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Dedication

To Halpern, Cheiffetz, and Ellison,

without whom, etc.




Epigraph

IF THERE IS ONE FACT OF LIFE THAT AUDREY HEPBURN IS DEAD CERTAIN OF, adamant about, irrevocably committed to, it’s the fact that her married life, her husband and her baby, come first and far ahead of her career.

She said so the other day on the set of Breakfast at Tiffany’s, the Jurow-Shepherd comedy for Paramount, in which she plays a New York play girl, café society type, whose constancy is highly suspect.

This unusual role for Miss Hepburn brought up the subject of career women vs. wives—and Audrey made it tersely clear that she is by no means living her part.

PARAMOUNT PICTURES PUBLICITY, NOVEMBER 28, 1960
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Starring

Audrey Hepburn

as The Actress who wanted a home

Truman Capote

as The Novelist who wanted a mother

Mel Ferrer

as The Husband who wanted a wife

Babe Paley

as The Swan who wanted to fly

George Axelrod

as The Screenwriter who wanted sex to be witty again

Edith Head

as The Costumer who wanted to work forever, stay old-fashioned, and never go out of style

Hubert de Givenchy

as The Designer who wanted a muse

Marty Jurow and Richard Shepherd

as The Producers who wanted to close the deal for the right money and get the right people to make the best picture possible

Blake Edwards

as The Director who wanted to make a sophisticated grown-up comedy for a change

Henry Mancini

as The Composer who wanted a chance to do it his way

and Johnny Mercer

as The Lyricist who didn’t want to be forgotten

COSTARRING

Colette

Doris Day

Marilyn Monroe

Swifty Lazar

Billy Wilder

Carol Marcus

Gloria Vanderbilt

Patricia Neal

George Peppard

Bennett Cerf

Mickey Rooney

Akira Kurosawa

as The Offended

AND INTRODUCING

Letty Cottin Pogrebin

as The Girl who saw the dawn




Holly Golightly’s New York

1. COLONY RESTAURANT, MADISON AVENUE & 61ST STREET

Where producer Marty Jurow won the rights to Breakfast at Tiffany’s.

2. GOLD KEY CLUB, 26 WEST 56TH STREET

Carol Marcus and Capote would meet here at 3:00 A.M., sit in front of the fireplace, and talk and talk.

3. COMMODORE HOTEL, LEXINGTON AVENUE & 42ND STREET

Where Paramount held an open cat-call to cast the part of Holly’s cat, Cat.

4. PALEY PIED-À-TERRE

A three-room suite on the tenth floor of the St. Regis Hotel where Bill and Babe Paley lived when they weren’t at their estate on Long Island.

5. 21 CLUB, 21 WEST 52ND STREET

In the film of Breakfast at Tiffany’s, where Paul, after Holly bids farewell to Doc, takes Holly for a drink.

6. GLORIA VANDERBILT, 65TH STREET BETWEEN FIFTH & MADISON AVENUES

A brownstone that served as the model for Holly’s, and the place where Carol Marcus met Capote.

7. EL MOROCCO, 154 EAST 54TH STREET

Where Marilyn Monroe kicked off her shoes and danced with Capote.

8. LA CÔTE BASQUE, 5 EAST 55TH STREET AT FIFTH AVENUE

Favorite lunch spot of Truman and his swans. Also the setting for Capote’s incendiary “La Côte Basque, 1965,” which nearly cost him everyone he professed to love.

9. PLAZA HOTEL, 58TH STREET & FIFTH AVENUE

Frequented by Gloria Vanderbilt and Russell Hurd, one of Capote’s inspirations for Breakfast at Tiffany’s unnamed narrator.

10. FOUNTAIN ON NORTHEAST CORNER OF 52ND STREET & PARK AVENUE

Exterior location for Breakfast at Tiffany’s.

11. TIFFANY & CO., 727 FIFTH AVENUE AT 57TH STREET

Site of the first scene of Breakfast at Tiffany’s, shot on the first day of filming, Sunday, October 2nd, 1960, 5:00 A.M.

12. BROWNSTONE AT 169 EAST 71ST STREET, BETWEEN LEXINGTON & THIRD AVENUES

Chez Golightly in the movie Breakfast at Tiffany’s.

