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“Dare to love yourself as if you were a
rainbow with gold at both ends.”

– Aberjhani


Introduction

I start with a rape, my own. But it wasn’t the first time. My mind had been raped long ago as a child. How all this happened is what this book is about.

It’s also about my twelve-year relationship and firsthand knowledge of the legendary Lee Strasberg, my teacher and family friend, who was and still is a major force in my acting life. What may be of interest to the reader is my knowledge of Marilyn Monroe as Lee’s acting student and her attempt to become a more versatile actress. I recall fulfilling experiences with influential directors such as Michael Landon, Tony Richardson, and Ivan Reitman, whose belief in my work gave me great confidence. Working in supporting roles to actors such as Walter Matthau, Jack Lemmon, Alec Baldwin, Robert Mitchum, Charlie Durning, Arnold Schwarzenegger and Danny DeVito, among many others, kept me busy as an actress.

When he was a young man having just written The Zoo Story, Edward Albee said to me, “When I get angry enough, something comes out.” For me, so much writing came out of sadness and despair. Now I am able to feel the anger. Now I can explore a relationship with a father who I both loved and hated. I can explore my sexual development and recall the sexual scene in New York in the ‘50s and ‘60s. I need to share the experience women of my generation had with men and what kind of behavior was considered okay then and shouldn’t have been.

At ninety, I want to speak to women who did not or do not have the opportunity or strength that I had to overcome abuse. I’m way beyond the “me too” generation but there’s no question that that movement propelled me into finishing this book.

I talk about how motherhood surprised me and turned out to be the most gratifying experience of my life.

Finally, I chronicle my seventy-year marriage, “hardly a fairy tale,” to the actor William Daniels, and my career alongside his iconic career. Bill and I have moved forward day-by-day and eventually the days added up. We’ve been happy together and sad together, and somehow stayed together for seven decades.


I Said “No”

Suddenly he was there.

How did he get into the apartment on the night of the first assault? There was no intercom. Visitors buzzed from the front door and then you buzzed them in. I must have let him in the main door and left my apartment door unlocked. We were careless about locking doors in 1957.

Now there he was, pushing and shoving me into the bedroom and onto the bed.

“Stop it! No! What are you doing? Get off!”

Those were the last words spoken by either of us as he forced himself into me, thrusting persistently, until my body responded, and I was on the way to the fullest climax of my twenty-something life.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I was only aware of his black eyes staring into mine and he frowned as if he were in pain. Strangely he never ejaculated but simply withdrew and left.

That was the first time.

I had never liked him. Though outwardly handsome, there was something snake-like about the man. I didn’t like his behavior or his demeanor, and his smile was somehow dishonest. He hid his hard anger under a smooth surface.

And yet, he was an accomplished actor who had recently joined the cast of my soap opera Love of Life, in which I played the lead, Vanessa. I had seen him in a play on Broadway but had not met him before we started working together. He chatted me up on the set in a friendly way. So, when I had an audition for The Disenchanted, a play with Jason Robards, to be directed by my friend, the well know TV director Dan Petrie, I turned to this colleague, who was also a respected coach, to help me prepare. My husband, the actor William Daniels, often helped me prepare for a reading, but he was on tour playing Brick in Tennessee Williams’ Cat On A Hot Tin Roof.

The Love of Life actor and I had worked together a couple of times in my apartment before the audition, which did not go well, through no fault of his. Could he have managed to make a copy of my key at that time?

A few weeks after the first assault, the rapist came back again, appearing in my bedroom while I was studying lines. The same thing happened; I protested, but he pushed and plunged until I came, and then he withdrew and went out the door. I was stunned and troubled. What made him think that he could do this to me? Was this my fault somehow? Why me? Did he think I had given him permission? Still, I had to go on with my schedule with the soap during the day and the Broadway play Tunnel of Love at night and on Saturday, as if nothing had happened.

