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			To my most beautiful and precious wife, Marion, my partner for life. I thank you for the past fifty-plus years together. Through your strength, encouragement, dedication, love, and our family, we are all better people. Like The Man of La Mancha with his many adventures and battles, Don Quixote was my hero and knight errant to my Lady Marion. I thank you for all of your support, and for never leaving my side. I thank you, Mrs. Westmore, for just being you. I will love you forever and always.

		

	
		
			A TRIBUTE TO JAKE PAGE

			In memory of my cowriter, friend, and adviser, Jake Page, and to his talented wife, Susanne Page. Thank you for the hours of guidance and hard work you contributed to organize my thoughts. When we met, Jake was already a prolific author and editor. In the year 2000 he was asked by Smithsonian magazine to write an article about my Hollywood career. Our collaboration quickly developed into a friendship. Jake Page was too modest to reveal that in his career he had written forty-nine books and hundreds of articles. He was a kind, witty, and generous man. This book is a tribute to his life and our friendship.

			Jake, I miss you.
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			Foreword

		

		
			When I scanned the first cast and crew list before shooting began on the pilot episode of Star Trek: The Next Generation, there were only two names I recognized—LeVar Burton and Michael Westmore. I am sure LeVar will understand and forgive if I say that it was the name Westmore that set my pulse beating. I had been a crazy movie fan since the late 1940s. I was one of those who sat through to the end of film credits until the screen went black. I had seen the Westmore name many times on many wonderful movies. But sometimes I wondered if there were lots of Westmores, or just one who couldn’t decide what first name he liked best. There was Monte, Perc, Ern, Wally, Bud, and Frank. What a thrill for a nerd like me to hear the real story from the horse’s mouth. There was George, Mike’s grandfather, who created the Westmore Hollywood dynasty in 1917. He was the father of the six named above, which included Michael’s father, Monte. They were all makeup artists, and had at different times run most of the major Hollywood studios’ makeup departments. 

			I knew Michael had won an Academy Award for his work on Mask, and as I had only worked with a couple of Oscar winners, and never before in Hollywood, Michael’s presence on the show added a glamour that was already buzzing around me each time I drove onto the historic Paramount lot. But if I might have been expecting superstar behavior from Michael, I was to be disappointed. Dedicated, modest, and friendly, he was happy to tolerate the impressionable fan who was playing Captain Picard.

			Michael’s work was outstanding. He inspired his coworkers, and his passionate professionalism set a standard for all of us actors. We respected and adored Michael. He was a natural leader, and his wit and perpetual good humor got us through many a long day, often into the early hours of the next day. Through our association with Michael, we were all touched with the magic of moviemaking at the highest level. He is, quite appropriately, an important part of the history of Hollywood, and I am proud to have shared a tiny part of it with him.

			—Patrick Stewart

		

	
		
			Preface

		

		
			I ask you, why would anyone want to document all the trivia that has occurred in one’s career? First you must understand my heritage if you want to know why I have spent so many years contemplating and recording my busy life. I was born into filmdom’s Royal Family of Makeup Artists. My grandfather, George, started the whole thing when he became a wig maker in England before the turn of the last century—that’s 1900, not 2000. His specialty was to construct and style wigs for the crowned heads, barristers, and hookers. For the hookers he traded wigs for favors. Upon leaving the Isle of Wight in England with my grandmother, Ida, and the oldest children, they first landed in Canada, then went on to New York, where he opened a wig shop. There is a photo of him proudly standing beside his new sign. The family didn’t stop for long, as they traveled down through New Orleans and then on to sunny Southern California. From England to California, Grandmother always seemed to be pregnant, giving birth to a total of eighteen children, of which six males survived. George opened a new wig shop and added to his credits some very impressive silent films, like The Three Musketeers and King of Kings, and stars, including Clara Bow.

			Each of his six surviving sons, including my father, Monte Sr., became world-
renowned makeup artists, setting the standards and styles for makeup around the world. Each one became the makeup department head of a major studio at a young age. To make everyone’s life more exciting, grandfather George got pissed off with his new wife, and committed a nasty suicide. Not to allow my grandparents to outdo them in numbers, all six sons were betrothed more than eighteen times, and some of the beauties were well-known actresses of the silver screen. Even my dad was married to my mom twice, and I became the twinkle in round two. Well! After being born into all this, why shouldn’t I keep score?

			I think every makeup project in my personal and work-related life has become a passionate adventure. In the middle of a conversation, a single word, name, place, or action will conjure up in my mind an entire past encounter which I am compelled to share. I’m compelled to the point that I will have to interrupt the flow of the present conversation to interject my thoughts.

			My studio career as a day laborer and trivia expounder started in 1958, when I was working during the summer between college semesters. My entry into showbiz started at the bottom, if that includes pulling nails out of reusable lumber, sweeping empty studio stages at eleven p.m., removing empty bottles from the Rat Pack’s dressing rooms, and picking up elephant poop. From there it was all uphill.

			My career time also includes the eighteen years I spent at Paramount Studios, immersed in Gene Roddenberry’s world of Star Trek. It was exciting, as each one of the more than six hundred television episodes and features I designed and supervised was a special moment in time. 

			Beginning in 1987, I was the makeup creator and supervisor of everything Star Trek. I held this position at Paramount for eighteen years. At that time I occupied a spacious corner office upstairs in the Dreier Building. Directly across the bustling street, known as Avenue “P,” was Stage 18 with its high, gray cement walls and huge, ancient doors. This exterior location was the setting for a scene in the 1950s movie Sunset Boulevard. This was the exact spot where Gloria Swanson, playing the fading silent star, is driven up in a 1929 classic Italian limo. Later inside the stage she performs her grand entrance and exclaims, “All right, Mr. DeMille, I’m ready for my close-up.”

			Back across the street in my upstairs office is the movie location where a young William Holden, Swanson’s costar, plays a hack screenwriter. Another scene called for the writer, typing away, to be next to his window that looked out at the stage across the street. I had the same view in which to ponder. Nothing had changed in fifty-three years. In the afternoons around four p.m., after all my special makeups had been applied, I would take this time to design the alien creations which were needed for the upcoming Star Trek episodes. One afternoon during my creative hour my mind wandered from fantasy aliens to reflections about my present career and continued to regress in time. I thought about John Chambers, my mentor, who devoted much of his talent and time to the CIA. Did he recruit me? I will get killed if I tell!