13. NAUMBURG BANDSHELL IN CENTRAL PARK, 72ND STREET & FIFTH AVENUE

Exterior location for Breakfast at Tiffany’s where Doc and Paul have their chat about Holly.

14. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY ON 42ND STREET & FIFTH AVENUE

Exterior location for Breakfast at Tiffany’s.

15. RADIO CITY MUSIC HALL, 1260 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS

Site of Breakfast at Tiffany’s New York premiere, October 5, 1961.
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Invitation to Breakfast at Tiffany’s Hollywood premiere, October, 1961.





Foreplay

Introduction to the 2021 Edition

If beauty were all, we’d still be watching Hedy Lamarr. If the secret was adorableness, we’d only be watching Shirley Temple. If it were ability alone, we’d only watch Eleanor Powell tap or Sonja Henie skate—for no one did it better. And if it were about sheer celebrity, then we’d only want to watch the most famous woman in the world. But have you ever watched Queen Elizabeth?

You’d rather watch Audrey Hepburn. She isn’t as hot as Veronica Lake; she’s not nearly as complex as Bette Davis, and no one would argue she had anywhere near the talent of Judy Garland. Nor was Audrey Hepburn, despite her popularity, ever a top box-office draw. Throughout the fifties—her peak decade—those included Betty Grable, Doris Day, Susan Hayward, Marilyn Monroe, Jane Wyman, Grace Kelly, June Allyson, Kim Novak, Elizabeth Taylor, and Debbie Reynolds. But not Audrey Hepburn. And yet, ten years ago, I wrote this book.

No one knows for sure what makes a star, but I think I know what makes a star endure: archetypal relevance and great filmmakers.

Jane Wyman may have been a star—one of Hollywood’s top stars—in 1954 (the year Audrey Hepburn appeared in Sabrina), but few would disagree that Wyman has outlived her period of relevance. But let’s just say we did still need Jane Wyman as an archetype of wife and mother. How much time would you give (most of) her movies before you, well . . . got bored? I, for one, wouldn’t blame you if you gave them ten solid minutes before switching back to the home screen; with the exception of Douglas Sirk, Wyman wasn’t fortunate enough to work with top filmmakers at the top of their powers. Which brings us to the cruel product of cultural natural selection: Wyman stars in movies that—given the superabundance of choice—we don’t crave.

But Audrey Hepburn? In a William Wyler movie? In a Billy Wilder movie? Or, in Breakfast at Tiffany’s, a Blake Edwards movie written by George Axelrod (based on the novella by Truman Capote), with music by Henry Mancini and costumes by Hubert de Givenchy? Now we’re talking.

She couldn’t have done it without them and they couldn’t have done it without her—create this character Holly Golightly, I mean; an original, an independent, not a good girl, not a bad girl, but a girl, and a free girl to boot, whose disruptive update of modern womanhood (cheery premarital sex!), palatably offset by the grace and wholesomeness of Audrey Hepburn’s own brand of eternal young-girlhood, resolves the paradoxes of one of American womanhood’s rites of passage. Now, as of this writing, sixty years after the movie’s release, this particular combination of sweet (Audrey) and sour (Holly) is just as resonant and, as long as there are girls becoming women and the means to watch movies, very probably always will be. For it seems to me, not only will there never be another Audrey Hepburn, there almost certainly never can be.

Why? Because the definition of star has changed, and, I regret to report, mainly for the worse. In the studio age of Hollywood, an era that was wrapping up around the time of Breakfast at Tiffany’s release, mere actors became stars for one reason: they were, by definition, worthy of the big screen. Through an elaborate, many-faceted process of trial and error, they had proven themselves to be. That was part of the function of the old studio system, to work as a kind of talent laboratory that mixed, instead of chemicals, movie actors. To find out which performers had “it,” “the stuff,” the precious star value, studios would experiment: they would feature X actor in Y part in Y genre with Y hair and makeup. Did it work? Did the audiences take? If not, try X in Z part in Z genre with—which one this time?—Y or Z makeup? And so on.

Certain performers, as The Day of the Locust teaches, never made it. But the ones who did—from Clara Bow to Audrey Hepburn—made it because they really were that special thing: a genuine, proven, and approved Hollywood movie star.

