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  Dedicated to Leslie


  and Joshua,


  who make Hollywood


  the happiest place in the world


  every day.




  Hollywood is wonderful.


  Anyone who doesn't like it is either crazy or sober.




  RAYMOND CHANDLER, 1941
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  Hollywood’s like Egypt. Full of crumbling pyramids. It’ll never come back. It’ll just keep crumbling until finally the wind blows the last studio prop across the sands.




  —DAVID SELZNICK, 1949




  Hollywood really is an imaginary city that exists in the mind of anyone who has, in his mind, lived there. My Hollywood is different from your Hollywood.




  —OTTO FREIDRICH, from City of Nets, 1979




  Hollywood.




  I’ve always felt a powerful yet melancholy connection for this famous town under the big sign; melancholy because a part of me still seems to recall what it was like here long before the freeway was constructed, back when Hollywood was still an enchanted town of grand movie studios, fantastic homes, great restaurants, hotels, and theaters. Now a different world has been overlaid upon the matrix of streets and buildings that was old Hollywood. But when I look at Hollywood, I still tend to see it as it was.




  The first time I came to Hollywood was in 1980. Ronald Reagan, a genuine Hollywood movie star, had recently been elected president of the United States, sparking the surreal season of my arrival. I remember standing on Hollywood Boulevard on a typically sun-drenched, dusty Angeleno afternoon, looking north up the steep avenues of Cherokee and Whitley toward the old neighborhood at the top of the hill, and concluding that it was up there that the stars must live. And I wasn’t right, but I wasn’t entirely wrong. As I later learned, at the top of that hill is Whitley Heights, a melange of mansions where the stars did live, many lifetimes ago, in the dawning decades of the twentieth century. Though I’d yet to learn anything about Hollywood or its history, I already felt that melancholy longing I’ve felt ever since, for the days when Whitley Heights was still Whitley Heights, and when Hollywood was still Hollywood.




  Hollywood.




  My first home here was a little guest house on Franklin Avenue directly below Whitley Heights, a house like so many others that was subsequently decimated and replaced by a soulless looking stucco apartment building. But a small patch of wilderness once flourished behind my little home, a haven for cats, squirrels, and, sometimes very late at night, an old coyote. I used to hike straight through this little woodland to Whitley Avenue and up that steepest of Hollywood inclines into the old circular neighborhood of Whitley Heights to take in the neighborhood. Rare was the day when I’d encounter other humans up there; although these houses were occupied, Whitley Heights always had a haunted quality, as if peopled much more by ghosts of its past than by any current occupants, who were evidently away at work or perhaps on extended vacations.




  At the summit of the Heights I discovered an abandoned lot in which were strewn the stone ruins of a once grand estate; a long, winding driveway remained, as did a regal circle of twenty royal palms, which miraculously avoided the decimation that laid the mansion to waste. It was a mystery to me—admittedly an appealingly Hollywood noir type of mystery—why a palatial estate would be erected here on this highest hill only to be demolished and left in ruins, its majestic grounds left undeveloped and overgrown.




  It was but one of the many mysteries Hollywood would render, and these ruins were the ideal if obvious cinematic symbol of it all: the forsaken Hollywood mansion, once elegant and majestic, abandoned and neglected for decades like the once great city that sprawls south from these foothills.




  I used to spend a lot of time at this summit of ruins, looking out, looking down on Hollywood, and contemplating its many mysteries. Why, I wondered, would something so beautiful and grand be built, only to be abandoned and left to decay?




  After all, this was Hollywood. This was a town that the whole world talked about. They thought about Hollywood. Their dreams were painted here. The silents and the talkies, the epics and odysseys, the human and heroic, the mortal and divine. All of the mythical histories, mysteries, romances, and musicals, the electric illusions of motion and emotion, the indelible iconic images of Charlie Chaplin, Marilyn Monroe, Humphrey Bogart, Groucho Marx, James Dean, Clark Gable, wrapped up in radiant Technicolor brilliance and black-and-white streams of shadow and substance; all of it emanated from the studios and soundstages that sprung up throughout the flatlands of this little town.




  Hollywood.




  I remember walking west on Hollywood Boulevard one morning in 1984. I was with my dear friend Miriam Corrier, who must have been eighty then although she neither looked or admitted it, and who often regaled me with stories both romantic and fantastic of old Hollywood as she remembered it. Like many others I’ve spoken to since, she spoke of Hollywood as if it were another world. As we walked past homeless men huddled in doorways, and past a sad succession of tawdry souvenir stores, I asked her the question that had been on my mind since the day I arrived. What happened to Hollywood?