			Staring out the magic window I thought about my roots, my famous family and their accomplishments, my wife Marion, my children, my father, my mother, and my childhood. I asked my assistant Valerie Canamar for a legal pad and started to compile everything I could remember about growing up in a show-business family. I included all the movie stars that I had met—during my youth, on the lot at Warner Bros. studio, and in our home during the holidays. Within a year or so I had filled three legal pads that only took my life’s timeline up through college and my makeup apprenticeship in 1961 under Uncle Bud at Universal Studios. I couldn’t stop there. I was possessed to continue documenting my adventurous career, my family, and just simple moments that went bump in my mind.

			For the next thirteen years, “My Hollywood behind the Camera” memories came flooding back like a giant tidal wave. The year 1965 represents what Robert Wagner calls the dividing point in Hollywood history. It marks the end of the classic studio system and the ushering in of independent productions. I experienced this moment firsthand, as it was the year a Westmore (me) was honestly married (just once, for life), and I could quit wearing a tie to work.

			Like many of my peers, for years I stood quiet and motionless behind the lights and camera, ready to rush onto the set to attend to my performer’s visage. A blot with a tissue or a puff of powder and I would return to the shadows as the director called “Action!” For some strange reason I filed all that happened away in my mind. 

			I found my creative involvement always meant more to me than money or the accolades from the Academy Awards. This is my account of Hollywood and my life as I saw it. This was my time to dream the impossible dream, and to make it come true. Like my favorite character, Don Quixote from The Man of La Mancha, I’ve completed my quest. 

		

	
		
			Tributes

		

		
			At one time there were as many Westmores as there were major studios in Hollywood. The historic achievements of the Westmores started with George, a makeup genius and pioneer, who founded the Westmore dynasty.

			—A. C. Lyles, producer

			The contributions of the Westmore family to Hollywood are enormous! They were consummate professionals who set the standards for makeup artists, not only in Hollywood, but on an international level. There is no other family who so greatly influenced beauty in the movie industry.

			—Robert Wagner

			The Westmores were pioneers in the makeup industry, and their influence continues today. I think it’s time Hollywood recognizes the Westmores with a star for their tremendous talent and contribution to the world of film.

			—Paul Newman

			I feel the Westmores were vital in our motion picture history, and should definitely be included in the Walk of Fame.

			—Debbie Reynolds
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			To Rick Rinehart, my editor, and Jacques de Spoelberch, my literary agent—you are very much appreciated for making my Hollywood journey a reality.
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			To my namesake, Michael Jr.—in you, I see so much of myself. Thank you for your support, and for your abundant talents that allowed us to complete this journey. I am proud to have you by my side.

			To Michele Westmore Meeks and McKenzie Westmore Tatopoulos, who with hard work and determination have become such talented and beautiful women. And to their husbands, Martin Meeks and Patrick Tatopoulos, thank you for taking such good care of my little girls. And to Maddox, our grandson, who is on his way to conquering the world with his genius and talents. Mema and Deda love you.

			In memory of John Chambers (Mr. Argo), my mentor and friend—without his teachings and generosity, my life’s path would not have been possible.

			To Robert Barron, a real master of disguise, and the greatest prosthetic specialist in the world—if I tell you everything that Robert has done, he will have to kill me.

			To Christiana Benson, the keeper of the Westmore family history—thank you for your knowledge and support.

			Finally, to all of my relatives, friends, and acquaintances—there are not enough pages to mention everyone, but you are in my thoughts, and I am blessed just knowing all of you.

		

	
		
			Walk of Fame

		

		
			At eleven a.m. on a sunny October 3, 2008, the Westmore clan and friends gathered near the crossroads of Hollywood and Vine—1645 Vine, to be exact—not far from the original House of Westmore beauty salon. Tourists walking past the assembled group stopped to listen in on the event, whatever it might be. The first speaker was Leron Gubler, president of the Hollywood Chamber of Commerce, followed by A. C. Lyles, a living legend who seemed to know everyone in Hollywood, and is said to have introduced an actor named Ronald Reagan to his future wife, Nancy.

			A first-ever event occurred on the sidewalk that October day. The podium had been erected next to the building, and many floors up a resident stood on an overhanging balcony and decided at that moment to water his plants. He overwatered them. A small torrent cascaded down the front of the building. I stepped back and watched Mr. Gubler get drenched. I was next to speak, and hoped that my notes, written in washable ink, had survived. (They did.) I spoke of our family heritage, and my brother Marvin followed, giving tribute to our parents and our recently deceased brother, Monty Jr. After the speeches I was given a plaque with a miniature version of our star, which reads:

			Hollywood Walk of Fame

			Presented to

			The Westmores

			On the occasion of the placement of your star in

			The Hollywood Walk of Fame

			October 3, 2008

			Hollywood Chamber of Commerce

			The sidewalk beside the podium was covered with a red carpet, in the center of which was a cut-out area covered by a wooden replica of the permanent star. As the family gathered around, the wooden star was lifted, revealing our new family tribute, Number 2,370. Like the others, it is a pink stone star engraved with our name, a bronze symbol embedded into it. The symbol denotes which part of the entertainment business the honoree is associated with. Our symbol is an old-fashioned camera.

			After many photographs and congratulations, relatives and friends gathered around to toast the family. That day, I couldn’t help but feel that every Westmore, past and present, was with us as we celebrated the heritage the Westmore family had brought to the land called Hollywood.
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					Star ceremony on Hollywood Boulevard. My family left to right: Michael Jr., McKenzie, Marion, me, Michele. Bob Freeman, Hollywood Chamber of Commerce

				

			

		

	
		
			The Family

		

		
			The Westmores are the longest-lasting family dynasty in Hollywood, especially in the creation, innovation, and application of makeup and hairstyling. No family has been more prominently associated with this field over the last ten decades than the Westmores, famously known as Hollywood’s Royal Family of Makeup. The first three generations include George, the visionary father, his six sons, and his three grandsons, along with four highly successful women, and a fourth generation. All family members combined have accumulated an enormous amount of film and television credits—well over 2,500. The family’s impact on the motion picture and television industry is monumental.