The reasons why that ended are sad and fascinating, but for our purposes here, it need only be said that the end of the Hollywood studio system—a nearly two-decade decline that began in the late forties—spelled the end of the Hollywood star system. The end of studio-actor contracts, which once allowed studio heads to develop their stars, ceded to a freelance system that shifted creative and financial power from the studio heads to the actors, their former employees. In the new system, the actor could choose his or her own role and, in consequence, control his or her own image, an essential ingredient in the mystery formula we call stardom. But to the new crop of actors—coming up in the sixties and seventies—the idea of Hollywood movie stardom looked a little something like Joan Crawford and Bette Davis in 1962’s Whatever Happened to Baby Jane? Excessive, phony, old. The influx of Actors Studio actors and the omnipresence of television realism phased out the aesthetics of the old studio system—and took with it an element of star grandeur, the power of stars to be who we desire to be, or desire to be around, or just plain desire. Stars who were both as big as the movies and as life-sized as we are.

Norma Desmond was right: the pictures did get small. As small as those televisions. Into the 1960s, they had become the new star machines. Their system of production was as simple as: appear in a television show first, star in a movie next. Henceforth starring in a movie didn’t necessarily make you a star. Star standing in this new era was a position to be negotiated, not earned. And while a Jack Nicholson, for instance, did possess the kind of star persona the studios weren’t manufacturing anymore, most of his contemporaries were stars in fame and talent only—often great, but missing that one thing: the power to fascinate when doing nothing. When just being.

The new generation of “stars”—I must use quotes—wanted foremost to act. They were artists now. They wanted to play a variety of parts, “important” parts; they wanted to expand their range, be real and natural, play against type. Cary Grant was always “only” Cary Grant; Jane Fonda was reborn every time out (but, I ask you, was she bigger than life?). While free-agenting afforded the new generation new creative freedoms and gave us many terrific movies, we the audience would pay a price: losing the star system, we lost touch with a certain grandeur of being: John Wayne is not a cowboy; he is the cowboy.

Who is Gene Hackman?

He is a great actor, and surely he got paid a star’s salary to star in huge Hollywood movies, but do we know him? After a career’s worth of work, do we feel the kinship with him we feel with, say, Gary Cooper, or—to show you I’m not just being sentimental for old times—Bill Murray? No, we don’t: Gene Hackman is a great actor. Bill Murray is a star. No disrespect intended. It’s different.

Nevertheless, you can still hear people unknowingly disparage the old star system when they talk about movies today: it’s when they deride a movie actor for “playing himself.” But back in the studio system, the audiences’ ability to ascertain a star’s true self was absolutely essential to creating the illusion of verisimilitude. If anything, a star was a star because he was perceived not to be acting, and therefore, ironically, despite all the gloss and glamour of that Hollywood, the communion between star and audience was deeper. “Don’t act!” George Cukor famously instructed a hammy Jack Lemmon, but he could have been speaking for the best directors of his era: when cast right, stars don’t need to act. They are enough. They are enough because we know them.

Audiences of 1961 knew just who Audrey Hepburn was. Even if she wasn’t exactly the characters she played on screen, her star persona was so carefully honed and tended to (as you will read in this book), that if you loved her work, you would be basically right to say that you also loved her. (Same is true, incidentally, of all the great ones: Bette Davis, Gary Cooper, Fred Astaire, Carole Lombard, Robert Mitchum . . .)

This intimacy between star and audience did wonders for our experience of sex and more often sexuality on screen. If Ingrid Bergman, for instance, your Ingrid Bergman—who you had been following in films for years (careers were longer then), who appeared on screen in a new movie sometimes every six months (stars worked more then)—showed a little extra clavicle to the camera, it could hit you with the shock of real life. Even if you were new to Bergman, as most first-time viewers of Casablanca are, you would feel precisely as Rick feels precisely as he feels it the moment he sees her again—because you too see her, and seeing her is all it takes to know her. Such is the speed and impact of star eloquence. If Audrey Hepburn, a good girl, the archetypal good girl—you know it because she is it—stepped out of a cab in a party dress as the sun was coming up over Fifth Avenue, implying that she had been out all night partying, implying that she had not spent the night at home, implying, moreover, that she spent the night with a guy, it very well may feel like someone you thought you knew called to tell you she had done something you would never expect.