  Her answer was immediate and concise. “The sixties,” she said. But like most answers about Hollywood, as I would come to discover, it was the truth, but not the whole truth. And attaining anything even approximating the whole truth about Hollywood, as I would come to find, was going to take some time.




  Like F. Scott Fitzgerald, who once said he came to Hollywood with the resignation of a ghost assigned to a haunted house, I became resigned to haunt Hollywood myself, in hope of unraveling some of its mysteries. Over the next years I embarked on an ongoing quest to peel back the layers of old Hollywood in order to reveal its mysteries, and to gain some insight into how it felt to live a real life in this surreal city. What was real Hollywood all about? Was there ever a real Hollywood? And if so, what happened to it?




  With the optimistic intent of exploring and maybe even answering this question, I posted small, signal-orange flyers on community bulletin boards, lampposts, telephone poles, and elsewhere around Hollywood. Each posed a question I felt couldn’t have been more direct (although I was later informed by many that they took it metaphorically): “DO YOU REMEMBER HOLLYWOOD?” It was followed by the predictable clincher, “And, if so, are you willing to talk about it?” Also included was my name, telephone number, and stated mission in life: “Author, working on a book of Hollywood history.”




  Responses I received were vast and diverse; I met with everyone who called, some who still lived in Hollywood, some who didn’t, but each of whom harbored individual theories about its glory and decline. Many expressed a deep and lasting love for Hollywood; others regarded it as little more than an old frame for a painting that faded decades ago. Many of them led me to others, forming this chain of shared remembrances you now hold. I spoke to people who worked inside and outside of the studios, people who became stars, people who hoped to become stars, people who worked for stars, people who lived in awe of stars, and people singularly unimpressed by stardom. I spoke to actors, extras, producers, editors, writers, composers, carpenters and publicists, as well as broadcasters, comedians, secretaries, songwriters, bartenders, journalists, shop-clerks, models, and more. As I searched for some overall, absolute truth about Hollywood, I found instead a kind of collective truth, and one that probably comes closer to reflecting the fullness of what Hollywood once really was. As each of these witnesses affirmed, Hollywood holds as many facets of the truth as there are edges to a diamond. I like to think of this collection of history and remembrances, Hollywood Remembered, as that diamond.




  The abandoned lot at the top of Whitley Heights, I was to discover, was the site of Topside, the mansion of one of the greatest silent movie stars, Francis X. Bushman. Bushman, who was an extremely handsome matinee idol in his day, was known to be driven down Hollywood Boulevard in his limo illuminated by a hidden light, designed to give him a rosy incandescence. His house, which legend says was used in the late thirties as a “celebrity bordello,” was knocked down in 1957 to clear the way for condos. The neighbors organized in protest again the development, and succeeded in saving the land but were too late to save the house. The lot remained in ruins for decades until the late 1990s, at which time developers overcame their opposition, acquiring the lamentable authorization to build a complex of six houses on this single plot of land. The twenty royal palms still stand high on this hill above Hollywood, but Topside itself, the memories of Topside, and memories of the ruins of Topside, all belong to the ages now. This book is an attempt to savor those memories, and to celebrate the unique history that belongs only to this little hamlet within Los Angeles known as Hollywood.




  Hollywood.




  It might all have become Figwood had Harvey Henderson Wilcox gotten his way. Needing a name for the new ranch he purchased in 1881 several miles northwest of his Los Angeles home, it seemed only fitting for him to honor the predominant fruit of his new orchards: figs.




  Yet Harvey’s wife Daieda had something else in mind. It was a name she heard spoken by a stranger on a train. It’s a motif that reoccurs many times in Hollywood history—the stranger on a train. This one was an affluent woman from Illinois who spoke with so much love and passion about her country home near Chicago that Daeida was entranced. And the name of that woman’s home stuck with her from the instant she heard it: Hollywood.




  It had a certain ring to it, a measure of bygone grace she suspected might be welcome in the new century around the corner. She prevailed upon her husband to agree, which he evidently did, and despite the general absence of any actual holly in the area, he personally painted the name “Hollywood” in bold white on a wooden sign, which he nailed to the front gate.




