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Introduction: Inside the Showbiz
Closet




Hollywood Gays first came out in
hardcover in 1996, when the possibility of legalized gay marriage
was just a pipe dream (gay marriages have existed as long as
heterosexual ones, only usually bullied into silence). The book is
comprised of ten interviews with gay and bisexual men of the
movies. This version features eight of the original ten, plus two
men familiar to most TV viewers and film buffs—one, thanks to a
still-rerunning sitcom with special gay resonance, the other from
the oft-aired movie that made Marilyn Monroe a megastar.

 


Now for a bit of updating:

 


Cary Grant: Some superstars of
yesteryear are forgotten, others aren’t. Grant remains a symbol of
suave, of gentlemanly romance (as opposed to crude passion),
and mid-Atlantic cool. Word of his gayness or bisexuality has
traveled far, despite the determined efforts of some biographers
and memoirists, including an ex-wife and his daughter. The more
admired the celebrity, the more resistance to their being
accurately labeled as other than heterosexual. The unadmired, the
stereotypically gay, and those who died of AIDS—unless they’d also
acquired a wife and kids—are more readily accepted as gay by a
still vastly biased media.

When cable channel A&E, which used to
actually run arts and entertainment programming, advertised a
documentary on Cary Grant, it trumpeted that rare photos had been
provided by the late star’s family—which obliged the show to adhere
to the family’s official version of the icon’s sexual orientation.
The long-awaited 2012 sexual memoir Full Service by
legendary procurer-to-the-stars Scotty Bowers became a mainstream
bestseller by recounting and reaffirming the usually closeted
truths about Grant and his longtime lover Randolph Scott, also the
mutual bearding of Katharine Hepburn and a bisexual but usually
alcoholically impotent Spencer Tracy, among others.

 


Liberace: The showman who put
everything out there but the truth became known as the queen of
denial via his death from AIDS. A memoir by his ex-lover Scott
Thorson became a movie, Behind the Candelabra, directed by
Steven Soderbergh, some of whose previous films have not lacked
homophobia. Michael Douglas starred as “Lee” and Matt Damon as
Thorson (Douglas’s late half-brother Eric was gay). The movie aired
on HBO in the U.S., where gay-themed feature films rarely do well
at the box office—and whose fault is that, kids?—but overseas was
released into cinemas.

The most authoritative of various Liberace
biographies is Liberace (2000), subtitled An American
Boy, by Darden Asbury Pyron. Seven pages of the thick tome
present yours truly as a leader of some kind of anti-Liberace
movement, stating that I refused “to disguise his contempt for the
performer” in Hollywood Gays and Sing Out!: Gays &
Lesbians in the Music World (originally published as The
Vinyl Closet). Is one supposed to honor the memory of a man who
sued or tried to sue every time he was correctly labeled as gay and
whose political affiliation was with the party that not only denies
gay people equal (not “special”) rights but still doesn’t even want
gay people to exist?

 


Anthony Perkins: There have since been
biographies about Perkins, but he turns up more often in books
about Alfred Hitchcock and Psycho. One, about the making of
the film, became a movie, Hitchcock, starring Anthony
Hopkins as the Master of Suspense. In it, Perkins is briefly and
matter-of-factly portrayed as gay. When Perkins died of AIDS, one
Los Angeles newscaster tried to present the late actor as
heterosexual, in view of his wife and children being at his bedside
when he passed. I wrote him a letter of rebuke and noted his
closeted hypocrisy (the “family man” was known to frequent gay bars
in the San Fernando Valley, minus his on-camera toupee).

Though one of Perkins’s two sons became an
actor, both seem to live out of the public eye. Coincidentally,
Berry Berenson Perkins also died a horrific and highly publicized
death on 9/11, when the airplane in which she was traveling was
crashed into one of the World Trade Center towers by Muslim
terrorists.

 


Paul Lynde: What can you say about Paul
Lynde (waggle-waggle)? The gay author of one of the Sal Mineo
biographies is at work on a composite bio of three late gay
comedians: Lynde, Charles Nelson Reilly, and Alan Sues of Rowan
& Martin’s Laugh-In. Paul, not a movie star, is less
remembered today than in 1996, except by gay men of a certain age.
Yet he turns up in small but indelible roles in films aired on
TV—e.g., The Glass-Bottom Boat—and of course on
Bewitched as Uncle Arthur. When Bye-Bye Birdie was
recently revived for Broadway, the either taste-free or
gay-allergic director made a public point, practically an issue, of
casting Lynde’s old role as Harry MacAfee with as minimal a camp
quotient as possible. Bully for you.

 


Cesar Romero: The press, including the
gay press, is of course not without flaws. When The Advocate
phoned me about an item they wished to run about Romero having
orally serviced his pal and sometime employer (on The Lucy-Desi
Comedy Hour) Desi Arnaz, the reporter asked to hear that
portion of the interview before the magazine’s days-away editorial
deadline. I said I’d be glad to share the tape—not loan it, a sure
way to lose a high percentage of tapes—but I couldn’t get hold of
it that soon, as I was flying east next morning and the tape was in
a bank vault. When the item ran, the reporter mendaciously claimed
I didn’t seem to know if I had a tape! I demanded a retraction,
which ran—but in a vague way that still left room for needless
doubt.

 


Brad Davis: The actor remains best
known for Midnight Express. His authorized biography was
written by widow and former agent Susan Bluestein, who presented
Brad as totally “straight” (if heterosexuals are called “straight,”
are gay people thus bent, warped, crooked? why should gays give
heteros the monopoly of a word with only positive meanings, such as
honest, trust-worthy, drug-free, sober, and pure…). Some of the
media inaccurately described Davis, who wasn’t heterosexual and who
had drug and alcohol problems, as “the first straight star to die
of AIDS.”

Interestingly, Brad’s only child, Alexandra,
opted, like the daughters of Cher and Warren Beatty, to become a
son. Alexander, a musician and self-described “transman,” didn’t
wish to be viewed as a lesbian. So now he’s viewed as a man who
likes women. One wonders what Brad would think.

 


Randolph Scott: The self-deprecating
actor who seemed to welcome his lessening fame has by now all but
merged into the shadow of Cary Grant. Scotty Bowers, despite his
lust and affection for both stars, made clear in Full
Service that Randy was the more fun, gentle, considerate, and
affectionate of the two lovers who sometimes welcomed a gay
ménage-a-trois. His more moderate ambition didn’t yield the public
denials about his in-born sexuality that the former Archibald Leach
made a habit of. Nor was Randolph Scott an alleged wife-beater
early on, out of angry frustration at having to wed a woman and be
separated from his preferred partner, nor did he later try to alter
his sexuality via then-legal LSD.