			Each of my makeup and hairstyling relatives touched me directly or indirectly with their spirit and genius. In Hollywood’s heyday, almost every major studio had a Westmore heading up its makeup department. Since 1917, when George arrived in Hollywood, there has never been a time when Westmores weren’t shaping the visages of stardom. 

			George Westmore (1879–1931)

			George Westmore, a wig maker on England’s Isle of Wight, was given a boost of confidence as a barber by a young war correspondent, Winston Churchill, and set off to become the makeup and hairdressing genius he believed himself to be. By that time George had produced four sons, and after a brief sojourn, he noticed that prostitutes in Hollywood were better turned out than the famous actresses who appeared on the silver screen. The constant traveler would wind up in Los Angeles working in the famous salon, Maison Caesar. Off he went just as the city was becoming a major center of the American film industry, arriving in 1917 determined to be famous. 
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					My grandfather George in front of his one-chair beauty parlor in Hollywood. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			He established the first movie makeup department in cinema history with an outfit that made jungle movies. Over his career he accumulated more than eighteen film credits. He created Mary Pickford’s signature curls; arched and shaped boxer Jack Dempsey’s eyebrows; fashioned a new wig for actress Billie Burke, and then did the unthinkable—he applied her makeup.

			This was during a time when all the performers applied their own makeup. Soon any actor or actress worth their salt had their makeup applied professionally. George had created a ready market for his skills. He completed Billie’s new look by creating one of the very first pair of false eyelashes. He tied real hair around a straight piece of clear catgut, then curled the hair with a hot curling iron. To put his young daughter-in-law to work, he taught her this new technique; that person was my mother, Edith. It was not long before George soon became the indispensable intimate of the young stars.

			He also created a new technique for cutting hair into layers, and one of his first subjects was movie legend Douglas Fairbanks. Grandfather’s silent film credits included the original Ben-Hur, Robin Hood, and the 1921 version of The Three Musketeers. 

			All was not rosy in the Westmore household, however. The patriarch was a strict disciplinarian. With his sons he was a stern taskmaster with an appetite for cruelty. He seemed to take pleasure in playing one off against the other. Following the completion of King of Kings, George opened a new salon on Hollywood Boulevard and thought of himself as the makeup, wig-making, and hairstyling czar of Hollywood. He was now in competition with some of his sons, and he was losing. As each major studio decided to establish a makeup department, George was passed over for one or the other of his sons. Those studios included Warner Bros., RKO, Paramount, and Selznick. 
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					Westmore family in profile, 1935: Perc, Ern, Bud, Wally, Monte, and Frank, who is twelve years old. Courtesy of the author, photo by Christiana Benson

				

			

			In 1931, his son Ernest won an industry award (at this time there was no Academy Award category for makeup) for his work on the film classic, Cimarron. In a fit of jealousy and despair the combative Westmore patriarch, now completely playing second fiddle to all of his sons, attempted suicide by drinking mercury bichloride, a very toxic chemical. He evidently changed his mind, but doctors could do nothing for him. After four days of excruciating pain and an awful stink, his insides were eaten away and he passed away. The brothers mourned their father, but went on climbing the makeup ladder of success.

			Montague Westmore, “Monte” (1902–1940)

			Montague Westmore, known as Monte, was the oldest of the six brothers, and my father. He originally had no intention of going into the makeup profession, but one day in 1921, he saw a dark-haired young man known to be something of a gigolo. Monte couldn’t resist. He befriended this not altogether savory gent and created the “Valentino look.” He pulled back Rudolph’s hair and dressed it with a thin coat of Vaseline, shadowed his jawline with makeup, plucked and reshaped his eyebrows, defined his lip line, and trimmed the ends of his sideburns at an angle. Valentino became the first global matinee idol. Monte followed Valentino for the duration of his acting career as his personal makeup artist and friend. 

			The flapper sensation was created in 1927 when Dad taped down Clara Bow’s breasts for the movie It. Clara became forever known as the “It” girl. In 1932 he was hired to design the makeup for Paul Muni in the film Scarface. The cosmetic material used to create the scar running down Muni’s cheek was a liquid called collodion, painted on with a small brush. When this material dried it would shrink and create an indent in his cheek, a very realistic-looking scar. After having it applied day after day during the filming, it left an actual red scar that Muni had for the rest of his life. In the early days of film many people were not listed in the credits, and makeup artists were rarely credited. Dad was not credited for Scarface or Mutiny on the Bounty, with Clark Gable playing the mutinous Mr. Christian. Monte is credited with over seventeen films, his most memorable being Gone with the Wind. He spent a year preparing for it and another year working during the filming. At the same time he was working on Alfred Hitchcock’s best picture Oscar–winner Rebecca, 1940, and Intermezzo: A Love Story, 1939, with Ingrid Bergman. 

			My dad lived up to what would become the family reputation of being married several times, but twice to my mother Edith. I was two when he passed away. I am sure that the pressure from the mega-films he was supervising created a great deal of tension, stress, and frustration. In any event, in 1940 he entered the hospital for a routine tonsillectomy but had a massive heart attack that killed him. My only recollection of him was passing by a couch in our living room where he lay sleeping. Even the angle of this image in my mind is very low, at about the eye level of a two-year-old. Did this really happen, and was it really my dad?

			In 1940 my mother was pregnant for the fifth time when Dad passed on. The previous five had all been boys, and they had always wanted a girl. The only name they had picked was Patricia. With Dad gone, Mom lost the baby (it was a girl). In the throes of despondency she searched out a medium, not telling her about the recent circumstances. The medium told my mother she could see a man on the other side of the veil, holding a baby girl, and that he would care for her until they were all together again.