It wasn’t until decades later that I realized that what had happened was rape. At the time, it never occurred to me to call the police. Nor did it occur to me to call Larry Auerbach, the director of Love of Life. I considered the incident a shameful personal matter and accepted it as something sick about me. In my thinking in 1957, how could it be rape if you knew the person?

My friend from Northwestern, Georgann Johnson, a stunning and successful actress, had arranged for me to have a session with her “shrink,” a prominent east-side New York psychiatrist. Freudian analysis was almost a fashion among theatre people in the ‘50s and ‘60s. The medication I had been taking for years had not relieved me of my severe migraines and Georgann thought they might be psychosomatic. All I remember about that first session was sitting across from a kindly bespectacled, somewhat European gentleman and sobbing, sobbing and sobbing for my “50-minute hour.” I have no idea what I told him but he subsequently referred me to Dr. James Toolan in the West 90s.

After lying on the couch for a couple of months and enduring long periods of silence, I was now beginning to open up. I remember requesting LSD, which I thought would help me with my repression. Dr. Toolan replied, “No. It’s an experimental drug we use for psychotics. Do you think there are traumatic incidents in your life that you don’t remember?” I replied, “No, I remember everything.” He responded, “You are not psychotic, you are neurotic.” This did not surprise me because I had attended a lecture by Erich Fromm, the famous psychoanalyst who both admired and criticized Freud, and Dr. Fromm had asked the audience, “Do you know the difference between a psychotic and a neurotic? A psychotic says two and two makes five. A neurotic says two and two makes four, but I worry about it.”

So, when I told Dr. Toolan about the rapes and my sexual response, and since I was non-orgasmic at the time, he made me think that this sexual assault was consensual because I had climaxed.

He said, “When you really want him to go away, he will get it and leave you alone.”

But the attacker didn’t leave me alone. Just before he was written out of the show, he appeared in my bedroom again, this time with a bandage over most of his face. He had just had a nose job and he looked deranged. I protested loudly, shoving and hitting, yelling.

“Goddammit, you’ve just had an operation. You’re going to hurt yourself.”

My protests were to no avail. He held me down and raped me a third time.

When I tried to understand what had happened, I assumed it was my fault. I turned it on myself, blaming myself because, after all, my body had responded. I must have, as my doctor suggested, “wanted it.”

But I knew I didn’t want it. When the attacker came back the third time, I was prepared to fight him as hard as I could. What might have happened if I had hit him with a lamp or other object and really hurt him? Maybe even killed him? How could I have proven anything? It was 1957. No one would have believed me. Even my doctor didn’t believe me. I would then be a killer and perhaps even prosecuted. But this third time the man came in all bandaged up and that made me feel almost protective. My killer instincts had been repressed for so long, I couldn’t even get in touch with my anger.

Soon after that last episode, my husband Bill came back from his nine-month tour and I told him what had happened. He, furious, called the perpetrator and told him to leave me alone.

“She’s lying Bill. She’s making it all up,” the man said.

Bill considered this man to be a rotten guy who took advantage of his wife while he was away. Bill was angry, but in those days, we kept it quiet. Nobody looked at what had happened as an assault, including me.

It was more than twenty years before we saw the actor again. We were at a mutual friend’s party in Los Angeles. I avoided him, but he approached Bill.

“She’s lying, Bill. She made it all up,” the man insisted.

All those years later, the man still refused to admit what he had done. Bill brushed it off, but I was frozen, and we left the party as soon as we could.

Sometime after the rapes, in 1958, I was having lunch with a friend I had met during my time as an understudy in Tunnel of Love. Somehow, we got on the subject of being married and how we got hit on when our husbands weren’t around. It turned out that she had had the same experience with the same rapist and felt the same guilt because her body had been aroused. She had responded, despite telling him she did not want it. So, we decided that perhaps he was a serial rapist and we were just victims after all.