One of hardly any books focusing on Scott is
by his adopted son and adopts a tone of homophobic denial. Without
particular reference to the latter, those celebrity fans who want
their favorite star to be strictly “straight” and who hotly
deny—online or off—that he could possibly be gay or bi, typically
grouse that the late celeb “isn’t here to speak for himself.” Well,
if he were here and speaking for himself, he’d likely still be
using the same lies inherited from a time even more homophobic than
ours. Whoever said speaking for oneself guarantees speaking the
truth?

 


William Haines: As with Cesar Romero
but more so, Haines’s fame has receded significantly. Not
surprising, as he was a silent movie star…and we know what silence,
in another context, equals. Haines sometimes turns up as a vivid
example of what Hollywood did to gay men who didn’t marry women
and/or got caught with a man in their cot (at the Y or elsewhere).
That Haines was able to thrive as an interior decorator was due to
rich and famous female friends whom most victimized gay men didn’t
have.

Occasionally one inaccurately reads or hears
that Haines simply left the movies to start a second career. Robert
Osborne, a Turner Classic Movies host who should know better, said
the same on-air. (The cable channel very rarely acknowledges that
Golden-Age movies included any gay or lesbian stars.) Reaction from
viewers, including yours truly, resulted in Osborne later
correcting the statement, which had erased the reality of
Hollywood’s vindictive homophobia.

Still not included for thematic reasons, but
deserving mention, is San Francisco Supervisor Harvey Milk, whom I
interviewed six weeks before his assassination. The resultant
Christopher Street cover story almost made it into my first
gay book, Conversations With My Elders (later reissued as
Celluloid Gaze). My proposed book title was Man’s
Laughter, due to the mere manslaughter charge handed to
double-murderer Dan White (he also killed Mayor Moscone, whose son
later came out as gay) and because of the theme of man’s laughter
running through the book, especially when I asked, “What makes you
laugh?”

Happily, Harvey Milk became more widely known
than ever via Milk, a successful Hollywood film. On Tom
Snyder’s TV talk show to discuss my book The Lavender
Screen, I was asked, in view of Robin Williams’s
then-commitment to playing Harvey, whether the gay community would
be offended if a heterosexual actor portrayed the late gay pioneer
and hero. I said of course not; what counts is how the film is
done. The long-delayed Milk was scripted and directed by
openly gay men, and won a Best Actor Oscar for non-gay Sean Penn,
whose rousing acceptance speech featured more guts and integrity
than anything dreamt of by his selfishly closeted peers.

 


New to this collection are Tom Ewell
and Dick Sargent. “Tom who?” you might ask. He was the male
lead in one of Marilyn Monroe’s classic pictures, the very hetero
yet very funny The Seven Year Itch, wherein he literally
stood by as MM posed for probably the most famous still in movie
history. Ironic that the coveted role went to a (necessarily
secretly at that time) gay actor. Several of Marilyn’s dresses have
sold for well over $1 million each, and Tom told me he’d often been
asked if he still had the tan loafers he wore during that scene.
Today they might conceivably have fetched a half million or so.
Film clips and stills of Ewell were featured in most of the books
and documentaries in 2012 that commemorated the 50th anniversary of
Marilyn Monroe’s death.

Dick Sargent is an ongoing TV presence via
Bewitched, as the second Darrin—and the second Dick to play
Darrin. Again, an ironic assignment, in that Darrin is a stuffy
heterosexual husband who wants and orders his wife not to be
different from the majority, to not be herself. Bewitched
has often been called TV’s gayest sitcom, via its underlying
premise and its cast.

Outrageously, Sargent wasn’t allowed to die
(from prostate cancer) in peace, due to the persecution and
hate-mongering of fundamentalist Christian Fred Phelps of Kansas,
whom the Supreme Court favored over the father of a soldier killed
in Iraq when Phelps was taken to court for heckling the deceased at
his funeral. Additionally, the gay serviceman’s father was ordered
to pay the court costs of the “God Hates Fags” minister. Phelps and
followers had also heckled the 1998 funeral of Matthew
Shepard.

 


So, happy reading, friends—you’re in for some
intimate and revealing chats with ten unique performers. Did I have
questions! And got to ask most of them—and got most of them
answered. When I queried one man, “May I ask an indiscreet
question?” he replied a la Oscar Wilde, “Questions aren’t
indiscreet. But answers sometimes are….”

 


Beverly Hills

August 16, 2013




CARY GRANT

 (1904-1986)

 


Cary Grant was born 50 years before I was, in
1904. We met soon after my thirtieth birthday, in 1984, late in
May. He was 80, although age was not something he would have spoken
about, much less admitted.

Many years before we met, an American magazine
tried to find out Grant’s real age (he usually subtracted four to
eight years from his true age). The magazine reportedly sent Grant
a telegram: HOW OLD CARY GRANT? He responded with another telegram:
OLD CARY GRANT FINE STOP HOW YOU? It was both vague and witty—and
vagueness and wittiness were trademarks of Grant’s movie persona.
The man once told the press, when asked who he’d most love to be,
‘‘I’d like to be Cary Grant.”

Who was the real Cary Grant? If the man born
Archibald Leach knew, he wasn’t telling. Not publicly, anyway. He
sometimes candidly admitted that his was a confused personality.
And sometimes he contradicted himself—so numerous were his lies,
which began in childhood.

In his “notorious” biography of Cary Grant
(who co-starred with Ingrid Bergman in Notorious), Charles
Higham documented a man who began life with little white lies about
himself and ended it by having lived a huge lie. The portrait in
that biography is not a pretty one. The charm and cool suave of
Cary Grant—the Grant perpetuated by the media even after his
hallowing death—are missing.

And most people want to hold on to the Cary
Grant they think they knew. I have a literary friend whose best
female friend is the ex-wife of a 1950s matinee idol. She claims to
have had a platonic affair with Cary Grant. My literary friend told
me, “She and Cary would get in bed together, naked. But they never
did anything. She says he never penetrated her. And there’s no
reason for her to lie about it—on the contrary, most women would
invent a hot, torrid affair with him, if they could!

“All they would do would be to
snuggle together, and they’d eat pizza and read the newspapers and
just chat. Naked. Together. In bed.”

Yet this woman—who knew that the reel
Cary wasn’t the real one—chose not to speak with Higham, whose book
caused fury throughout the land because it admitted—with proof—that
Grant was bisexual. That is, primarily homosexual, but choosing to
live a multi-wedded (if not often-bedded) heterosexual lifestyle.
Why didn’t the woman speak to Higham?

“Because she knew Higham would
unmask Grant as non-heterosexual. So, instead, she agreed to be
interviewed by Grant’s widow, who is doing an authorized—but
largely false—book portrait of her late husband.”