			Percival Westmore, “Perc” (1904–1970)

			It has been said that volumes could be written about Uncle Perc’s (pronounced purse) illustrious career. He and his twin brother Ern were born in England in 1904. When they came to America, still in their youth, they were learning the hair trade at a salon known as Maison Caesar and Wm. Hepner Wig Company in Los Angeles. One morning an actor burst through the Hepner door, panicking because he had accidentally shaved off half his mustache. Perc put down his broom and in a short time had hand-tied a perfect match. The actor, Adolphe Menjou, was able to return to the set of The Three Musketeers and continue filming.
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					The first known Westmore makeup guide, 1939. Perc Westmore is on the cover. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			This simple act brought much attention to the newly arrived Westmore family, so in 1921 the twins started the first film studio makeup department at National Pictures. By the 1930s nearly every studio was headed by a Westmore. National Pictures had become Warner Bros., and Perc was signed to a lifelong contract. He was always inventing something new to enhance the art of beauty and hairstyling. My earliest recollections of him were in the early 1940s, as we would make an annual Christmas-morning visit to his large mansion, located just north of Sunset Boulevard in West Hollywood. He loved to show me his latest woodworking projects located in one of his two workshops. Uncle Perc collected two of everything. Behind the big house on separate levels were two swimming pools, and his prized workshops each contained the same hammers, electric saws, drill presses, and so forth.

			Perc was the most powerful and competitive of the Westmore brothers. He transformed Bette Davis into a pale, imperious Queen Elizabeth. Davis was a difficult-to-handle hellcat who insisted that Perc do her makeup while she was totally naked. After Perc passed away I took on her makeup duties, and thankfully, she remained clothed. “You’re no Perc,” she told me. In 1936 when Paul Muni accepted the Academy Award for his lead role in The Story of Louis Pasteur, he thanked only one man: Perc Westmore.

			In the early 1930s, led by the driving personality of Perc, the Westmore brothers opened the most exclusive beauty salon in the world, the House of Westmore, located on the Sunset Strip. Women from far and wide made pilgrimages to sit among the Hollywood elite, where they would receive the same styling as the stars. At Warner Bros., Perc was a giant, totally trustworthy. Bette Davis even let him shave half her head when she played Queen Elizabeth in 1939. After letting her hair grow out, he restyled it and produced her famous bangs. Also in 1939 he became the “makeup master,” loaned out for $10,000 to RKO Radio Pictures to create the makeup and body suit for Charles Laughton when he played the deformed character in The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

			At this time Perc and Ern designed what is now used by any enterprising makeup artist, the Seven Basic Face Shapes, published in a 1939 booklet. By using the measuring steps to calculate her face shape, any woman can dial in the perfect way to apply her cosmetics and design the most flattering hairstyle. (My philosophy: Steal an idea from one makeup artist, and it’s plagiarism, but take it from more than two—Perc and Ern—and it’s called research.) Perc was also instrumental in designing the Westmore eyebrow, which is applied in three steps. It is the classic style that became so popular in the 1940s. A good example is Elizabeth Taylor’s eyebrows, which didn’t change throughout her life. Perc even calculated the angle, sharpness, and cutting technique to properly shape the pencil. During the time I spent with Elizabeth Taylor, I always had pencils sharpened and ready to go.
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					The House of Westmore Hollywood stood on Sunset Boulevard from 1935 to 1965. This photo was taken in 1940. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			Not only did new techniques flow from their minds, especially Perc’s, but they also developed the first natural makeup foundation, where oil and pigments were suspended together. Other makeup artists were known to pour this liquid gold into another bottle and sell it to Hollywood stars at 1,000 percent markup. Translucent powder, a staple today with most any woman who uses powder to blot, is more than seventy years old, a product of Perc’s ingenuity.

			When I was a kid I went to work with my mom on Saturdays to Warner Bros. Studio, Uncle Perc’s domain for decades. I had the run of the entire makeup department, but didn’t see much of Perc, because he was a workaholic with a lot of responsibility. The day the place was bulldozed to make way for modernization, Perc stood across from his beloved cement structure and cried with every crashing blow. His contract with Warner’s had ended, but instead of retiring he went to work for Uncle Bud at Universal. I was already there on staff, so we did become close, talking every day as he applied his great artistic skill and knowledge once more.

			By now Perc had downsized his home and was on his fifth wife, Ola. She turned out to be the love of his life and a wonderful aunt to me. She had managed the House of Westmore for many years, and I believe she knew where all the bodies were buried. In their living room hung an almost life-size portrait of Bette Davis, painted to hang as a prop in the 1944 film, Mr. Skeffington. Somehow Perc had spirited it away from the studio, and from then on, everywhere that Perc went, Bette went with him. Their living room was decorated to enhance its elegance. Bette tried for many years to have Perc give it up, but he never did, not even after his death. I am not positive of its exact location, but I know that it survives today.

			Uncle Perc tried for years to have the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences establish a makeup category, but his request fell on deaf ears. He told me that a very influential producer once said that as long as he was president, there would never be recognition for makeup artistry. One of his reasons was that a Westmore would win it every year.

			Upon Perc’s death I felt a sense of total loss. He was my go-to man for any makeup problem. Whenever I would ask, “How do I do this?,” he would reply with ten solutions. After the funeral the first thought that crossed my mind was, My answer man was gone. My second thought: I am going to have to step up to the plate and become my uncle Perc. To this day I still get “How do I do this?” calls from associate artists needing help.
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					Brothers Westmore on the phone, from a publicity photo in 1935: Wally, Bud, Perc, Monte, Ern. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			Ernest Westmore, “Ern” (1904–1968)

			Ern and Perc were identical twins with highly successful careers before I was born. In 1931, at a ceremony at the Ambassador Hotel, the trade magazine Hollywood Filmograph presented Ern with a silver cup for best makeup, for the film Cimarron. He was only twenty-seven years old. This was the first known recognition for makeup for a motion picture, and many years would pass before it happened again. 

			Ern headed makeup at RKO and was intuitively brilliant. Before Perc got to Bette Davis, Ern created a whole new look for the film star when he refused to make her up with the typical cupid’s-bow mouth, instead painting her upper lip straight across. The brothers developed a way to disguise irregularities in a nose’s profile and to make it appear thinner for the camera, using it on Claudette Colbert, Ginger Rogers, Hedy Lamarr, Barbara Stanwyck, and a host of others.
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					Uncle Ern Westmore’s makeup trophy for the film Cimarron in 1935. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			Ern’s talents launched him into other related fields of makeup. He coauthored several cosmetics books with his brothers, and was a partner with them when the doors first opened at the House of Westmore at 6638 Sunset Boulevard. Ern and his brothers also created a line of cosmetics that could be found in most dime stores from coast to coast. Ern acted in several movies and hosted several television shows, including a series titled The Ern Westmore Show that dwelled on glamour and beauty. 