Such a phenomenon is not likely to recur, not on television, where archetypal personalities are given fewer opportunities to thrive, and not on the big screen, where the alchemical synthesis of the right star, the right director, and the right writer—Hollywood’s triple-cherry jackpot—are, in today’s world, almost impossible to achieve. Keep this in mind as you read this book, as you encounter the long-gone Hollywood way of making movies and making stars. As you read, ask yourself if you think we are better off without the kind of movie-star glamour you see in a George Hurrell photograph. I suspect not. Insofar as we—as individuals and a society—need myth to keep life’s horizons both close enough to touch and just out of reach, so do we need the wisdom and purpose of round-the-clock mythmakers, in front of and behind the camera, that were that late, lost Hollywood’s spécialité de la maison. Here then is the story of one of its most necessary creations, Audrey Hepburn, star.




Coming Attraction

Like one of those accidents that’s not really an accident, the casting of “good” Audrey in the part of “not-so-good” call girl Holly Golightly rerouted the course of women in the movies, giving voice to what was then a still-unspoken shift in the 1950s gender plan. There was always sex in Hollywood, but before Breakfast at Tiffany’s, only the bad girls were having it. With few exceptions, good girls in the movies had to get married before they earned their single fade to black, while the sultrier among them got to fade out all the time and with all different sorts of men in just about every position (of rank). Needless to say, they paid for their fun in the end. Either the bad girls would suffer/repent, love/marry, or suffer/repent/marry/die, but the general idea was always roughly the same: ladies, don’t try this at home. But in Breakfast at Tiffany’s, all of a sudden—because it was Audrey who was doing it—living alone, going out, looking fabulous, and getting a little drunk didn’t look so bad anymore. Being single actually seemed shame-free. It seemed fun.

Though they might have missed it, or not identified it as such right away, people who encountered Audrey’s Holly Golightly in 1961 experienced, for the very first time, a glamorous fantasy life of wild, kooky independence and sophisticated sexual freedom; best of all, it was a fantasy they could make real. Until Breakfast at Tiffany’s, glamorous women of the movies occupied strata available only to the mind-blowingly chic, satin-wrapped, ermine-lined ladies of the boulevard, whom no one but a true movie star could ever become. But Holly was different. She wore simple things. They weren’t that expensive. And they looked stunning.

Somehow, despite her lack of funds and backwater pedigree, Holly Golightly still managed to be glamorous. If she were a society woman or fashion model, we might be less impressed with her choice of clothing, but because she’s made it up from poverty on her own—and is a girl no less—because she’s used style to overcome the restrictions of the class she was born into, Audrey’s Holly showed that glamour was available to anyone, no matter what their age, sex life, or social standing. Grace Kelly’s look was safe, Doris Day’s undesirable, and Elizabeth Taylor’s—unless you had that body—unattainable, but in Breakfast at Tiffany’s, Audrey’s was democratic.

And to think that it almost didn’t come off. To think that Audrey Hepburn didn’t want the part, that the censors were railing against the script, that the studio wanted to cut “Moon River,” that Blake Edwards didn’t know how to end it (he actually shot two separate endings), and that Capote’s novel was considered unadaptable seems almost funny today. But it’s true.

Well before Audrey signed on to the part, everyone at Paramount involved with Breakfast at Tiffany’s was deeply worried about the movie. In fact, from the moment Marty Jurow and Richard Shepherd, the film’s producers, got the rights to Capote’s novel, getting Tiffany’s off the ground looked downright impossible. Not only did they have a highly flammable protagonist on their hands, but Jurow and Shepherd hadn’t the faintest idea how the hell they were going to take a novel with no second act, a nameless gay protagonist, a motiveless drama, and an unhappy ending, and turn it into a Hollywood movie. (Even when it was just a book, Breakfast at Tiffany’s was causing a stir. Despite Capote’s enormous celebrity, Harper’s Bazaar refused to publish the novel on account of certain distasteful four-letter words.)

Morally, Paramount knew it was on shaky ground with Tiffany’s; so much so that they sent forth a platoon of carefully worded press releases designed to convince Americans that real-life Audrey wasn’t anything like Holly Golightly. She wasn’t a hooker, they said; she was a kook. There’s a difference! But try as they might, Paramount couldn’t hoodwink everyone. “The Tiffany picture is the worst of the year from a morality standpoint,” one angry person would write in 1961. “Not only does it show a prostitute throwing herself at a ‘kept’ man but it treats theft as a joke. I fear ‘shoplifting’ will rise among teen-agers after viewing this.” Back then, while the sexual revolution was still underground, Breakfast at Tiffany’s remained a covert insurgence, like a love letter passed around a classroom. And if you were caught in those days, the teacher would have had you expelled.