A self-professed former female lover of
Grant’s also did a book, called An Affair to Remember
(titled after another Grant film). In it, she admitted that Grant
preferred to hire male secretaries, because his secretaries always
tended to “fall in love” with him. His feeling, therefore, was it
might as well be a man doing the falling....Yet the book paints
Grant as an ideal and virile—in his seventies—heterosexual
lover.

I never had any idea I would meet Grant. But
my partner is a banker, and he had an associate—a closeted gay man,
married to a lesbian—who was Cary Grant’s banker in Beverly Hills.
(This second banker has since died of AIDS, leaving behind the
widow and their adopted child.) This closeted banker, whom I’ll
call Bob, used to dine regularly with Cary. Just the two of
them.

I met Bob, and he spent 20 or 30 minutes
talking to me about Grant. Of the many celebrities he got to deal
with at the bank, Grant clearly impressed him most. Why? He was the
biggest star among his clients. “And you really have dinner with
Cary Grant?” I deliberately asked, more than once.

(In fact, I once saw Grant picking up a pizza
at a Westwood pizza parlor. Local gossip columns often sighted him
at cheap restaurants or fast-food places, picking up food to go.
Grant was legendary for his cheapness. In the old days, he and
Clark Gable used to swap their unwanted monogrammed Christmas
gifts. Both men had experienced very poor, harsh childhoods—and
Grant was emotionally abused by his mother, as Gable was by his
father. Both men were homophobic and conservative, Grant even
joining the Republican Party and helping raise funds for it as late
as the mid-1980s, by which time it had become the party of the
homophobes.)

I was needling Bob because I wanted somehow to
meet, to talk with, Cary Grant—and saw no other means of doing
it—and because Bob was the sort who invited needling. First, he was
the type of “married” gay man who will make “fag” jokes in front of
his coworkers (I knew this for a fact), and second, he was a very
pretentious man. He used to make anti-Semitic jokes about some of
his star clients, and found it hugely amusing that he would from
time to time deign to attend synagogue services with some of
them.

This, although he knew that I am Jewish on my
father’s side. The second time we met, Bob challenged me, “Jews
have to be Jewish on their mother’s side—or else they’re not really
Jews.”

“Do Christians have to be Christian
on their mother’s or their father’s side?” I inquired. He shrugged,
like I was meshugah or something.

Then I took to challenging Bob, saying he’d
never invite me to dine with him and Cary, because the two of them
probably did more than eat steaks together. Bob was offended by my
insinuation, at the same time that he was flattered that I’d think
Cary Grant would find him sexually interesting (on the other hand,
I would imagine that an 80-year-old man would find anything or
anyone under 70 interesting).

“It is strictly platonic,” Bob
would insist. Knowing Bob, I knew this to be the case, for even if
Cary had been 30 at the time, Bob wouldn’t have jeopardized his
position at the bank by diddling—much less fiddling—with him. For
we’d both heard of several instances in which a movie star had a
one-night stand with someone, then ended the professional
relationship; stars tend to be fickle and funny that
way.

I asked Bob, “Have you ever seen
it?”

I meant Cary Grant’s cock. I’d heard Grant was
part-Jewish.

Bob was at a loss. After a few long seconds,
he smiled mysteriously. And I swear he said: “Wouldn’t you like to
know?” Well, of course I would, you ditzy queen, that’s why I
asked.

“He doesn’t want to be
interviewed,” Bob coolly informed me. “Doesn’t need it.” For one
thing, Grant had retired from films in 1965. At 60-plus, the very
vain Grant felt he was too old for the screen, just as Irene Dunne,
Loretta Young, et al., had felt when they turned 40ish.

Some critics have declared that Grant’s films
do not merit study. That’s debatable, but some of the film titles
offer a few clues, e.g.:

This Is the Night, Merrily We Go To
Hell, Sinners in the Sun, Hot Saturday, The Devil and the Deep, I’m
No Angel, Born to Be Bad, Wings in the Dark, The Amazing Quest of
Ernest Bliss, Big Brown Eye, The Awful Truth, In Name Only,
Suspicion, The Talk of the Town, Mr. Lucky, Once Upon a Time,
Notorious, I Was A Male War Bride, Crisis, People Will Talk, Room
For One More, Monkey Business, Indiscreet, The Grass Is Greener,
Charade.

Some kind of autobiography is embedded in
those titles. They weren’t his best films, but perhaps his most
revealing—and more so, if not arranged in chronological
order!

George Cukor helmed various of Grant’s better
or more interesting films, including Sylvia Scarlett,
Holiday, and The Philadelphia Story. During my extended
sessions with Cukor at his Cordell Drive mansion in the Hollywood
Hills, we discussed most of the stars this fabled “women’s
director” had worked with. Detesting that label, Cukor tried to
focus on the men he’d directed especially the ones he’d guided to
an Academy Award and the ones he’d discovered. But then, after the
shop talk, would come the gossip, which Cukor loved to
dish.

A: Cary and Randolph Scott were probably the
handsomest couple I ever saw. Of course, Cary aged so much better.
He was still handsome at past 50. Randy just turned to
leather...out in the sun too much. Still, as a Western star—which
is all he ended up being—it didn’t hurt him. His films were
leathery, and so was he. They could have wrapped him ‘round a book
and gilded or embossed his spine!

 


Q: There has been so much talk over the
years about their having been a couple, living together—even during
their marriages—and working together by request (as in
My Favorite Wife). Do you know whether Grant
eventually denied those stories?

 


A: Oh, Cary won’t talk about it. At most, he’ll
say they did some wonderful pictures together. But Randolph will
admit it—to a friend. He has a male nurse, you know (Scott was
house-bound in later years). He’s shown the nurse his scrapbook on
Grant, and when the nurse asked him if it was true, Randolph
just smiled and nodded....

 


Q: Do you know the nurse?

 


A: I have a friend who picks up books for me at
A Different Light (a now-defunct gay bookstore in Silverlake, a
partly gay Los Angeles suburb). He’s met the nurses there, and
they’ve talked.

 


Q: Did the Grant-Scott relationship
end because of studio pressure or talk?

 


A: That had something to do with it, of course.
But so did Cary becoming a much bigger star, although at first it
was Randy who seemed to have the brighter future.

 


Q: So there was love, but also
competition?

 


A: More competition than with a husband and
wife—men and women can’t compete for the same roles!

 


Q: David Lewis the producer told me
that when Mae West found out Cary Grant was lovers with Randolph
Scott, she decided against casting him in her next
movie.

 


A: James Whale (Lewis’s late lover) told me the
same thing.