			I know he loved me like the son he never had because I always had his full attention when I needed it. And indeed, he was the father I lost when I was about two years old. The last of his four wives was Betty, who had a daughter, Colleen. In the beginning they lived directly behind us. I would crawl over the back fence to visit. Aunt Betty always reminded me that when a stranger came to their door I should hide in the fireplace so she always knew where to find me. Later, they moved several miles down the way, so I would visit by bicycle. Unannounced, I would appear at their back door, and Aunt Betty would welcome me with a “Hi buckaroo,” or her cheerful greeting, “God love ya.” Another nickname for me was “Goober Feathers” (I have yet to figure that one out). If I arrived early enough in the morning, I would be served a normal meal, and I would watch with amazement as Uncle Ern was served everything on a breakfast buffet. I remember wondering where he could put all that food. I was often tempted to look under the table.

			Ern was my hero. He took me to the circus every year. Those were the years when the circus had a large menagerie tent and a mesmerizing freak show. One year I brought home a chameleon that could change its body color. It was pinned to a chain on my shirt for several days before meeting its inevitable doom. Another time I came home with a stuffed purple monkey that slept with me for many years. Where we lived in the San Fernando Valley, summers were always extremely hot. As a surprise, Ern installed an aboveground swimming pool on his outside patio. It was actually an army surplus water storage tank about five feet deep. It sure felt great to slip beneath the cool water, even though it smelled like rubberized canvas.

			Not long ago, my five-year-old grandson, Maddox, asked me if I had ever participated in an egg hunt. Did I ever! For many years Uncle Ern sponsored a community egg hunt on the several acres that were next to his house. Every year zillions of kids would show up to run the obstacle course for eggs and prizes. Even though I didn’t find many, I always seemed to wind up with a prize-winning egg.

			In 1948, as a youth of about ten, I got a birthday gift that every child should experience. Uncle Ern and Uncle Perc took me to a toy store and gave me a hundred dollars to spend. I searched every shelf, purchased everything I wanted, and had money left over. It was better than getting lost in Michael Jackson’s candy store, which I did in later years. One of Ern’s ways to relax was to take a boat out deep-sea fishing, and I accompanied him several times. That was when the Pacific Ocean waters were teeming with fish, especially halibut, just waiting to be caught.

			During his studio career Uncle Ern moved around to several studios, accumulating more than sixty-two credits. In 1949, he was supervising a studio called Eagle Lion, and my mother was a hairstylist there, working on a film called Port of New York. Like so many other Saturdays, Mom took me to work with her. I met all the actors and actresses and became very comfortable with my surroundings. The next scene to be filmed that day was a comedian in a bar telling an off-color joke, and the tag went something like this: “The Duke is feeling much better, and the Duchess is feeling herself.” Ern started to wonder where little Mickey was (another of my nicknames). Little Mickey had been sitting at a table in the front row of the nightclub, laughing along with all the other patrons (even though he didn’t know what he was laughing at).

			Ern’s film credits were fewer than his brother’s because in the early 1950s, he left Hollywood to become designer and spokesperson for a door-to-door cosmetic company called Holiday Magic. He kept an exhausting lecturing and traveling schedule, hard work for a man of sixty-two. One day he was going to speak to a sold-out audience in New York’s Carnegie Hall. I was twenty-nine years old, working at Universal Studios. The day before Ern’s performance at Carnegie Hall, my phone rang very early in the morning, and Ern said, “Mickeroo, I’m very tired, but I’m going to speak in Carnegie Hall tomorrow, and then I want to come home and take you fishing.”

			Both my wife Marion and I sensed that something was wrong about his voice. Several days later we got the message that Uncle Ern had had a heart attack, falling dead on the floor of the hotel lobby before his lecture. Time healed my sorrow, but I will never forget the kindly man who spent his life pleasing people, developing ideas for products and tools that are still in popular use today, and being a surrogate father for me.

			Walter Westmore, “Wally” (1906–1973)

			Uncle Wally was the one uncle whom I saw the least. When I was growing up, the only contact we had was an occasional Christmas morning visit or a passing hello when my mother was working at Paramount Studios on Saturdays. Over his forty-one-year tenure at Paramount he is credited with over 376 films. He and his wife, Edwina, were very social, and lived in a Tudor-style house in Beverly Hills, across the street from Elizabeth Taylor. 

			Wally’s success as a creative makeup artist probably began with the gruesome facial transformation that he created on Fredric March for the 1931 film Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. By applying red hair to March’s face and red filters on the camera, facial contouring and hair growth were made to subtly appear or disappear. You could almost say this was a forerunner of today’s computer-generated imagery (CGI). In 1935 he designed and patented the inner working movements of several oversized latex fantasy masks, for several characters in the film Alice in Wonderland. In the hollow spaces between the actors’ skin and the inner surface of the balloon-like mask, rubber contact points were adhered in specific movement spots. For example, if the actor smiled, the contact point at the mouth made the mask smile. You might say the mask acted like a puppet, transferring the actor’s facial movements to the surface of the latex.

			At one point in his career Wally is credited with inventing one of the first flesh-textured prosthetic hands. His prototype had a series of wires embedded in it, allowing the hand to move realistically. Like all the Westmores, Wally’s reputation didn’t stop with special-effects makeup. He was also a creator of beauty and glamour, designing Audrey Hepburn’s heavy black eyeliner and eyelashes in Breakfast at Tiffany’s and the signature eyebrows of his Beverly Hills neighbor, Elizabeth Taylor. The third-floor makeup department at Paramount was always a bustling place. Even at lunchtime the likes of Bing Crosby and others would arrive to play cards with Wally. Many a business tip was passed along at the games, such as the day the inner circle heard that Crosby was going to purchase an orange juice company.

			Wally was not very happy that once I finished college I accepted an apprenticeship at Universal, where my uncle Bud ran the show. Wally had thought of me training with him at Paramount, but Bud had offered first. Nonetheless, Wally welcomed me into the family tradition by having me come over to his studio and giving me one of the most generous gifts I ever received. He took me into the makeup storeroom where he unlocked a big cabinet that was filled with the most expensive cosmetic brushes in the world. As my eyes bulged out, he proceeded to fill my makeup case with all the necessary (and unnecessary) brushes that I would ever need. Now all I had to do was work as an apprentice for the next three years.

