



[image: image]













[image: image]
















Joanne Woodward & Paul Newman


HEAD OVER HEELS


A Love Affair in Words and Pictures


Copyright © 2023 by Melissa Newman


Cover design by Dan Miller Design


Cover photograph by Stewart Stern (Chateau Marmont, Los Angeles, 1960)


Cover © 2023 Hachette Book Group, Inc.


Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.


The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.


Voracious / Little, Brown and Company


Hachette Book Group


1290 Avenue of the Americas,


New York, NY 10104


littlebrown.com


twitter.com/littlebrown


facebook.com/littlebrownandcompany


First ebook edition: October 2023


Voracious is an imprint of Little, Brown and Company, a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc. The Voracious name and logo are trademarks of Hachette Book Group, Inc.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for speaking events. To find out more, go to hachettespeakersbureau.com or email hachettespeakers@hbgusa.com.


Little, Brown and Company books may be purchased in bulk for business, educational, or promotional use. For information, please contact your local bookseller or the Hachette Book Group Special Markets Department at special.markets@hbgusa.com.


Except where otherwise noted, all photographs provided by the author.


Edited by Andrew Kelly


ISBN 978-0-316-52601-2


E3-20230616-JV-NF-ORI
















Explore book giveaways, sneak peeks, deals, and more.









Tap here to learn more.







[image: Voracious logo]















Including photographs by





Richard Avedon


Sid Avery


Ralph Crane


Bruce Davidson


John Engstead


Leo Fuchs


A. Louis Goldman


Milton H. Greene


Philippe Halsman


John R. Hamilton


Gene Lesser


Roger Marshutz


Leonard McCombe


Gordon Parks


George Rinhart


Sanford Roth


Roy Schatt


Lawrence Schiller


Sam Shaw


Bradley Smith


Stewart Stern


Ulrich Strauss


David Sutton


Philippe Le Tellier
















“I shall lock myself in an abandoned water closet I love you so very much. And shut my mouth and carry on in silent communion with your soul.” —Paul Newman
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My sister Nell, Beverly Hills, 1960 (Paul Newman)
















They were beautiful.


They were movie stars.


They were also my parents. The photographs don’t lie.


I grew up surrounded by extraordinary pictures. They tether me to a layered history, a strange world where the people who read me storybooks and went sledding and cooked breakfast existed also as chameleons, shiny objects in an alternate universe.


My Connecticut childhood unfolds in shades of black and white and in the muted palette of 1960s 8mm film. We would gather on the couch, sifting through snapshots, or listening to the stutter of the projector, watching home movies on a rickety pull-down screen. The memories that remain with me are memories of images.
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For a time, my husband and I lived together in a very old saltbox where the only two pictures of family were one of my father riding hell-bent for leather toward the camera on a wild-eyed horse, and one of my mother wearing nothing but fishnet stockings, pasties, and white balloons. If anyone asked, I would say, with all the honesty of omission, that my dad was a cowboy. And my mom was a stripper.
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He knew how to wield a hammer, my father, especially when it came to hanging pictures. Lips clamped shut around several tiny nails, he would scan the wall looking for an empty spot. There have always been wall-fulls of images in the family house where we now live, an evolving gallery, meticulously jammed together like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle.


Predictable pets and birthday babies give way to some distinctive outliers. A cowboy pops a wheelie on a motorcycle. A lithe woman in an evening gown poses ankle deep in the ocean, a man hangs upside down next to a giant sailfish. Duke Ellington and Louis Armstrong plug their ears as my father, between them, attempts to play the trombone. My mother, in a homemade dress, clutches her Academy Award. In countless other framed incarnations—blonde, redhead, brunette—she is repeatedly unrecognizable.


As a child, such images were normal to me. Contrived glamour shots, movie stills with strange costumes and stranger situations—these were pictures of my parents. I never thought to ask why.
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The photographs are not static for me; they are more of a constant, a throughline. Although they observe an ever-evolving me with their fixed eyes, we have grown up together, blessed and burdened by changing contexts.


It is impossible for casual visitors to make it through the house without being distracted for a century or two on their way to the living room. We locate them eventually, wedged in a corner, gazing at the frames on the wall, transfixed. “Who are these people?” they say.
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We are standing in the kitchen. “I have never washed a dog in this sink in my life!” my mother says with a rising southern twang. She is indignant.