 


* * *

 


And so she did—or rather, didn’t. Mae always
claimed, falsely, to have “discovered” Cary Grant. She put him in
her 1933 She Done Him Wrong, which was her second film but
first vehicle at Paramount. She subsequently stated that prior to
it, Grant had had only bit parts in “minor” movies. One such bit
was a male lead (the other lead was Herbert Marshall, a star of the
time) in a Marlene Dietrich vehicle directed by Josef Von
Sternberg, Blonde Venus. Rumor had it that West never
bothered watching other people’s movies, and so she may have been
unaware that Grant had already played consort to an actress of at
least her stature.

After She Done Him Wrong proved a
monster hit, West again cast Grant in I’m No Angel, which
was an even bigger hit—West claimed that the two films helped stave
off Paramount’s bankruptcy during the Great Depression. West was
supposedly ready to use Grant a third time, but on the set of
Angel, she found out about his homosexuality in this
way.

Mae was playing Tira, a carnival
“hootchie-coochie” dancer—one step above a stripper (remember, this
was one year before a more puritanical movie code strangulated
Hollywood with a new censorship that would last, unchallenged,
until the mid-1950s). Tira had a big trunk, the inside top of which
was plastered with photos of her beaux, most of them ugly
brutes—boxers, ruffians, pimps, and hoodlums. But West needed some
more hunk-photos for her lid, and Grant volunteered to loan some
pictures of his roommate and lover; Randy Scott.

According to gay film producer David Lewis
(who oversaw Camille, among other classics), “Cary made a
comment that he had photos of his own ‘favorite man,’ and Mae
didn’t arch an eyebrow; she just said, ‘Let’s see ‘im.’ Scott was
of course a great looker then, and she wound up using his photos on
her trunk’s inside—you can see Randy there, in the film and in film
stills. But she suddenly became cool to Grant, and when his name
was mentioned as a lead in her next Paramount extravaganza, she
crossed him off the list, without any explanation.”

In other words, Mae could tolerate gay boys in
the chorus of her plays or in minor parts in her movies, but not as
her leading men, not as the gents supposedly paying her sexual
court. She may well have known about Grant by reputation—he’d lived
with gay men in New York prior to moving to Hollywood, where he
still lived with a man, against Paramount’s wishes. But she may
have soured on him when he “publicly” declared his and Scott’s
romantic connection—a naïveté which he soon lost.

Back on Broadway in the Roaring ‘20s, Mae had
become familiar not only with the gay chorus boys she enjoyed
putting down, but with their argot, or “secret language.” The word
“gay” was occasionally used to mean homosexual, but a more popular
term was “sophisticated.” The term “out of the closet” was not
unknown either, and in one of the dialogue bits she created for
I’m No Angel, there was the following exchange between Tira
and a male admirer (not one played by Cary
Grant).

 


Tira: “I like a sophisticated man to take me
out.”

Admirer: “Well, I’m not really
sophisticated.”

Tira: “You’re not really out yet,
either.”

 


Like countless actresses before and since,
West was not averse to gay escorts. As she once declared, “It’s not
the men you see me with that counts, it’s the men you don’t see me
with....”

After their two films together, Cary and Mae’s
public relationship was stiffly formal, though following a certain
Hollywood etiquette. Mae continued to praise Grant’s
attractiveness, as proof of her good taste, and continued insisting
that she’d discovered him. Cary never contradicted West on this
point, and would only carefully, slightly condescendingly allude to
their two “really wonderful pictures.” After West’s death, he
finally told a reporter that he and others hadn’t cared to be
around Mae much, for “she lives in a dream world, and she doesn’t
deal with reality, and everyone always had to be so careful about
what they said.

“I still think of her in a dream
world.” Interestingly, Grant used mixed tenses when speaking about
Mae West, as though she were part of his past and yet somehow
impinging upon his present. Unusually, West later chose Randolph
Scott as one of her two male leads (her movies always had more than
one male vying for her affections) in Go West, Young Man.
But by then, West was no longer big box office, and couldn’t easily
reject name actors for her projects.

Scott no doubt knew about Mae’s slighting of
Cary, and when in the 1950s he was asked how it had been to work
with Grant and with West, his response revealed more than a little:
“Working with Cary was always a breeze. He’s a pleasure to be with,
and very professional, yet fun-loving…Miss West was quite
demanding, but possibly her age had something to do with it. She
had a habit of playing characters well younger than
herself.”

Scott’s estimation of working with Grant was
not shared by all of Grant’s leading women, though few dared buck
his image as Mr. Wonderful. Joan Fontaine (they did
Suspicion for Hitchcock) labeled Grant “an incredible boor.”
Ingrid Bergman publicly praised him, but privately told gay British
comedian Kenneth Williams, “He was not only stingy, he worried
about everything...the vainest man I ever met!” Bergman and
Williams worked together in London’s West End, and she told him, “I
never had an affair with Cary—but, then, which among his leading
ladies did?”

One who claimed to have done so was Sophia
Loren. The alleged revelation helped make her autobiography a
bestseller, but it was privately (only, for her claim “helped” his
public image) denied by him. They did do two movies together, but
there was no affair, he said.

Grant, whose lightweight image at times
bordered on milquetoast, was very rarely teamed—once he became a
star himself—with strong actresses. Bette Davis would have eaten
him for breakfast, metaphorically speaking. Ditto Joan Crawford,
who once wrote to a gay fan, “No, Mr. Grant and I never teamed
together. It was suggested, but we never found the right
story...I’m not sure our teaming would have been wise, for either
of us, unless it had been a gender-reversal comedy of some sort.”
Like I Was a Male War Bride, which he did with Ann
Sheridan.

George Cukor told me, “Grant was very, very
selective about his roles, from the late 1930s on. He needed to
play irresistible types, but men who weren’t physical. He could
never have played an athlete, for example....Playing Cole Porter,
who was gay, was a natural for him—you had one urbane closeted gay
man playing another one, with beautiful music in the background and
lots of penthouse suites and artifice.”

In real life, Grant aspired to that posh
lifestyle and blue-blooded circle, although his education was
nearly nil and his background anything but urbane. Cukor felt that
Grant wed billionairess Barbara Hutton because “she was not only
rich, she was American royalty.” The couple, nicknamed Cash ‘n Cary
by the press, didn’t last long.

Grant’s ex, Randy Scott, married a DuPont, and
eventually grew wealthier even than Grant, whose estate was valued
at over $20 million. Scott was a shrewd investor and had extensive
oil and property holdings. He was also one of the few among actors
to be allowed to join the blue-blooded Los Angeles Country Club;
Scott’s ancestors had settled very early on in Virginia. The club
did not admit Jews, and as pointed out in Higham’s book, Grant may
well have been Jewish—on his mother’s side.

Grant’s relationship to the homosexual rumors
that cropped up was the expected one, though less vehemently
homophobic than some. When Kenneth Anger’s book Hollywood
Babylon noted the infamous “Tijuana Bibles”, erotic comic
booklets, one of whose covers featured Cary Grant and the question
“Who’s a Fairy?” Grant never considered suing. To do so would have
blown the matter up out of all proportion.