			One thing that Wally and I had in common aside from makeup was that we were the only two in the first generations of the Westmore family to be married only once, and in this business, that is quite an achievement. In all, the six Westmore brothers had eighteen wives, which still stands as a record in Hollywood.

			George Hamilton Westmore, “Bud” (1918–1973)

			The uncle I was closest too as a young adult was Bud. In my late teens I decided to build a wooden cabinet to hold my portable record player and speakers. Who best to seek out for assistance but Uncle Bud, a woodworking master. His shop at home held all the perfect tools and the sharpest saws to build my money-saving dream. After many months of weekends it was finally done. As I had spent so much time there, I grew very close to Bud, his wife Jeanne, and my cousins. I was part of the family.

			After a long day Bud would fall asleep on the red shag carpet and Jeanne and I would talk for hours. Bud deserved the rest, because over his film and television career as a makeup artist supervisor, he is credited with over 479 projects that spanned the years from 1938 to 1973. In 1961, as I was graduating from the University of California at Santa Barbara, Bud asked me if I was interested in accepting a makeup apprenticeship under his wing, at Universal Studios. With my bachelor of arts degree in hand, I left Santa Barbara on a Monday and arrived at the studio two days later, on January 31, 1961.

			Bud had apprenticed under his family, too, his brothers Perc, Ern, and Wally all taking him under their wings. He quickly rose to makeup department head at Universal Studios. Prior to my arrival, the most notable of Bud’s creations were Creature from the Black Lagoon (1954) and an earlier film called Mr. Peabody and the Mermaid (1948), starring a young Ann Blyth. Both of these special costumes had something in common: They were constructed with foam latex and caused a problem when first submerged in water. Due to her costume’s buoyancy, Ann flipped upside down, tail in the air, and the creature did the same. The costumes suspended the wearers upside down in the water with no way of righting themselves without assistance. Back to the drawing board. Lead weights were inserted into the mermaid’s tail and the creature’s feet, to allow for proper stability.

			When I started at Universal, the last existing mermaid tail and creature suit were hanging in the special-effects lab, but they were slowly disintegrating due to the increase in ozone (smog) that was being generated in Los Angeles. Other items sitting on dusty shelves were the alien latex heads and hands from the sci-fi film The Mole People, and a headpiece from Spartacus that could be worn on top of an actor’s head. It was made to spring open and spray blood when hit with an ax—brains, anyone? It had been used in the first eight minutes of the film’s battle sequence, along with cut-off arms and other mutilated body parts that also sprayed blood. It seems there was too much gore for the premiere’s audience, so all the early blood and guts were eliminated.

			Another prop left over from Bud’s Spartacus was a full-length latex body of Woody Strode, with his arms extended over his head. It stood over eight feet tall. Ron Walters was another apprentice at that time. We would wait for the tourist bus to pass by the upstairs lab, then wrestle the naked latex body out onto the stairway balcony and throw it over onto the street in front of the passing tourist bus. We were the first unplanned attraction for what is now called Universal City Tours. 

			In another dark corner were several small dolls. Bud was friends with a toy-making couple who had designed a new doll and wanted his advice in 1957 on how the doll should appear cosmetically. That new teen fashion doll became known as Barbie. Other memorable moments with Bud occurred in the special-effects lab, where I spent most of my time. 

			Another film called for a full-figured mannequin of Claudia Cardinale, an Italian beauty. What better way to do this than to lay a nearly naked Claudia on the marble lab table and take a plaster cast of her whole body? It took several hours to complete, and we all became very familiar with each other during the process. When it was completed, Claudia announced that we all had become her honorary brothers. The body cast created a life-size mannequin of her that appeared as a prop in the 1965 film with Rock Hudson, Blindfold. Bud had kept a scantily clad copy of her mannequin, with wig, eyebrows, and glass eyes, standing in the back corner of his makeup room. Anyone who entered the room not knowing of her presence always jumped a mile. It was always good for a laugh.

			Under Bud’s guidance, I had the opportunity to work on such films as Rosemary’s Baby, To Kill a Mockingbird, and The List of Adrian Messenger, which was the largest makeup-budgeted film until the original Planet of the Apes. I owe my career and livelihood mostly to Uncle Bud, and when he died in 1973, I couldn’t stop crying.

			Frank Westmore (1923–1985)

			Uncle Frank was the youngest of the brothers. In fact, he was born only two months (April 13, 1923) before my brother Monty (June 12, 1923). Frank’s father George, my grandfather, died when Frank was very young, so he had no real Westmore roots until he came to live with us. Monty Jr. and he both attended Hollywood High School but ran in totally different social and athletic circles. Our housekeeper Kate used to put two fresh hot pies in the kitchen window just so the boys could steal one. Kate was like a second mother to all of us. She came to live with our family after my father passed away and Mom had to go to work.

			After a stint in World War II, both Frank and Monty Jr. started makeup apprenticeships at Warner Bros. Frank’s greatest film achievement was Cecil B. DeMille’s The Ten Commandments, in 1956. Under the burning Egyptian sun he was in charge of makeup for the huge cast. DeMille loved Frank for all his devotion, and rewarded him with a small percentage of the film’s royalties until his death in 1985. His personal film and television credits are listed at over fifty, but a single series name can include many episodes. Two films that really displayed Frank’s talent were My Geisha and Gambit. In both, he transformed star Shirley MacLaine into an Asian beauty. 

			Robert Mitchum was another good friend, and Frank’s second wife Gloria was Mitchum’s assistant. Much to my surprise, I discovered when researching material for this book that Frank had worked with Jimmy Stewart on the film Shenandoah at Universal (a film that holds a special meaning for my wife and me). 