Looking back, I believe I was disappointed by Dr. Toolan’s lack of support during this troubling time of my life. Toolan didn’t think that the marriage would last and had sent Bill on to another therapist. I truly thought that I had gone into therapy to get rid of my excruciating migraines that so disrupted my life. I saw Dr. Toolan three times a week for almost four years at fifteen dollars a session, the equivalent of one hundred fifty dollars today. The migraines didn’t go away.

I apparently was not familiar with the word orgasm, which baffled Toolan because I was twenty-five and a married woman. I had never told anyone about my life-long use of imagining pornographic images to induce a release of tension or what I now realize was a minor orgasm. I was deeply ashamed of this activity, yet addicted. I could talk about my father’s abuse and my mother’s coldness but the shame of this activity was so great that there was no way for me to tell an attractive man like Dr. Toolan, about my self-abuse, as I thought of it. And yet wasn’t I in analysis to reveal these “dirty” and “sick” activities? Why did it never occur to me that it might be a revealing discussion in therapy? Until writing this book, I’ve never revealed any of this to any other therapist or anyone.

I now believe that Dr. Toolan thought the orgasms with the rapist were a positive thing. I had no such feelings. I disagree. It left me with the feeling of being not so much damaged as twisted. Was I twisted? If I had anything to say to my rapist, it would be “You made me feel like dirt.”

Sexual response is so strange, so unexpected. But many years later we have finally decided that when we say no, we mean it and it is illegal for a man to say that no means yes. Only recently did I learn that a percentage of women who are raped experience orgasm. I wish I had known more about it then.

I still remained troubled about having such a full response to a repulsive situation. Was I wired in such a way, sexually, so that I had to dislike a man or be forced to have sex before I would have a full response? I didn’t understand why repulsion, instead of attraction, had led to orgasm. Was it the result of my early years?

There was nowhere to go specifically for sex therapy at the time. Masters and Johnson didn’t publish their first book on sexual behavior until 1966.

When Bill took the job touring with Cat On a Hot Tin Roof for nine months, we both knew that this could be the end of our marriage. In those days we thought of sex more as a physical need than a binding agreement. The desire wasn’t going away just because we were separated. This was just unspoken between the two of us, which wasn’t unusual for those times. Dr. Toolan had told me that it was healthy and normal for men and women to be attracted to each other outside of marriage. It meant that you were alive. You didn’t have to act on it unless it was appropriate. Bill and I didn’t talk about it, but we both knew that so much time apart could challenge our relationship.

Bill’s therapist strongly advised against the tour. Bill had been very responsive to therapy, had stopped trying to control me, and was dealing with his problems. But his self-esteem as an actor needed this job. He also needed to make some real money. Bill told me that his doctor had said to him, “Your wife is a very neurotic woman.” It was easy for me to take responsibility for a failing marriage.

I could have gone with Bill as an understudy, but it never occurred to me to leave my two jobs, Love and Tunnel. I only managed to visit Bill twice during those nine months; once in Pittsburgh early in the run and then in San Francisco at the very end of the run when I had left Tunnel of Love.

Somehow, the marriage survived.

Leaving Love of Life later began an important period where I started to take control of my life. To make my marriage work. To have children. And to give myself a chance to confront the demons – actually the one demon – from my childhood.


My Father

My father kept a gas mask in the garage. Elwin Earl Bartlett, known as “Bart,” or “EE,” never wanted to talk about his World War I experience. He joined the Army at sixteen after his mother signed his enlistment paper, probably to get the income. The only history I have is from the letters he wrote to his mother from the battlefield in France. He chiefly asked about his five sisters, for whom he felt responsible. His experiences must have been too horrific for him to describe, since he only included a few brief passages about himself. I do know that he saw a buddy of his blown up in the trenches right in front of him. And I know he mentioned that the American soldiers would rape the local French schoolgirls. Odd that he told me about that. Since he seemed upset about it, I concluded that he wasn’t a participant. When my father finally returned to the States, he was not released from the service until he underwent treatment for being “shell shocked.” I know he received some compensation before he was released. Now, many years later, I believe that he suffered from PTSD and was changed forever by his experiences. The remarkable movie Paths of Glory, directed by Stanley Kubrick and starring Kirk Douglas, was the closest description of what my father must have experienced during the war.