Besides, who reads books?

It was another matter when alleged comedian
Chevy Chase called Grant “an old homo” on Tom Snyder’s TV talk
show. Grant sued, to protect his image, but of course dropped the
suit before it went to court. In the ‘80s, when asked about the
persistent rumors, he jocularly replied, “Everyone’s been accused
of that. And don’t get me wrong, I know some wonderful homosexuals.
But I’m certainly not one of them.”

Did Grant join the Republican Party as a
beard? Liberal actor Melvyn Douglas thought so. In his
autobiography, Douglas explained that when the McCarthy witch hunts
hit Hollywood, Grant refused to help fight them (unlike, for
instance, Douglas, Bogart and Bacall, Gene Kelly, and Katharine
Hepburn). He wanted no part of controversy and was not prepared to
“help others. He buried his head in the sand and soon after joined
the Republicans.”

Douglas had to edit from his book the fact
that “certain personal peculiarities in Grant’s life led him to
ally himself with those very forces who might have been the first
to condemn him, had he adhered to their self-righteous moral
standards.” Douglas was married to Congresswoman Helen Gahagan
Douglas, who in one political campaign was smeared as a “pinko” by
a young Richard M. Nixon.

At the time that I met Grant, I was aware of
his bisexuality and his acquired conservatism, but like
most—especially pre-Higham—I was charmed by his movie image, never
mind how repetitive it was, or how false. I did eventually finagle
a meeting with Grant out of banker Bob; I won’t go into the how of
it here, except to briefly say that it had to do with business and
a potential new client whom I later delivered, in exchange for the
meeting.

We met in May, 1984, in a bank conference
room, after the dinner for two that Bob had had catered in. I was
introduced as “one of our best customers,” although not wealthy—not
by Beverly Hills standards, anyway. Grant seemed charmed (or was
this his standard how-dee-do?). I was gently disappointed; I had
only seen photos of the elderly but dapper Grant, all white-haired
with large, black glasses, and looking marvelous for
80-ish.

In person, however, the facial lines—why do I
hesitate to call them wrinkles, for that’s what they were—were more
pronounced, and of course more mobile than in a photo. But worse,
Cary Grant—who was after all an old man; how not?—moved like an old
man. He was slow in his motions, as if moving through water. And
his voice had a certain hoarseness due to age; it lacked the
staccato rhythms often heard in his film heyday.

Still, he was Cary Grant, and I was
awed. I had to make an effort not to stare, although he was
staring. He was no longer paying attention to Bob. Neither was I
(not to be cruel, but I always wondered what Bob had done to get
where he was, or whom he’d known). I wished Bob would go away, so I
could talk with Cary Grant—the questions I had to ask would
embarrass both of us in front of the banker-man.

No sooner wished than done. Bob excused
himself—I was beginning to finally like Bob—to go make a phone
call. To Tokyo or somewhere where it was already the next
afternoon, though between nine and ten P.M. in California. Beverly
Hills, to be exact.

Grant beckoned for me to sit, and went to the
sideboard and withdrew a glass for me, then poured into it and into
his from a bottle at the table. A green bottle with flowers stuck
on it—I knew that Bob only ordered the most expensive food and
drink, which the bank was only too ready to indulge him and his
clients in.

I’d planned to first ask Grant about how it
came to be that he was the first man in movies to use the word
“gay” to mean “homosexual.” I refer to the scene in Bringing Up
Baby (1938) where he is wearing a woman’s nightgown, and is
queried why by some old biddy, and he shouts, “Because I’ve
suddenly gone gay!” But how could I ask that, as an opener to a
conversation with Cary Grant? Besides, this old man, though
world-famous, seemed beyond sex—in years, if not in his now-faraway
image.

So, for five minutes or more, we talked about
costume designer Edith Head and about George Cukor, about whom
Grant seemed to have forgotten much. Alas, during that introductory
time, most of the interesting things were said by me, so I won’t
reproduce them here, for I’m not famous. Halfway through the
session without Bob, Grant began looking toward the door,
anticipating Bob’s return.

“Good banker,” I inanely
said.

“Is he?” Grant answered, but it was
a bored comment, not an interrogation. Seconds later, he thought to
inquire how I came to “know Bob so very well...?”

“I don’t know him that
well,” I said. I smiled. “I know you much
better.”

“A true fan of mine, are
you?”

“A fan.” My smile leveled off, as I
sensed that Grant was averse to those who liked him too
much.

“Do you want to get together
again—somewhere...without Bob?” Cary Grant actually asked me. Even
though he knew I was a sometime actor. (Even Bob didn’t know I was
a journalist, and I never denied that I was, I just didn’t bring it
up. Would you, if it meant getting to meet Cary Grant?)

A week or so later, Bob asked me, “Did you
ever find out about it? Did you see
it?”

It took me a while to realize he meant Grant’s
cock. He’d misunderstood. “Good grief, I didn’t want to see it or
anything—I just was curious. You know how people in Hollywood love
to discuss cock size.”

“Yes?”

“Well, it’s always interesting to
know what actors are biggies and which aren’t.”

“Who’s big?” Bob avidly
asked.

“You mean nowadays? I have no idea.
Most of them are so dull anyway, it wouldn’t matter. But in the old
days, they said that Charlie Chaplin and Humphrey Bogart and George
Raft were really hung. And, among TV people, Milton Berle and
Forrest Tucker. Plus, Rock Hudson certainly is.”

“I heard Nick Adams was too,” said
Bob, mentioning a largely forgotten, shortish but attractive actor
of whom it was said big things come in small packages. Adams had
been the roommate of James Dean and had reportedly hustled while
looking for acting jobs in the early to mid-1950s. I would later
learn that Adams was one of Bob’s favorites, from some old TV
Western or other.

“Do you think Cary Grant is
charming?” Bob asked.

It seemed irrelevant, for Cary Grant was Cary
Grant. And I didn’t say that, no, I found the actor in many ways
disappointingly human yet somehow fascinating—for one thing, his
fame had overtaken him, had surpassed his career, and with a legend
like that, facts didn’t seem important.

“Are you meeting again?” he
asked.

“Yes.” But I didn’t say where, for
Bob wanted to arrange the next meeting, if there was
one.

I was house-sitting for a friend, and one day
I got an afternoon phone call. “Are you alone there?” It was
him. (I’d given him my friend’s and one other phone number.)
I was alone, and so, several minutes later, a white limousine
pulled up—a stretch-limo, natch—and a minute or two after that, the
chauffeur opened the rear door, and out stepped Cary Grant, with a
brown paper bag and two marigolds in his hand.