  A humble and pious man of honor, Harvey Wilcox sought to justify the use of this fanciful name by importing two expensive English holly bushes, which he planted prominently on the grounds of his new property. Within weeks, both bushes withered and died. Holly, as Harvey discovered, to his dismay, simply doesn’t thrive in the dry, temperate climate of Hollywood. Yet it was a historic endeavor nonetheless, the first-ever attempt to match the ideal—the original abstraction of Hollywood, the inaugural illusion— with something authentic. And it failed.




  Still the name survived, and flourished in ways that the Wilcoxes never could have imagined. What the Wilcoxes had in mind was something else altogether, the establishment of Hollywood as a peaceful and sacred oasis where devout Methodists like themselves could practice abstinence and other virtues. It wasn’t to be.




  What was to be was something entirely different. Hollywood, as we know, soon became the luminous national nucleus of a newfangled technology which arose from what was a modest storefront novelty, and evolved into such a beloved and integral component of modern life that moviemakers by the hundreds arrived, lured by the promise of perpetual sunshine, orange-blossom sweetness, and warm weather. And they built their dream factories right in the heart of Harvey and Daeida’s former fields of figs, placing Hollywood forever on the map of the world and the human psyche.




  To this day the distance between Hollywood as it exists and Hollywood as it’s imagined remains a considerable one. People arrive daily in search of the ideal only to be confronted and confused by the actuality. Hollywood persists in existing as both an actual place and as a metaphor for the entertainment industry that extends far beyond its physical borders. It’s no small wonder why present-day Hollywood should seem perplexing to those searching for any trace of its fabled shimmer, and why the physical past of this singularly surreal city is obscured by a confusing mix of myth and misinformation.




  But none of this is new. As I discovered, this disparity between an abstract and authentic Hollywood has been prevalent since as early as the 1920s, when C. Clayton Hutton, an Englishman reporting for the New York Times, came to Hollywood expecting to find a modern Sodom and Gomorrah. What he found surprised him. “Forget Hollywood as a bacchanalian forest where ill-concealed orgies of its people find credence among all peoples,” Hutton wrote, “and begin all over again with your mental picture of this famous place if you really prefer to be grounded on the subject.”




  It’s a fair request. Hollywood, as it is remembered, is a different place for everyone. It’s a place where the past and the present coincide with the real and imagined, where memory and metaphor beckon abstractions and ideals, where dreams and aspirations merge with faith and resignation. It’s a living, changing continent, both physical and imagined. Hollywood Remembered is in many ways as much about the nature of memory—how we remember our lives—as it is about Hollywood itself. People file and organize their remembrances in diverse ways, linking them to locations, to people, to events, and to aspirations. One of the few constants here in these memories is food; there are evidently few aspects of the speakable memory more prominent than the remembrance of great meals past. The other most common links in these memoirs is a sad sense of regret over the plight of present-day Hollywood, and a kind of astonishment—sometimes bemused, sometimes regretful—over the lightning-swift speed at which the decades have flown by.




  Yet by no means is this a collection of weepy, mournful elegies for something lost forever. More than anything these memoirs affirm that the spirit of early Hollywood is deeply ingrained in this place, and that the cliché of a “Lost Holly-wood,”—a city in ruins with no remaining links to its glory days—really isn’t true. It’s been a revelation for me to have discovered over the years that the list of historic structures that still stand in Hollywood is actually a much longer one than the sad lexicon of landmarks missing. Far from being lost, the bold, expansive spirit of historic Hollywood can still be found within its scores of legendary structures, its old studios, hotels, restaurants, and theaters. And it’s there in the fantastic stylistic farrago of Moorish, Spanish, Colonial, Italian, and Victorian houses that still stand in the hills, and in the impossibly steep and winding tapestry of hillside streets that would never be allowed under modern construction codes, but which still breathe with the brash, unbound essence of early Hollywood.




  None of which should imply that Hollywood is or has ever been static. Since its inception as a city, it’s always been in a constant state of flux, perpetually building new buildings on the bones of old ones, and then knocking those down to build newer ones. As of this writing, the autumn of 2001, physical Hollywood is poised on the precipice of an immense, inexorable transition. Gargantuan new building projects are being developed throughout its old streets and thoroughfares. Despite David Selznick’s prediction that Hollywood will never come back, forces have been vying to bring it back for years.