Bart was a natural athlete. He was a tennis champion in Wisconsin but could do it all: football, basketball, and golf. His golf game was unorthodox, his swing in particular. But he played to win and he did win, even cheating at times. I understood that desire to be better or perfect. Even though I was an A student, sometimes in high school, I would look at someone else’s paper to get one last correct answer.

My brother Bob was so mortified with our father’s cheating that he finally refused to play with him anymore. Once, on my father’s birthday when he was in his sixties, I said, “Dad, give yourself a present for your birthday. Don’t cheat today and see how well you do.”

He gave me no reaction at all and I never learned how well he did that day. I had a feeling he would do well even without cheating. By then, I had learned in analysis that when you cheat, you are “only cheating yourself.” Obviously, this was something I never learned from my father, something I wanted to teach him.

My paternal grandfather, a Bartlett from Vermont, had gone West to South Dakota to find gold, and wound up with a number of gold and silver mines. Like so many Bartletts, he was related to Josiah Bartlett, who was one of the signers of The Declaration of Independence. Along with my grandfather’s wealth came his interest in Republican politics. He owned a Republican newspaper and served in the South Dakota government. He had seven children with his second wife after his first wife died of tuberculosis. My grandfather died when my father was only seven and perhaps that’s one of the reasons my father never had a paternal moral compass. However, when my father was eleven years old, he managed to run his own campaign and was “elected” to be a page in the South Dakota legislature.

My father, born fourth, had five sisters and one older brother Al, who was very handsome and sexy and moved to New York to become an actor. Al was in the original Theatre Guild production of Green Grows the Lilacs, where he was spotted by Ethel Barrymore, who cast him in one of her productions. When it came time to go on tour, however, he refused to leave New York. There he started his own repertory company in Yonkers. Oscar-winning character actress Thelma Ritter was an ingénue in the company.

After my father was released from the army, he attended classes at the University of Minnesota, where he started acting with the Portal Players.

He then went on to the University of Chicago, where he met Will Geer, who had started a Shakespeare company there. Dad worked with that company as an actor and director, and was very impressed with Geer. (I actually worked with Will Geer much later in Hollywood on The Waltons and he still had a Shakespeare company in Topanga Canyon, California. It exists today, the Theatricum Botanicum, run by Will’s daughter Ellen.)

After college, my Dad obtained work as an English teacher and managed to make enough money to help support his mother and younger sisters. I don’t believe Bart ever graduated from the University of Chicago. I certainly never saw a diploma.

He met my mother in Racine, Wisconsin where he was teaching, and together they moved to Texas, where he taught at a boys’ school and helped to start a theatre company with Oliver Hinsdale. It was one of the first successful little theatres in the U.S. and Hinsdale went on to a big career as a casting director with one of the Hollywood studios. My dad worked with the company both as an actor and director. My parents had a son, my brother, and then moved to New York, where my father worked with his brother Al in the Yonkers repertory company. It’s possible that my father left Texas too early. Had he stayed with the little theatre, he might have ultimately stayed in show business. My mother, who ruled the roost, loved Texas, and if they had remained there, my father’s acting career might have continued.

At Al’s Rep Company in New York, my father continued to work as an actor and director on a demanding schedule: two performances a day, seven days a week, and rehearsals in the morning and whenever they could. After a season, my mother took my brother and left. She didn’t like Al or his wife and didn’t appreciate my Grandmother Bartlett’s interference with my brother, who was sick at the time. My mother got on a train and went back to Wisconsin. My father left his life in the theatre to follow her. That was the end of his acting/directing career. Soon he was a mid-western salesman, trying to support a family. He had the salesman’s gift for conversation, and became a good provider, never without a job.

My father had an Episcopalian upbringing, going to church and singing in the choir with his mother. Though he professed certain religious beliefs, his behavior was often out of line with what he said he believed.

