldozed, it was the grandest house I had ever seen. And it was in a peopled setting. There were other large houses in the neighborhood, though none as beautiful. There were sidewalks and cars on the streets, but it wasn’t a city. Movie stars lived close by, too. I was in heaven.

			I shared Gail’s bedroom, which was bigger than our own living room in Brooklyn. There were maids and cooks who washed our food and cooked our clothes. We didn’t even have to make our own bed. We could get away with things in that house, too. No one could tell if we were still awake and giggling after bedtime. We could snack on potato chip and chocolate-sauce sandwiches, because the grown-ups were hardly ever around, and the maids and cooks were scared to say “No.” I pretended this was my life, not Gail’s. In truth, I was an easily forgotten supporting player. I vowed that when I grew up my

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			•   •   •

			
			
			
			
			
			

			•   •   •
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