So with all that was against Breakfast at Tiffany’s, how did they manage to pull it off? How did Jurow and Shepherd convince Audrey to play what was, at that time, the riskiest part of her career? How did screenwriter George Axelrod dupe the censors? How did Hubert de Givenchy manage to make mainstream the little black dress that seemed so suggestive? Finally—and perhaps most significantly—how did Breakfast at Tiffany’s bring American audiences to see that the bad girl was really a good one? There was no way she could have known it then—in fact, if someone were to suggest it to her, she probably would have laughed them off—but Audrey Hepburn, backed by everyone else on Breakfast at Tiffany’s, was about to shake up absolutely everything. This book is the story of those people, their hustle, and that shake.




1

Thinking It

1951–1953

THE FIRST HOLLY

Traveling was forced upon little Truman Capote from the beginning. By the late 1920s, his mother, Lillie Mae, had made a habit of abandoning her son with relatives for months at a time while she went round and round from man to high-falutin’ man. Gradually the handoffs began to hurt Truman less—either that, or he grew more accustomed to the pain—and in time, his knack for adaptation turned into something like genius. He was able to fit in anywhere.

After his parents’ divorce, five-year-old Truman was sent to his aunt’s house in Monroeville, Alabama. Now was Lillie Mae’s chance to quit that jerkwater town and hightail it to a big city. Only there could she become the rich and adored society woman she knew she was destined to be, and probably would have been, if it weren’t for Truman, the son she never wanted to begin with. When she was pregnant, Lillie Mae—Nina, as she introduced herself in New York—had tried to abort him.

Perhaps if she had gone away and stayed away, young Truman would have suffered less. But Nina never stayed away from Monroeville for long. In a whirl of fancy fabrics, she would turn up unannounced, tickle Truman’s chin, offer up an assortment of apologies, and disappear. And then, as if it had never happened before, it would happen all over again. Inevitably, Nina’s latest beau would reject her for being the peasant girl she tried so hard not to be, and down the service elevator she would go, running all the way back to Truman with enormous tears ballooning from her eyes. A day or so would pass; Nina would take stock of her Alabama surroundings and once again, vanish to Manhattan’s highest penthouses.

Had he been older, Truman might have stolen his heart back from his mother the way he would learn to shield it from others, but in those days he was still too young to be anything but in love with her. She said she loved him, too, and at times, like when she brought him with her to a hotel, promising that now they’d really be together, it looked to him as though she finally meant it. Imagine his surprise then when Nina locked him in the room and went next door to make money-minded love with some ritzy someone deep into the night. Truman, of course, heard everything. On one such occasion, he found a rogue vial of her perfume and with the desperation of a junkie, drank it all the way to the bottom. It didn’t bring her back, but for a few pungent swallows, it brought her closer.

For the better part of Capote’s career as a novelist, that bottle—what was left of his mother—would be the wellspring of most of his creations. The idea of her, like the idea of love and the idea of home, proved a very hard thing to pin down. He tried, though. But no number of perfume bottles or whiskey bottles, no matter how deep or beautiful, could alter the fact of her absence. Nor could most of the women or men to whom Truman attached himself. They could never pour enough warmth into the void.

In consequence, Capote was equal parts yearning and vengeance, clutching at his intimates with fingers of knives that he would turn back on himself when left alone. However sharp, those fingers pulled his mother from the past and put her on the page where, in the form of language, he could remake her perfume into a bottomless fragrance called Holly Golightly. That’s how Truman finally learned the meaning of permanence.

Once the reading world got a whiff of it, eau d’Holly made everyone fall in love with Truman, which, since his mother had left him that first time, was the only thing he ever wanted. That and a home—a feeling of something familiar—like an old smell, a favorite scarf, or the white rose paperweight that sat on Truman’s desk as he wrote Breakfast at Tiffany’s.

THE WHITE ROSE PAPERWEIGHT

When he was in Paris in 1948, soaking in accolades for his lurid first novel, Other Voices, Other Rooms, Truman was delivered by Jean Cocteau to Colette’s apartment in the Palais Royal. She was nearing eighty, but the author of Gigi, the Claudine novels, and countless others, was still France’s grandest grande dame of literature.