Once, he became angry with me when I said I didn’t believe in God.

“Who do you think you are?” he said. I think he was afraid that if I didn’t believe in God, I would go to hell. Or maybe he would go to hell. After his father’s early death, his mother had trouble controlling the seven children, and they had to bring themselves up to some extent. They seemed to have no boundaries.

Two of my father’s sisters were involved in sexual scandals – affairs with clergy. One aunt had to have an abortion in the 1920s, which at that time must have been both shameful and terrifying.

My cousin told me that her mother had said that my father and his brother Al were sexually abusive with their sisters. Though I don’t have firsthand knowledge of this, my own experience makes it easy for me to believe.

**********************

My earliest memory of my father is not my memory at all, it’s my mother’s. She often told it as a funny family story and it has stuck with me. When I was about three, I was misbehaving in the car on a trip to Des Moines. My father kept threatening to put me out of the car if I didn’t “stop it.” Finally, that is what he did. My mother kept looking back along the long country road, where I was walking along briskly. Daddy kept driving until I was just a tiny spec, and Mom panicked and made my father turn back. When they picked me up, I was just strolling along by myself and everybody laughed about it. I have always wondered if I had already learned to be independent of them, or was I a very scared little three-year-old hiding her fear in a power struggle I was determined to win?

An even earlier family story took place in Joliet, Illinois, where my parents entered me into some contest and I was voted “the healthiest baby.” Supposedly I was handed up to President Herbert Hoover, who came through town campaigning for his second term on the back of a train. He held me up and gave me an exuberant kiss. Needless to say, I did not help him get re-elected.

My first personal memory of my father was during the time that I had mastoiditis, an inflammation of the bone behind my ear. It was terribly, terribly painful and lasted about six months. Like childbirth, I don’t remember the pain, but I remember having had it. I might be screaming in agony from the infection, crazily yelling on the roof of the house, not knowing what I was doing. I know that my father was the only one I would let touch me during that time. I didn’t want my mother near me. I didn’t want my maternal grandmother, Grandma Archer, near me either, though I loved her very much. Only my dad could touch me. And if he held me or put his hands on me, then it didn’t hurt as much. I don’t know why. Perhaps it was just because he was such a dramatic, warm, incredibly exaggerated person. My paternal grandmother, Grandma Bartlett, believed in the healing power of “laying on hands,” and at least when it came to me, my father seemed to have that power.

But almost every morning, we – my mother and father and me in my pajamas – had to get in the car and go over to Rock Island to Dr. Ostrum, who was a dear man and an excellent doctor. And I remember there was this marvelous elevator, like an open cage – the kind you see in old movies – and I loved getting in and going up. The usual treatment for this condition was surgery, but rather than operating – which would have left an ugly, permanent hole under my ear – Dr. Ostrum lanced my ear with each treatment and pulled out all the puss. This was before antibiotics, the modern cure for ear infection. I remember how the doctor’s kind face looked behind his glasses. He wore a round head mirror on his forehead, the kind of thing doctors wore before more advanced technology. He talked to me more like an adult than a child. He was obviously sorry to cause me pain, but he was firm and encouraging. “We will both get through this together,” he promised. And after several months, we did.

After each visit to the doctor, I got as much vanilla ice cream as I wanted because it was surprisingly soothing. That spring, I practically lived on vanilla ice cream because that was all I could manage. I was about five years old and had started kindergarten, but I must have missed the whole rest of the school year because I remember going into the first grade after my recovery.

*****************

When my father was angry, he became violent, arms flying out in rage. When I was about five or six, he threw a coffee pot that splashed hot coffee on my neck and back. What I remember, along with the pain, is the inch-thick crust that formed on my back and lasted for some time. I don’t think I had misbehaved. I was just in the way. Both my brother and I learned to keep out of his way when he was angry – if we could. He often became frustrated when carving a roast or turkey, and many meals ended with the meat on the floor, having been thrown against the wall. Why my mother insisted that he carve at the table, I’ll never know. But she said it was the man’s job.