He walked cautiously up the entry, looked to
both sides, and rang the bell. Suddenly, I felt foolish for not
having opened the door before he had to ring, but that would have
proven I’d been looking for him through the window.

“Come in!” I said effusively, warm
about his actually stopping by. But he was not at all a man you’d
reach out to and touch, much less hug. We didn’t shake hands,
because he didn’t initiate it. He came inside, looked behind him,
and handed me the marigolds.

“I was walking in my garden, and I
picked these....” It sounded like something he’d said in a movie,
for it was the same voice, only an old man’s very good imitation.
But somehow I didn’t feel like Ingrid Bergman in
Indiscreet.

I’d guessed that the brown bag contained
liquor. It did—a minor brew, as it were: Cold Duck. Pink.
(What did he do with all his money, while he lived?) “Do you travel
at all, Mr. Grant?” He never told me to call him Cary—and how could
I?

“Not as a rule, no.” He held onto
the revealed bottle. “Not if I don’t get paid for it.”

“I asked, because I wondered if you
ever long to go somewhere where you aren’t recognized.”

That was the wrong thing to say, as I should
have known.

“Oh, I’m recognized everywhere,” he
stated matter-of-factly. And factually.

I’d asked because in my experience, the more
intelligent celebs do travel, while the ones without much curiosity
about anyone or anything else don’t. Look at Elvis or Mae West or
Lucille Ball—all the money in the world, and they hardly went
anywhere. Unlike Shirley MacLaine or Jane Fonda or John Gielgud. To
me, an affluent person’s degree of travel tells much.

“Sit down, please.” He occupied the
armchair, to my relief. I was on the couch. I’d wondered what might
happen if he sat next to me, then nearer to me, then nearer yet.
For, this had happened at the home of a 1950s movie star, a faded
one—professionally and literally. Tony Curtis had been inebriated
during our interview. Without a publicist to run interference, the
man had pounced on me with all his former Bronx energy, and I’d had
to keep guffawing to pretend it wasn’t really happening.

Grant set the bottle on the coffee table. It
was moist and left a ring on the table, which I wiped quickly with
a pillow the moment Grant got up, later. “I really can’t stay,” he
said. “Say, do you have a couple of glasses here? What did you say
your friends do?” The semi-mansion belonged to a husband-and-wife
medical team. Then he asked me how much they each charged for house
calls; I didn’t know, but gave him their business cards.

I opened the bottle, and he poured. We’d
transferred to the sunny, cozy kitchen. The living room was large
and impersonal—like Grant’s body of work. And its picture window
was, for me, marred by the grillwork that served to keep would-be
robbers at bay.

Later in our session together, Cary Grant
asked, “You’re not an interviewer, are you?” He had on a very small
smile.

I too smiled minimally, aware of his
suspicion. Then I couldn’t help myself, and smiled wide. ‘‘I’d make
a lousy interviewer,” I said. “I only ask questions I’m
interested in—the sort of things they’d never publish....” I wasn’t
lying, for I knew this interview, done unawares, couldn’t legally
be published, and so it freed me to ask things I found of interest,
rather than something like, Do you still believe in marriage, Mr.
Grant? Or, Have you ever feared aging?

“Very sound, very sound,” he
repeated himself. He reflected a bit over the bubbly, then said,
“It’s true. They [journalists] don’t ask the interesting things, do
they?”

“Not if they’re afraid of the
answers,” of getting at the awful truth. “I think conversation is
especially stimulating with somebody who’s really
lived....”

“True. The young really have lost
that art, haven’t they?” he asked, as if I were no longer one of
them.

“Well, I feel that one doesn’t
learn anything new by talking to oneself.” It was a trite
observation, but he found it most amusing, and laughed, then
giggled. I said nothing more, as we had liquid seconds.

At length, he asked, “What do you do with your
time?” He seemed eager to know. Why? Somehow I felt nervous. Was I
really sitting here, talking about time with Cary Grant? Then I
remembered that for some reason I’d never understood, he had been
one of the first celebrities to try LSD, under controlled
circumstances. What did that mean?

“Oh, let’s not talk about me,” I
said. I didn’t want to have to lie and say I wasn’t a journalist,
if he knew something.

“All right.” He cheerfully changed
the subject. “Let’s just drink and talk....What do you want to talk
about?” He was wary.

“You probably get so bored talking
about your career.”

No, he said, he didn’t.

1 didn’t need any more urging than that. I
refrained from anything more than sipping, and began asking some of
the questions—those I could think of—that I’d long wondered
about.

 


Q: What was it like working with the
director Josef Von Sternberg?

 


A: How do you mean? (I found out that he needed
very specific questions.)

 


Q: He was reputed to be a tyrant on
the set, but also a genius. What about that? True or
false?

 


A: Yes, he was a tyrant. Genius? I don’t know.
I don’t think there’s any such thing.

 


Q: It’s just another word for great
talent?

 


A: Joe had the good fortune to be directing
Marlene in film after film. She was very popular, until he got her
into too many weird films.

 


Q: Too esoteric?

 


A: He was American, liked to pretend he was Old
World. You know, stuck the Von in front of his name—if that was
even his real name, I dunno.

 


Q: And his films were too static,
too glamorous, for American audiences?

 


A: (Ignoring my question.) After that
censorship came in [in 1934], he had to lighten up, and that wasn’t
his style. Joe was very dark, moody. Introspective.

 


Q: Was he an unhappy man?

 


A: Well, I don’t think introspective means
unhappy (glaring at me).

 


Q: Neither do I. But he seemed a
tormented man.

 


A: (No response.)

 


Q: Did you ever read his autobiography,
Fun in a Chinese Laundry? 

 


A: No, can’t say as I have. (I felt like asking
whether he ever read, period.)

 


Q: Dietrich was gorgeous in that
movie.

 


A: Yes. She appealed to everyone. Men, women
alike.

 


Q: That sequence in Blonde Venus (costarring Grant) where she enters in a
gorilla suit, then is revealed—the birth of the blonde Venus—is one
of the most stunning in pictures.

 


A: Yes....

 


Q: Was Dietrich easy to work
with?

 


A: .Not easy, not difficult. Mostly, she did
what Joe said she should do.

 


Q: Did you?

 


A: Had to. (For Grant was then a neophyte in
film, and in 1932 he made seven films—the ones unseen by Mae
West.)

 


Q: How would you compare Von
Sternberg’s working methods with Mr. Cukor’s?

 


A: George likes actors (Grant used the
present tense, though Cukor was by then recently deceased). He
likes them. He’ll always share the vision he has of a
character, and he’ll even play it with you. Joe never did that. He
kept secrets. He’d just give you a minimal direction. Maybe
he didn’t know what he wanted, either—the actor sure
didn’t.

 


Q: Why do you think Cukor had a
higher regard for actors?