  Presently the “Hollywood-Highland” project, an immense development constructed on the site of the bank building that was constructed on the site of the Hollywood Hotel, is the most conspicuous of these efforts. Spanning a full city block and adjoining Grauman’s Chinese Theater, it houses the Kodak Theater, the new home of the Academy Awards, as well as a bevy of nightclubs, restaurants, movie theaters, cafes, and a new hotel. And it is only one of the many new developments rising around Hollywood; the intersections of Hollywood & Vine, Yucca & Vine, Sunset & Vine, Sunset & Ivar, and many more are all undergoing massive reconstruction.




  How positive the effect of this new building boom will be remains to be seen. Hollywood’s entire history has been marked by alternating interludes of prosperity and disheartenment. Back in 1937, when Edwin Palmer was writing the conclusion to his History of Hollywood, he looked toward its immediate future and saw the advent of a new technology on the horizon. “All this new construction is planned with television in view,” he wrote with marked uncertainty. Hollywood then, as it is today, was undergoing vast physical and technological changes, of which the outcome was equally unpredictable. Palmer’s ultimate conclusion, however, was one of optimism. “Whatever the future status of this disorganized terrestrial heap,” he wrote, “Hollywood is destined to be at the top of it.”




  Although more than sixty years have passed since those words were written, I still tend to share Dr. Palmer’s optimism. And however Hollywood’s future status is shaped, I’m hopeful that its past will at last be preserved with a focus equal to its immense historic significance. By virtue of the valiant efforts of neighborhood preservationists, such as those who founded the Hollywood Heritage organization, existent links to historic Hollywood have been renovated and revitalized, while developers determined to build Hollywood’s future by destroying its past have been defied. This book is written in the honor of all of those who have worked throughout the years to honor and preserve Hollywood’s history.




  It’s also written in the honor of the thirty-six rememberers whose memoirs are preserved here. These witnesses to Hollywood’s past graciously allowed me entrance into their remembered Holly-woods, and joined me in journey to an empire that eventually outgrew and abandoned its hometown. Yet the unique past of that beloved hometown, that little city under the big sign, remains resoundingly fluid and dynamic, and is kept forever alive in the hearts and minds of those who care to remember. This book is for them. And it’s for you.




  Paul Zollo


  Hollywood, California


  December 2001
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  A HISTORY OF HOLLYWOOD
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  WHAT FOLLOWS is a condensed chronology of physical Hollywood, an overview of the unprecedented evolution of this singular American town, intended to function as a foundation for the collective remembrances that comprise the body of this book. This chapter is exposition, intended to set the stage for what's to come.




  It spans from the dawn of man and progresses through various periods of light and darkness, through the momentous events and actions of remarkable people that shaped the physical landscape of Hollywood and sparked its evolution; through times of turmoil and times of triumph. Beginning with an epoch of seemingly infinite, unspoiled tranquility, it advances through the successive incursions of Spanish missionaries, religious zealots, farmers, businessmen, filmmakers, and others, all of which resulted in its phenomenally swift expansion and subsequent decline. It concludes in modern times following twin periods of darkness, the initiation of the Hollywood Blacklist, and the construction of the Hollywood Freeway, both of which cast dark and enduring shadows over the spiritual and physical landscape of Hollywood.




  This history was compiled from a variety of sources, each of which have varying degrees of accuracy. I'm indebted to the historian Paul Soifer, who shared his personal knowledge and also located many extremely rare, historic documents from the files of the Department of Water & Power concerning William Mulholland and his controversial construction of the Mulholland Dam above Hollywood. I'm also indebted to the archives of the New York Times and the Los Angeles Times, as well as to a trio of Hollywood historians: Laurence Hill, who wrote La Reina, a 1929 history of L.A., Bruce Torrence, the author of Hollywood: The First 100 Years, and Dr. Edwin Obadiah Palmer, who wrote the unrivaled History of Hollywood in 1937.




  The words and research of all of these men are woven through this narrative, but Palmer is the primary source, since in addition to being a fine writer and historian, he had firsthand, intimate knowledge of Hollywood’s earliest days. He moved to Hollywood from New York in 1900 and was one of the first doctors ever to practice in Hollywood, and also a civic leader who both supported and opposed various developments that shaped physical Hollywood, such as the construction of a public library, club, and bank, which he supported, and the construction of the Mulholland Dam, which he opposed.