Every night my father read to my brother and me. Bob was two years older but would soon fall asleep. I would hang in there for as long as Dad would read. My father loved to read from and recite Robert Louis Stevenson’s Child’s Garden of Verses. Our favorite verse together was:


“I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me. And what could be the use of it is more than I can see.”



He also read Bobbsey Twins and fairy tales, including a book of fairy tales by Oscar Wilde, all stories that both my dad and I loved. But it was my brother Bob who actually taught me to read. He would come home from school and teach me what he had learned. Bob always woke early, sometimes before five, and we would play games, which he always won, until time for breakfast. Between the two of them, I was reading before kindergarten, so losing most of the kindergarten year in school didn’t hold me back.

Always at Christmas, I would come downstairs very early to find a stack of books that my father had picked out for me. If I got a sweater or game, I quickly unwrapped it, put it aside, and started reading. By the end of Christmas vacation, I had read every one of the twenty books I received.

*****************

When I was small, I took day trips with my father, especially during the summer. Dad was a salesman for Hardware Mutual Insurance Company and these trips were part of his job. He would go out to all these little towns, where he insured farm implement dealers. It was a big treat for me to go along. I loved riding in the car with the scent of gas, oil, and cigarettes. Both my parents were chain smokers.

Those trips with Dad were very special times for me. There was usually a small hotel in town and my father would park me in the lobby with educational books to occupy my time. He also gave me a little money so I could play the game machines and try to win a prize. It was the 1930s, a different time, and I loved seeing and talking to all the different people who came in. I loved those lobbies! Later, my father would pick me up and we would go on home or if I was lucky, to the next town and then home.

Once a year, in Prophetstown, there was something called Children’s Day where the whole main street was taken up with a carnival for children, and my dad would buy me a bunch of tickets. I would go down the road exploring all the various amusements and games. Most children would love this. My brother, however, was never interested. He was cynical, looking for the “catch.” But I was a believer, always looking for the magic. Dad would leave me off at one end of the street and I would be there for several hours. Then he would pick me up at the other end and we would drive home. Oh, how I looked forward to Children’s Day in that little country town. And how I enjoyed those summer days when I could be with my dad, on the road, as he sang After the Ball and Indian Love Call in his good baritone voice. Dad was indeed a great entertainer, at least for me.

The circus was coming to Rock Island and Daddy wanted us to go over and see the parade, which was held very early before the circus. I was excited to go, but my brother tagged along. I think I wanted Dad to myself. We got there early in the morning and went into a drugstore where I wolfed down my favorite food at the time, a liverwurst sandwich and a chocolate malted milk.

For some reason, I got sick, and I vomited everything up. This was followed by my first migraine, which is important because after that first one, my migraines were severe and disabling. My dad decided we shouldn’t go to the circus, so we went to a movie instead. I had a beating, beating head pain throughout the entire film, which was Stanley & Livingstone with Spencer Tracy going into the African jungle with beating, beating drums. (At the time, Spencer Tracy was my father’s favorite actor.) I had always thought that my migraine was connected to my annoyance with my brother’s presence, but recently I realized that I was nine at the time and starting puberty. All my life I felt guilty for ruining that day, but now I understand that the headache was probably due to the changes in my body; that, and the morning liverwurst. The migraines continued every week until my late forties, when I started seeing a wonderful doctor in Los Angeles, Dr. Kudrow, a tall, handsome man who had a tall, handsome, and later very famous, daughter named Lisa.

I had been prescribed Codeine by the doctors when I was attending Northwestern University since I opted out of any physical ed because of my migraines and dizziness. Later on in New York, doctors prescribed Cafergot and eventually Fiorinal. I continued to easily get these when we moved to Los Angeles.

I was sent to Dr. Kudrow by a pharmacist who told me that I had to stop taking Cafergot and especially Fiorinal because they could be life threatening. Apparently Fiorinal, in particular, temporarily takes migraines away but then encourages a recurrence, and you’re
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