 


A: Didn’t you know? He started out as an actor.
That always makes a difference.

 


Q: Didn’t I read somewhere that Von
Sternberg also began as an actor?

 


A: Could be. What does it matter now? Point is
all directors are frustrated actors.

 


Q: Of course, Hitchcock’s the one
who said he treated actors like cattle....

 


A: Not this actor.
(Indignantly.)

 


Q: What was Hitchcock really
like?

 


A: Do you mean, sexually?

 


Q: (Surprised.) I meant
personality-wise, but yes, sexually as well. That is, he seemed
sexless. Was he?

 


A: Never came on to me! (Laughs.) Nor to any
actress I ever saw.

 


Q: Even though one’s read about how he tried
to flirt with or even seduce Tippi Hedren in The
Birds.

 


A: Did he really? They printed that?

 


Q: Something of that sort,
yes.

 


A: Well, I never saw it. Of course you know
(warningly) I wasn’t in The Birds.

 


Q: Of course not. You were in Daphne du
Maurier’s Rebecca. (I caught myself a
moment after saying it; Olivier had starred in Rebecca, opposite Joan Fontaine; and Du Maurier had
written both Rebecca and the short story
upon which The Birds was
based.)

 


A: (Gales of laughter.) Do you often
confuse Larry and me? Oh, how marvelous! Really. That is
funny. Do you think I’m anywhere as good an actor?

 


Q: (What could I say?) It’s
appalling you never won an Academy Award.

 


A: Yes, well, let bygones be
bygones.

 


Q: All right.

 


A: (Laughs.) Bye-bye, bygones! Now, where were
we?

 


Q: I guess we were comparing some of
your brilliant directors?

 


A: Oh, they’re dull. Let’s speak of something
else.

 


Q: We will, but first, can I ask if
you were ever tempted to direct a film yourself?

 


A: No, why should I be?

 


Q: Beats me. You know, Charles Laughton
directed a film, an unforgettable one, The
Night of the Hunter, with Robert Mitchum. Did
you see it?

 


A: No, was it good?

 


Q: Good, I don’t know. But
fascinating. And rare to see Mitchum as a bad guy. You never really
played bad guys. Did you avoid doing so, Mr. Grant?

 


A: Yes.

 


Q: Why?

 


A: Because then the audience won’t like
you.

 


Q: Do you think they dislike, say,
Vincent Price?

 


A: No, but he has a certain...manner. He’s
sarcastic, isn’t he? In a likeable way.

 


Q: I think he has great humor. Do
you know him?

 


A: Not well, no.

 


Q: You worked with Charles Laughton in a
film I’ve never managed to see on TV, and which isn’t on
videocassette. The Devil and the Deep,
with Tallulah Bankhead and you and Laughton and Gary Cooper (Grant
had the smallest role of the quartet). What a cast!

 


A: Yes. Who do you want to know
about?

 


Q: I’ve heard so much about Bankhead
and Laughton. What about “that divine Gary Cooper,” as Ms. Bankhead
called him?

 


A: Handsome fellow, wasn’t he?

 


Q: Frankly, yes. Extremely. Did you
think so, then?

 


A: (Smiles.) Yes, I did.

 


Q: He’s the sort of person—like Ms.
Dietrich—whom I can imagine anyone developing a crush on, male or
female. Did you?

 


A: .Have you ever heard of Confidential
magazine (which in the ‘50s used to scoop the private lives of
stars, particularly gay ones)?

 


Q: (Untruthfully) No.

 


A: Oh. Yes, everyone was very fond of
Coop.

 


Q: May I bring up—as it
were—something, um, indiscreet?

 


A: Oh, do be indiscreet
(sarcastically)!

 


Q: Coop’s girlfriend Lupe Velez said
he was...well, extremely well-endowed. And she’s not the only one
who said so.

 


A: Are you asking for a verification? Do you
mean, did I ever urinate alongside him? Well, I suppose I must have
done.

 


Q: And? 

 


A: Yes, I heard the same rumor. The Montana
mule, they used to call him. Say, do you have a size
fetish?

 


Q: No. Do you?

 


A: No. Good heavens, no! Still, I’d hate to be
Napoleon (smiling again).

 


Q: Kenneth Anger and others have
said that when he was working his way up the Hollywood ladder,
Cooper wasn’t averse to a male-to-male affair now and then, with a
big star.

 


A: Do you mean with Rod La Rocque?

 


Q: He was a big star in silents,
wasn’t he?

 


A: I don’t know his exact measurements, but he
was a prominent star in silent pictures, and he was said to be one
of the lavender brigade.

 


Q: “The lavender brigade.” It sounds
like a fire station—on Fire Island. (No reaction.) But wasn’t he
married to Vilma Banky? I mean, I shouldn’t say “but”—it may well
have been arranged.

 


A: I don’t know. If it was arranged, I mean.
Yes, he married Vilma Banky. Hungarian.

 


Q: Which leads us to Rudolph
Valentino, for Banky co-starred with him in one of those Sheik
movies, I believe. Now, he was gay, wasn’t he?

 


A: That’s what I always heard. The subject
interests you, doesn’t it?

 


Q: Doesn’t it you?

 


A: Well...somewhat. One can overdo on that sort
of thing, you know. You want to be an actor, is what I’ve heard.
Right?

 


Q: I’ve been in plays since 18, just
about every year. I love to act.

 


A: (Drily.) We all do.

 


Q: Do you have any advice—not
necessarily for me—for struggling actors?

 


A: Are you struggling?

 


Q: Not really. I don’t need it to
make a living.

 


A: That’s a very smart attitude. Hollywood
gives the jobs to those who don’t need it. Need is a killer,
my boy. If you’re desperate, you’re out.

 


Q: Did you ever meet
Valentino?

 


A: Did I ever meet Valentino? (Repeating or
remembering?)

 


Q: Well, did you?

 


A: No. I knew a friend of his. A silent actor,
Norman Kerry.

 


Q: And?

 


A: They were very close.

 


Q: Sexually, too?

 


A: Yes. That’s what I was led to believe. But I
don’t see that it’s anyone else’s concern.

 


Q: No, not really. But I mean, did
Kerry say so to you—about him and Valentino?

 


A: Why?

 


Q: Because I want to know? Why not?
Would anyone object if I asked if X, Y, or Z were heterosexual? I
don’t see why people want to be so skittish.

 


A: Frankly, I don’t care. But now that you ask,
Kerry didn’t tell me about their relationship; someone else did.
Ramon Novarro told me about him and Valentino. Seems they were a
very hot pair, for a while. Two hot Latin temperaments! Oh, I can
well imagine it, can’t you?

 


Q: I’m trying.

 


A: Do you like to watch? That sort of
thing?

 


Q: Voyeurism?

 


A: Mmm.