			In the early 1970s the Academy of Television Arts and Sciences added a new award for Best Makeup. Frank couldn’t be bothered with “whatever it was.” I had been a judge on the first go-round year, and the makeup contestants’ work had been pretty boring. For example, how do you judge Tom Jones’s straight makeup on a variety show? Uncle Frank had been working on a television movie, Kung Fu, with family friend and actor David Carradine. Frank had perfected the art of making a performer appear bald with the use of a plastic cap. I told him he could win if he would only submit the paperwork. He wasn’t interested. Not wanting to let this opportunity slip by, I picked up the paperwork, filled out the application, took it to the studio for Frank to sign, and delivered it to the Academy. He not only made it onto the first ballot, but Frank was the first Westmore to win an Emmy, for his work on Grasshopper, in 1972. I don’t remember, but he must have said thanks.

			We only worked side by side a few times. I asked him to help me on Rocky, Raging Bull, and The Lou Gehrig Story, the last of which we both were nominated for Emmys. With all Frank’s prizewinning work, his single most amazing contribution was to write The Westmores of Hollywood, a family biography. It chronicled our history from its beginnings to 1976. Frank didn’t pull many punches, and the tales of happy days are more than matched by the accounts of the Westmore brothers. They cut a swathe though the Hollywood of their days. What I have written about them is largely based on my own experiences. 

			The competitiveness was long over when Frank mentioned Monte Sr.’s three sons, who followed in their father’s footsteps. What Frank wrote about me toward the end of the book suggested a whole new style among the inheritors of the royal lineage of Westmores:

			Then there’s Michael, the youngest of Monte’s three sons. He’s as handsome as Bud was, strikingly similar to him in appearance, though Michael has inherited his mother’s beautiful blue eyes, and he has now surpassed Bud’s skill in fabricating the rubber-plastic prosthetic types of makeups in the lab. Ranked second only to John Chambers in this specialized field, it was Michael who was called in by ABC to change actress Jane Alexander into Eleanor Roosevelt for the network’s classic four-hour drama, Eleanor and Franklin. 

			There would be no competition among the Westmores as a third generation began to flower. Today, there is an active fourth generation still engaged in makeup, film production, and acting that continues to represent the genius that an old Brit, George Westmore, brought to Hollywood in 1917.

			Edith Westmore, “Mom” (1902–1994)

			My mother and protector was born in 1902, high in the mountains of Colorado, as Edith Adeline McCarrier. She lived an exciting life for ninety-two years. She married my dad for the first time in the early 1920s. My master craftsman grandfather took her under his wing, and she became one of Hollywood’s finest hairstylists. Mom and Dad divorced, but remarried several years later, in 1934. That’s when Marvin and I were born. In 1940 after Dad died, she had to leave her few precious years of retirement and return to the business. With my mom off to work, a little Irish lady by the name of Catherine Cunningham stepped in to wipe my nose until I was eighteen. 

			Those were the times when the motion picture business worked long hours, six days a week. The only way I could see my mother more often was to spend my Saturdays at the studio. The makeup department and grounds at Warner’s became my playground. I knew the location of every ice-cream machine and bathroom. I also knew where every stage was located. I have a faint recollection of being dazzled one Saturday by a giant swinging gate lined with singing chorus girls from the 1944 film Shine On, Harvest Moon. Ann Sheridan and Dennis Morgan were the stars of this musical. They shot the gate scene over and over, at different angles, and each time a recording would play the orchestral music theme, “Shine On, Harvest Moon.” I sat there watching and listening all day. I heard it so many times, there was no way I would ever forget the melody and the words. 

			At that time Mom also worked with Humphrey Bogart, Lauren Bacall, and Gary Cooper. She continually went from one film to another. In 1950 I was visiting the set of The Flame and the Arrow, which starred Burt Lancaster and Virginia Mayo. It was a Robin Hood–like story, and Lancaster was the swashbuckling hero. He had been a trapeze artist in his earlier years, so it wasn’t any problem for him to jump off a three-story balcony hanging onto a chandelier or curtain and swing across the entire length of a large banquet hall and fall to the floor. The director was never happy doing it just once; there was always room for improvement, so Lancaster did it several more times. My mom’s advice to me was, “Don’t even think about trying it.” 

			Mom was very adventurous and she loved to go on location. These were the days when cowboy films were popular, and there were a lot of places to film, from the mountains to the desert. She was especially adept at putting long black wigs on actors to become on-screen Indians. We have a picture of her on one of her Western locations, standing in a Nogales, Mexico, bar surrounded by a number of smiling whores. She was smiling and looking as if she was a member of the sorority. Mom did get her name in lights, or at least, a theater program. The director and family friend George Schaefer was directing a play called The Linden Tree in 1948, and Mary Kimber the actress was playing, onstage, the role of Edith Westmore. A coincidence, George?

			Mom could fit in anywhere; she was only five-foot-two, with bright red hair. She was respected by everyone; in fact, crew members would apologize if they swore in front of her, although she had a few sayings of her own, like “Balls on a brass monkey” when she didn’t agree. She claimed she knew who murdered George Reeves of Superman fame, but would never reveal her secret. She said it was too dangerous to know. She was also on the set of Genghis Kahn when Jack Palance got carried away with his character in a passionate love scene and bit clear through a leading lady’s lower lip. Mom said there was blood everywhere.

			She finished out her career attaching herself to several television series. From 1957 to 1963 she worked at Universal Studios on the all-American show Leave It to Beaver; I can’t say there was a lot of excitement there. That was followed by nine years of creating period hairstyles for the cowboy series The Virginian. In 1961 I had become a makeup apprentice at Universal Studios. Although it was never spoken about, I know that Mom was the power behind the throne to move that mountain for my appointment. After three years of training, and ready to go it alone, I was assigned to the television show McHale’s Navy. Who was the hairstylist for the moment? My mother! Actually, it was good; with her finger buried in my back and a little push, she taught me timing, and through her example, set etiquette. 