  Palmer knew Mrs. Wilcox, who founded Hollywood, as well as Hollywood’s first cast of characters, which included Paul DeLongpre, H.J. Whitley, Philo Beveridge, Christine Weatherill Stevenson, C.M. Pierce, and others. He is a rare historian in that he includes himself in his history, even offering this profile of himself in the third person: “Dr. Palmer was a thin, pale young man whose principal assets were a Columbia College degree in medicine, a New York certificate to practice, an intern’s certificate from Lebanon Hospital of New York, a square, dark beard, and about $500 in cash; his principal liability an occasional pulmonary hemorrhage.” My gratitude goes to the kind doctor for his thoughtful, comprehensive work, and for his evident love of Hollywood and its unique history, which I share.




  Early Origins




  For many millennia, this vicinity of the world designated today as Hollywood, California, has been a temperate and pacific portion of the Southwest, ruled by the elemental, intrinsic laws of nature. Prehistoric geologic evolution transpired in such a way as to ensure this region a sunny, pleasant climate that has endured throughout the span of human existence on this earth.




  “Hollywood is no exception to the rule that great cities have developed on sites blessed with great natural advantages,” wrote Dr. Palmer. “The 34th parallel on which she stands passes through some of the most repellent desert in America and Asia but wherever it meets the sea we find the most charming and comfortable climate.”




  Such is the source of the steadfastly comfortable climes of this California basin, shielded as it is by the presence of great winding ribbons of foothills and mountain ranges. Hollywood’s location in the Cahuenga Valley makes it the lucky beneficiary of some of the planet’s most agreeable geographical combinations; its mountain ranges are ideally situated to provide access to cool ocean breezes while concurrently shielding the city from the brutal, oppressive desert heat, which transforms the San Fernando Valley each summer into a scorched and dusty desert.




  Yet the Cahuenga Valley is not entirely cut off from the San Fernando Valley. While the continents were still in the fluid midst of their prehistoric formation, the earth folded back upon herself in such a way as to form a providential passageway through the hills, a portal that connects the twin valleys to this day. “As this 1,100-foot-high windbreak was reared at a point where the rock was less resistant,” Palmer wrote, “a canyon from the north met a canyon from the south.” The result was the Cahuenga Pass, named El Portozuelo by the Spaniards, nature’s monumental ancient gateway into Hollywood.




  The Native People




  Historians and archeologists alike estimate that it was in approximately 7,200 B.C. that the Chumash people first ventured south to California, establishing small coastal villages along the Pacific shore from northern to southern California. Taking advantage of the ample amount of natural tar that bubbled up then as it still does today in various pits throughout the region, they built boats of wooden planks sealed with this tar, and sailed regularly to Catalina and the Channel Islands.




  Untouched by war, disease, or urban blight, these natives lived for successive eons in harmonious accord prior to the arrival of eighteenth-century Spaniards. The years between 7,200 B.C. or so until A.D. 1781 were years of tranquility, except for the occasional natural interventions of active earthquakes and aftershocks.




  The Chumash were skilled hunters, stone-carvers and basket-weavers. They had about thirty villages scattered all over what would become Los Angeles County. Their capital village, known as Yang-na, was located in what is now downtown Los Angeles, near the present-day intersection of Commercial & Alameda. Present-day Hollywood was known as Co-Yang-Na, which referred to its landscape of little hills and deep canyons. At the north end of Western Boulevard at what is now the Fern Dell section of Griffith Park was the site of sacred traditional council grounds known as Moco-Yang-Na. The area of present Outpost Drive at the north tip of Sycamore Avenue was a settlement known as Ca-Oug-Na. And to the north on the other side of the hills, the vast, verdant canyon we now know as the San Fernando Valley was called Pa-Seg-Na.




  The natives lived off the land, eating the acorns of white oaks and wild plums, both of which were dried and pummeled into a powdery paste used to make cakes. They considered all the beasts of the region to be fair game, with the exception of three: old coyotes, which were felt to possess spiritual wisdom; bears, which were considered to be connected to divinity; and rattlesnakes, which were shunned with respect for the manifest power of their venom.




  But this still left a veritable smorgasbord of wild game in the hills and canyons: deer, badgers, rabbits, young coyotes, squirrels, rats, gophers, raccoons, wildcats, crows, blackbirds and hawks. Locusts and grasshoppers were considered delicacies, and only consumed during sacred ritual banquets.