In full recline, Colette, racked with arthritis, no doubt smiled at Truman’s author photograph on the dust jacket of Other Voices. Staring out at her with his languid eyes and slick lips, the boy’s salacious look was one the old woman knew well; in her day, she had rocked Paris with a few succès de scandales of her own, both on the page and off. Now here was this rascal with his angel’s face—a hungry angel’s face. How delicious. She felt for sure there existed a kind of artery between them, and even before he entered her bedroom, Truman sensed it too. “Bonjour, Madame.” “Bonjour.” They hardly spoke each other’s language, but as he approached her bedside, their bond grew from assured to obvious. The artery was in the heart.

After the tea was served, the room got warmer, and Colette opened Truman’s twenty-three-year-old hand. In it she placed a crystal paperweight with a white rose at its center. “What does it remind you of?” she asked. “What images occur to you?”

Truman turned it around in his hand. “Young girls in their communion dresses,” he said.

The remark pleased Colette. “Very charming,” she said. “Very apt. Now I can see what Jean told me is true. He said, ‘Don’t be fooled, my dear. He looks like a ten-year-old angel. But he’s ageless, and has a very wicked mind.’” She gave it to him, a souvenir.

Capote would collect paperweights for the rest of his life, but years later the white rose was still his favorite. Truman took it with him almost everywhere.

AUDREY AWOKEN

It all began for Audrey Hepburn in spring of 1951 on a gorgeous day like any other. She rose at dawn, had a cup of coffee in bed, and took her breakfast—two boiled eggs and a slice of whole wheat toast—to the window, where she could watch the morning people of Monte Carlo sail their yachts into the sea. Such a leisurely breakfast was a rare pleasure for her; back in England, where she had been working regularly, they started shooting at sunup. But the French liked to do things differently. They didn’t really get going until après dejeuner, and they worked late into the night, which gave Audrey mornings to explore the beaches and casinos, and time to place a call to James, her fiancé, who was off in Canada on business—again.

He really was a very sweet boy, and attractive, and from the Hansons, a good and wealthy family. He loved her of course, and she loved him, and from the way it looked in the press, they had everything. But everything is nothing when there’s no time to enjoy it. With her schedule taking her from film to film, and his seemingly endless tour of the world’s ritziest boardrooms, it was beginning to look like they were betrothed in name only. Perhaps, Audrey thought, she was foolish to think she could be an actress and a wife. If she wanted to settle down—and she did, very badly—she would have to put films aside. At least, that’s what James said. Only then could they really truly be together.

Somewhere in her mind they were. They had a house, two or three children, and a limitless expanse of days broken only by sleep. Thankfully, her role in Monte Carlo Baby was only going to last a month. That was no small consolation.

COLETTE AWOKEN

The Hotel de Paris was unquestionably the most stunning hotel in all of Monaco. Judging from its façade, a Belle Epoque confection of arches and spires, only the absolute cream of society could make a habit of staying there. For Audrey, who had never been to the Riviera, being at the Hôtel de Paris was a thrill tempered only by her longing for James and the inanity of the film (the script was drivel; some semimusical fluff about a missing baby). But for Colette, it was nothing unusual, just another drop in the great gold bucket of luxury; she had been a regular since 1908. Now, as a guest of Prince Rainier, Colette was the palace queen, and as her wheelchair was turned down the hotel’s stately corridors, that’s exactly how the footmen greeted her. No doubt they saw in the old woman all the arterial fire of her novels, which seemed to throb through her from toe to tête, culminating in an explosion of red-broccoli hair.

The doctors sent her there to rest, but resting, for Colette, required more effort than working. Since her New York agent’s assistant had taken it upon himself to single-handedly produce a play of her novel Gigi, Colette couldn’t get the idea out of her mind. She’d even gone a little delirious trying to cast the title part and began to see Gigis everywhere—on the street, in the sea, and popping up in photographs. But none quite satisfied Colette, and time wore expensively on. Those who had invested in the project grew restless, and—as tends to be the case in most casting legends—they were about to force the play upon a proven star, when, at the last minute, Colette was disturbed on her way to dinner.

What was about to happen would change Audrey’s life forever.