 


Q: I’ve, uh, never
watched.

 


A: Always the doer, eh?

 


Q: I always think of sex as a
participatory sport, not a spectator one. How about you?

 


A: Oh, I like New York in June. How about you?
Go ahead—now you (alluding to a famous song, “How About
You?”).

 


Q: Moonlight, yes, motor trips and
potato chips, I can take or leave (both laugh). Where were
we?

 


A: Bob’s queer, isn’t he?

 


Q: That’s a sudden one. You mean
gay?

 


A: Well, I bloody well don’t mean
jolly.

 


Q: I don’t know. Has Bob discussed
his personal life with you?

 


A: No, we both try to keep our personal lives
out of it.

 


Q: So it’s a purely business
relationship?

 


A: Of course not. We socialize. We have dinner,
we gossip—like you and I are doing—he gives me advice, as a
banker.

 


Q: And personal lives don’t come
up?

 


A: Nothing comes up....

 


Q: I’m sure it doesn’t.

 


A: Don’t be so sure. Bob’s told me he fancies
you. Of course he’s gay.

 


Q: Then why would you ask
me?

 


A: I wanted to see what you’d say. You’ve been
pumping me about Valentino and Cooper and I don’t know whom else.
Or is it who?

 


Q: I think it’s who. Do you mind
that I’m, as you say, pumping you?

 


A: I don’t mind being pumped, now and then.
That’s a metaphor, you understand.

 


Q: Of course I understand. But I
mean, Valentino and those are, or were, public figures. Bob
isn’t.

 


A: And you didn’t give his little secret away.
I’m glad. You know a bit about discretion. (Here follows a
conversational bridge about Bob’s lesbian wife, initiated by Grant,
who knows far more about the relationship than I do....)

 


Q: You once made a famous quote,
“When I’m married, I want to be single, and when I’m single, I want
to be married.” First of all, is that a true quote?

 


A: Yes, I said that.

 


Q: And so you do feel like that?
Now, I mean?

 


A: Well, it’s natural, isn’t it? I mean, the
other man’s grass is always greener.

 


Q: The quote indicates
dissatisfaction.

 


A: Not at all (annoyed). It’s about
restlessness, and that has nothing to do with being dissatisfied. I
have every right to be satisfied. Doesn’t prevent me getting bored,
though. So many hours in the day....

 


Q: Do you miss
moviemaking?

 


A: ‘Course I do.

 


Q: Aren’t you ever tempted to
return? They keep asking you to.

 


A: But I never will.

 


Q: Is that vanity?

 


A: Yes. I’m too old to do it.

 


Q: You have a very virile
image....

 


A: I’m too old for a close-up. I’m not too old
to have fun.

 


Q: I didn’t mean to—

 


A: (Curiously.) What has Bob told you about
me?

 


Q: Well, that you’re charming, and
how...he treasures your dinners together. Jealously, too, for he
says it’s always just you two.

 


A: Did you think we were more than
friends?

 


Q: No.

 


A: We’re not, you know. Even if I was of
a mind, he’s too old (Bob was about 45 at the time).

 


Q: What age do you like?

 


A: What age have you got? (Smiles
self-consciously.) You’re 30, aren’t you? Well past the age of
consent....

 


Q: Thanks.

 


A: Do you have a girlfriend? At
present?

 


Q: As they say, no.

 


A: A boyfriend?

 


Q: No. (I had, and have, a life
partner.)

 


A: So you and Bob aren’t...?

 


Q: He’s a friend of a
friend.

 


A: You don’t like him very much, do you? I’ll
bet you only used him to get to me. (Smiles indulgently.) Never
mind. That’s all right. I can’t blame you.

 


Q: I do like Bob. He’s...a good
banker (both laugh).

 


A: Are you circumcised?

 


Q: Yes.

 


A: Because Bob says you’re Jewish on your
father’s behalf.

 


Q: Hmmm? Yes. Well, I am.

 


A: Are you well-hung?

 


Q: Mr. Grant....

 


A: Now, don’t tell me you’re
embarrassed?

 


Q: I guess I am. How come you want
to know?

 


A: We’re all curious, aren’t
we?

 


Q: Yes, I am. Hung. And curious. And
you?

 


A: Not in Gary Cooper’s league—thank God. Can
you imagine how impractical that would be? Especially if you liked
oral sex!

 


Q: And who doesn’t?

 


A: Ramon Novarro. You know, it’s a funny thing
about Mexican queers. The ones I’ve heard about like only one
thing—getting it up the kazoo. Oral sex is taboo for them. Can’t
think why. Can you?

 


Q: Maybe it’s kind of a hygiene
hang-up. I don’t know.

 


A: I can’t imagine a man only liking to get
screwed. (Mock-shudders.) Can you?

 


Q: No. But it does take all
kinds.

 


A: Well, not during AIDS!

 


Q: Of course not. I know safe-sex is
important.

 


A: Oh, this has turned dreary. Do you have more
to drink?

 


Q: I believe they have some Heineken
in the fridge. Shall I check?

 


A: Of course check. You’re supposed to ply me
with booze, and make me do your bidding, silly boy. That is, to get
me to answer your questions. (Then, when I return from the fridge
with two cans in hand.) You’re not writing a book, are you? You
know, you couldn’t get it published, anyway. It’s like Rex Harrison
said—something about the press watching out for you.

 


Q: Did he say that to
you?

 


A: No, someone told me he gave an interview
somewhere.

 


Q: I’ve read that before. I think he
said that the press will prevent gay or bisexual stars’ scandals
from seeing print.

 


A: Poor old Rex found that out! (Alluding to
Harrison’s widely covered heterosexual peccadilloes.)

 


Q: Did you know Charles Laughton at
all well?

 


A: Why?

 


Q: Because I greatly admire him. As
an artist.

 


A: Wasn’t he overrated?

 


Q: I don’t think
so. But did you know him?

 


A: No.

 


Q: So then you don’t know his wife,
Elsa Lanchester?

 


A: Not socially, no. What are you getting at?
Was she?

 


Q: I was going to ask
you.

 


A: He was.

 


Q: I know that.
That’s a fact. But I’ve heard conflicting reports about Elsa,
though a few friends say she’s bisexual, and other people say she’s
lesbian, yet others say that she’s completely asexual. The only
person who’s represented Lanchester as a heterosexual is Lanchester
herself.

 


A: Then she must not be heterosexual. If she’s
the only one going around saying so. Does she interest
you?

 


Q: Yes, because of two things. One,
she’s chosen to live in the shadow of a giant—I mean, when he was
alive—and to maintain a facade of a marriage. And because I’ve
always found her a scene-stealer, and an underrated talent, yet
almost all her film roles are bit parts, and I wonder if that
didn’t start because she was always Mrs. Laughton to
everybody.
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