			During her early days of punching out cowboy movies, Mom was hairstylist to a young star named Ronald Reagan. After Mom had retired and Ronny became president, Mom sent him a personal letter addressed to the White House, exclaiming about how proud she was of all his accomplishments. Not long after, she received a personal reply on White House stationery, asking about my mother and the family. This was one of her treasures.
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					Personal letter from President Ronald Reagan to Edith Westmore, 1982. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			Patricia Westmore (1926– )

			Patricia is a half-sister to the brothers, the offspring from George’s second marriage (1925–1931) to Anita Salazar, after Grandmother Ada passed away. As Pat grew up, she shared her mother’s beauty and style, which made her very popular in a business predominantly populated by men. I am sure she has more film and television credits than can be found, as much of her professional hairstyling career went unaccredited. Pat started in the motion picture industry as an independent hairstylist in 1955, about the time I was playing football at North Hollywood High School. By 1957 she was styling hair for the likes of Joan Crawford. Designing modern hairstyles wasn’t a job to Pat; it was a hobby. Over the years, she would switch back and forth from blockbuster movies to popular television shows. Her clients included Ann Baxter, Sandra Dee, and Lana Turner. Her most epic film credit was the 1956 movie Giant, with Elizabeth Taylor, Rock Hudson, and James Dean. Dean was killed in monstrous automobile crash the same year the picture was released. 

			In the early 1960s Pat worked with my brother Monty Jr. on the ever-popular Middle America television show Ozzie & Harriet, which also included their sons, David and Ricky Nelson. The show was so widely viewed that strangers would stop Harriet on the street. Not being able to instantly place her face they would ask this sweet-looking everyday mom, “Don’t I know you from somewhere?” Patricia is also known for a little space adventure that went where no man (or woman) had gone before. It came too soon and only lasted on-screen for several years. These first shows are known as the Original Series, the beginnings of the Star Trek franchise. 

			Monty Westmore Jr. (1923–2007) 

			Monty, or, as I always referred to him, Junior, was my big brother. When it came time for Mont to practice making false beards at eight years old, I became the guinea pig. Night after night I would sit in a barber chair that was in our garage and he would paint my face with sticky spirit gum and lay into it loose hair, several strands at a time. After it was all laid and the hair covered my face, he would curl and shape it with a very hot curling iron. More than once I left the chair with a burned badge of courage. It was so uncomfortable, I swore then that I would never do it again unless one of my own decided to become a makeup artist. For his talent and exceptional personality, Mont’s services were specifically requested by many stars. For seven years he remained with the Nelson family on their comedy series Ozzie & Harriet. His favorites to work with were Morgan Freeman, Patrick Stewart, and Gene Wilder; he was written into the contracts of Joan Crawford and Paul Newman. He attended to Newman on more than seventeen films. He is credited with over eighty-four films over his fifty-seven years as a makeup artist, including The Shawshank Redemption, Jurassic Park, Hook, Alien Nation, Stand by Me, The Towering Inferno, What Ever Happened to Baby Jane?, and many more.
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					Working in the Westmore lab, late 1940s: Uncle Bud, Monty Jr., and Uncle Perc. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			Over the years Mont and I collaborated on several films. We tramped through the jungles of Hawaii, causing trouble on Uncommon Valor. We made bodies fall apart and guts splatter on the ground in Endangered Species. On Doc Savage, he had me applying body makeup to some pretty smelly background people, and made me miss a plane that crashed. Away from the hustle and bustle of filming he loved to grow roses, do origami, and write poetry. Here is a poem he wrote in 1975 while working with Paul Newman:

			Old Tree

			Old tree, old tree, standing there

			I’ve seen you leafed and seen you bare.

			What stories you must hold,

			within each branch, each twig.

			If you could but speak, life’s history unfold

			of lovers in the spring,

			who etched their names and had their fling.

			In summer your great shadows 

			cast a place of rest.

			And in winter you gave haven to

			some wayward birds to nest.

			But now, old tree, many seasons,

			they have passed, and I leave you

			to linger last.

			—Monty Westmore, 12/2/75

			Mont (ever Junior to me) was so loved and respected in the motion picture industry that all of Hollywood mourned his passing. He was the best of the best.

			Marvin Westmore (1934– ) 

			Marvin was born on December 24, 1934, which meant he was screwed, receiving just one set of gifts for both birthday and holiday, like everyone else who was born the day before or the day after Christmas.

			His career started with The Red Skelton Show on television. In 1964 he worked on My Fair Lady, and then in 1967 he met up again with Rex Harrison for the popular film Dr. Doolittle.

			At Universal in 1969, Shirley MacLaine starred in Sweet Charity, and it became a family affair. My uncle Bud was the department head, Uncle Frank was Shirley’s personal makeup artist, my mom was doing hairstyling, and my brothers Mont and Marvin and I were on the makeup staff. 
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					All the Westmores worked on the movie Sweet Charity in 1969: Uncle Frank, me, brothers Monty Jr. and Marvin, and my mom, Edith. Uncle Bud is not shown. Courtesy of the author

				

			

			In 1976 Marvin worked with Yul Brynner on Futureworld, a movie where you can’t tell the robots from humans. In later years, as Yul toured the world doing The King and I onstage, Marvin would send him his daily dose of dark brown makeup so he could play the King of Siam. Marvin also hit it off with Kurt Russell when he made him up for a TV special called Elvis, and then teamed up with him again for the 1996 film Escape from LA. His most noteworthy film was Blade Runner. 

			Marvin has over fifty credits to his name and numerous awards. He was involved with the original series V, The Autobiography of Miss Jane Pittman, The Rat Pack, Space Rangers, and Frankenstein. The latter was a television special that I was involved with, so I called brother Marv to help me sew up the creature’s face. It took several hours for the two of us to glue individual stitches into all the scars that covered Bo Svenson’s face.

			Monty, Marvin, and I all belonged to the Motion Picture Academy and the Television Academy, but I think Marvin’s proudest years were when he was president of the Makeup Artists and Hair Stylists Guild, and the founder and CEO of the Westmore Academy of Cosmetic Arts and the George Westmore Research Library and Museum.

			Marvin’s children didn’t stray far away. They have also been involved with many aspects of film and television production.
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					The family crest of Hollywood’s royal family of makeup. Courtesy of
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THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

August 4, 1982

Dear Mrs. House:

Thank you for writing. It is nice to hear
from you after so many years and to catch
up on how your family is doing. Of course,
the name of "Westmore" has always had a
special place among the best of Hollywood's

craftsmen. You can be very proud of your
sons for carrying on in this fine tradition.

I am pleased to know that I have your support
and I will continue to work hard to maintain
your confidence and your trust.

With best wishes,

Sincerely,

B R

Mrs. Edith Westmore House
4821 Cahuenga Boulevard
North Hollywood, California 91601
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