To her annoyance, Colette discovered that the main dining room had been closed for the shooting of Monte Carlo Baby. Would she, the maître d’ asked her, take her dinner in the breakfast room instead? Absoluement non! Insulted, Colette pushed her way right into the dining room and right into the middle of a take.

The scene stopped dead in its tracks. The crew looked up. No one breathed, except Colette. Catching sight of a strangely compelling young woman, Colette squinted through the beaming lights and raised her eyeglasses for a closer look.

Audrey, of course, had no inkling of being watched. Nor had Colette any inkling of who she was. What she did know, however, was that she seemed to have stepped into her own novel: in face, body, and poise, she was staring at Gigi come to life.

Perhaps Colette stared for full minutes, or perhaps just moments, but most likely she spoke out instantly, for as Audrey has proven millions of times since, that is all it takes for her to overcome whoever lays eyes on her. In an instant—a scientific measurement when speaking of stars—she conveyed to Colette what it took the author an entire novel to describe. That is, the story of a Parisian girl, who at sixteen, was set to undergo the education of a courtesan.

“Voilà,” Colette said to herself, “c’est Gigi.”

And like that, Audrey’s transformation had begun.

“Voilà . . .” Like that.

It all sounds so magical, and indeed in a way it was, but like all perfect acts of casting, Colette’s epiphany was born of more than just gut feeling—it was born from fact. Although Audrey’s innate sensuality, her Gigi-ness, was written all over her, no one until Colette had seen it. Perhaps it was because of Audrey’s strangeness. Her legs were too long, her waist was too small, her feet were too big, and so were her eyes, nose, and the two gaping nostrils in it. When she smiled (and she did often), she revealed a mouth that swallowed up her face and a row of jagged teeth that wouldn’t look too good in close-ups. She was undoubtedly not what you would call attractive. Cute maybe, charming, for sure, but with only the slightest hint of makeup and a bust no bigger than two fists, she was hardly desirable. The poor girl was even a bit round-faced.

And yet Colette couldn’t stop staring. She was fascinated.

WHAT SHE SAW PART I: THE FACE

Audrey’s might not have been the face of a goddess, but like most teenagers, Gigi did not begin as a goddess. She was simply a girl on the precipice of young adulthood, full of potential, but without experience. And her eyes said that, didn’t they? They were certainly on the big side, but they were also wide, and wide-eyed people have a look of perpetual curiosity. Colette’s Gigi had that. So do all those who don’t yet know the world. But that nose would be a problem, wouldn’t it? It was not sleek or pretty in the manner of high society ladies, and neither were her hair, teeth, or thickset eyebrows. So how would such a Gigi, looking not unlike a stray puppy, gain access to the haut monde?

There was little that was womanly about her in the sexual sense, nothing that said she was capable of pleasing a man, and certainly nothing that looked ahead to the naughty insinuations of Holly Golightly.

Or was there? Was there a drop of sex someplace beneath?

Smiling now, Colette lowered her eyeglasses and leaned forward for a closer look.

WHAT SHE SAW PART II: THE BODY

The girl carried herself like a suppressed ballerina. Despite what were then considered physical imperfections, Audrey had a remarkable discipline in movement, one that told of self-possession impossibly beyond her years, and so much so that to watch her, Colette had to wonder at how a thing so young could have understood poise so completely. In her simplest gesture Audrey communicated a complete knowledge of propriety, and by extension, an inner grace that belied whatever made her look that unusual in the first place. She wasn’t dancing, but she might as well have been.

EVERYTHING THAT IS IMPORTANT IN A FEMALE

“Madame?”

A flock of admirers had approached Colette. She swatted them off. (Colette would enchant them later. If she was in the mood.) The old woman reached up and pulled down an unsuspecting member of the crew.

“Who is that?” she croaked, nodding in Audrey’s direction.

“That is Mademoiselle Hepburn, madame.”

“Tell her I want to speak with her.” She released him and added a touch of pink powder to her nose. “Tell them to bring her to me.”

Colette’s conviction grew as she watched Mademoiselle Hepburn approach. This girl was even more startling up close than she was from afar.

“Bonjour, madame,” she said.

“Bonjour.”

Colette took her hand, and together, they moved into the hotel foyer. There she told Audrey that she intended to cable her producer and writer in New York and tell them that they should call off their search, that she had found her Gigi, and
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