She is also in denial. Just around the corner hangs a black and white picture of Joanne Woodward, movie star, hair permed in ’80s glory. Sleeves rolled, she is soaping up a terrier in the very sink before which we now stand. It’s such a sweetly satisfying thought. I say nothing.
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We love this creaky old place, its nineteenth-century hardware, its persistent evolution toward decrepitude. We love the things that get fixed and then immediately unravel. We like to call them “features.” Sylvester Stallone, after attending a meeting here with my father, was rumored to have remarked to one of his assistants on the way home, “Who would ever think Paul Newman would live in a shitbox like that?” He is welcome to contest this, but we consider it a point of pride, and may someday have it chiseled over the front door.
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Westport, Connecticut, 1988 (Paul Newman)








At least the cracked plaster is invisible, hidden behind layers of photographs. My parents bought the house in 1961, the year I was born, and my husband and I bought it from them forty years later. They had not bothered to inspect the termite-riddled floors, or anything else really. Pots and pans always dotted the carpet during rainstorms. They were untroubled by the mundanities of home maintenance. They were actors. And they were in love.
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There are certain pictures of my parents in their favorite trysting spots—floating on the river behind the house in an inflatable raft or perched on the precarious stairs of the tree house. These have always remained in view, mixed in with children in tutus and swaddled babies, perhaps a reminder that escape is always possible, and one doesn’t have to go very far.
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Beverly Hills, 1967 (Joanne Woodward)








The doors to their bedroom, with comically large bolts, functioned like an air lock. When I was quite small, I wondered why a room would need two doors, as I blithely flung myself between my parents in their warm bed. There was a door knocker but I could hardly reach it, much less see that it was two cherubs kissing. I loved the musky smell of that unmade bed. No doubt I almost witnessed the ultimate intimacy firsthand, long before I would have known what to call it.
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Of course, I never knew it was by Lawrence Schiller, the photo. It hung unobtrusively in the back stairwell—a small, hidden shrine to the mystery of romance. In it my father gently lifts my mother’s skirt with a finger, while she coyly holds it down, laughing. He stares at the camera with a slightly goofy but proprietary grin. This is what I think of when I think of their relationship. The Schiller photo. The look on his face, the feigned bashfulness on her part.
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Both of my parents (and many of their friends) took beautiful pictures. But, unsurprisingly, they… we… were chronicled by a veritable Who’s Who of photographers, a fact that became evident as I gathered together images for this project, which proved to be very different from the one I had daydreamed about forever. What I imagined being a simple process of emptying skinny wooden frames into a book and presenting it to the world became, instead, a deep dive into provenance and attribution.


It has been an unexpectedly moving journey. People have stories. It seems that the experience of creating these pictures left its mark on their makers, something I deeply understand. I can be alone in a room, poring over stacks of weighty matte photo paper with unreadable inscriptions and curled edges, and still feel a sharp intake of breath at the achingly beautiful movie stars who happen to be my parents.
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I skitter downstairs at two in the morning, flip open the laptop, and click “Buy.” The internet is a black hole, especially when you know you might find, at any moment, pristine contact sheets by Philippe Halsman… taken in your living room. My parents, in a series of several images, sharing a cigarette. It’s the sixties. It’s very funny. I justify the expense by telling myself it’s not a purchase, it’s a repatriation.
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Along with my parents’ house, I inherited the curse of nostalgia. In every closet are bags and boxes, layers of ephemera stretching back to the Cretaceous era. Theirs, mine, a sea of words and images.


Sifting through report cards, moth wings, and middle-school valentines, I grab a random handful of paper. Artifacts seem to sprout like mushrooms, even in this picked-over attic. Nothing can be tossed without being carefully examined. I am an archaeologist. I uncurl my fingers. In my hand are what appear to be the first ten letters my father wrote my mother. Ever.


Over time, my blushing embarrassment has reached a detente with detachment around these things, but still I am struck by a complex set of emotions. I contemplate not opening them.


They are juicy and passionate. Sophomoric. It’s obvious he fell fast, and I imagine her as he describes her—the seductress, the free spirit that would lead him from his bourgeois upbringing to the bohemian he longed to be. My mother was the more inevitable artist, a woman so instinctively herself even her genteel southern roots couldn’t compromise her. He was a man uncertain of who he was. It’s easy to understand why he was smitten.


The next week of sifting yields a large stack of telegrams sent to my mother after she won the Oscar in 1957. On top is one from Ingrid Bergman. Tucked in the middle is a blue envelope containing a vaguely snarky congratulation from Joan Crawford: “I have heard such wonderful reports of your great willingness to learn.”
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In the breakfast room is a photo of my mother, clear eyed, unadorned, androgynous. She has been caught, lips slightly parted, as though she is about to speak. She’s just cut all her hair off with fingernail scissors. It’s a defiant response to the studio’s attempt to give her gun-toting tomboy character a teased 1950s coif. The studio is furious. My mother looks extraordinary.
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My parents always kept an eye out for opportunities to collaborate. Some of that work is forgettable, some remarkable. My father loved to direct my mother, and he nurtured some of her deepest and most complex performances. She was his favorite actress, and she knew it. A photograph from the set of Rachel, Rachel shows my father hovering protectively over my mother, who lies on the ground, being embraced by another man. I have scrutinized his face, trying to discern what he is thinking. As a director, he had repeatedly balked at shooting this scene, arguing it was unnecessary or could be accomplished less directly or somehow obscured. He is, I like to think, jealous.
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