  Many tribes of Shoshone newly moved into California circa 6,000 B.C., settling in different places throughout what is today the counties of Los Angeles and San Bernardino. They became known as the Tongva people, and together with the Chumash, the Tatavium, Miwok, and Ipi-Tapai tribes, created a unified and compassionate community that coexisted for centuries.




  Yet the epoch of harmony known by these native people was brought to an abrupt and awful end. The ways of the Shoshone, the Chumash and the ancient villages of Yang-Na were all vanquished in less than fifty years, destroyed by the invasion of Spanish missionaries a single century prior to the founding of Hollywood.




  In this respect, Hollywood signifies all of America, in that the indigenous people of this area were considered savages, and like the entirety of natives who populated this nation, were wiped out by exile, disease and slaughter. Although they had existed for successive centuries in peace and had mastered the delicate art of living off the land without destroying it, they were branded as ignorant pagans by the missionaries. In the 1964 edition of The California Missions, its editors reflect the unenlightened, arcane view of Native Americans that was indoctrinated into American children for generations: “The Indians whom the padres encountered may well have seemed the most unpromising of prospects for conversion. Short of stature, swarthy and unkempt, they were still living in the Stone Age, some 15,000 years before the Spaniards.”1




  Throughout the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, Spain ruled the New World. After eventually depleting the wealth and natural resources of its dominion, they continued to expand their empire, and moved into Central America, the Caribbean, about half of South America, much of what is now the United States, and Mexico, where they established the capital of New Spain in Mexico City. It was an empire expanded over the centuries via a force that combined both military and religious power. When natives attempted to oppose their incursion, military might was introduced first in order to conquer the natives. Once subdued, religion was then introduced to save their souls while simultaneously seizing their lands. Mexico, for example, had to be taken by force. But it was agreed that the natives up north in Alta California were a mild, malleable people, and that their conversion would require the power only of the clergy, without the aggression of a military invasion.




  And so it was toward the end of the eighteenth century Spain turned to not to an army but to two men, Governor Gaspar de Portola and Father Junipero Serra, to establish in the honor of the cross and the crown a northwest frontier in California. Serra was a teacher and missionary who was born in Mallorca, Spain in 1713 and who served as the head of the missions in Baja California (in Mexico, south of San Diego). Portola was an aristocratic soldier born in Catalan, who served in the Spanish army in Italy and Portugal before appointed the governor of Baja from 1768–1770. But with little of Baja for him to govern, he was happy with his assignment to join Serra in this northern expansion of the Spanish empire. Ironically, this man responsible for the foundation of a long chain of missions up the California coast was also responsible for ousting every Jesuit in Baja from the fourteen missions that they’d established over their seventy-two-year span. Their missions were consequently occupied, first by the Franciscans and later by the Dominicans.




  In the hot July of 1769, Serra and Portola led Spain in a significant expansion of its empire by invading Alta California, and founding the first of twenty-one missions along the West Coast, the Mission San Diego de Alcala.




  Two days prior to the dedication of the new mission, Portola headed north with one servant, twenty-seven soldiers, and an arsenal of assorted weapons. They arrived in Yang-Na on the second day of August 1769, and forever displaced the spiritual dynamics of these peaceful people. Oblivious to the sacred dimensions of this land, the Spaniards erected crude camps along a waterway the natives knew to be holy, the Los Angeles River.




  These missionaries were immediately alerted to the totally unexpected and frequently terrifying aspects of their new Angeleno existence on their first night in the area. Two severe earthquakes struck the L.A. region within a few minutes of each other, followed by a succession of aftershocks. Since they had never experienced anything even remotely like this, the Spaniards feared it might be the wrath of God. They hiked in terror for hours through acres of wild grapes and rosebushes, ultimately concluding that the nearby mountain ranges had to harbor several active volcanoes. It was the force of their repeated eruptions, they reasoned, that had caused the awful trembling of the earth. They renamed the river “Rio de los Temblores,” or “The River of the Temblors.”




  Moving west along what is today Wilshire Boulevard, they came upon the La Brea Tarpits—which still exist in the Mid-Wilshire district of L.A., scant miles south of Hollywood. Viewing the dark pools of bubbling, oozing tar, they surmised that it was the aggregate residue of lava flowing down from the nearby volcanoes.




  Rather than head due north, which would have led them directly into the heart of Hollywood, they ventured west through what is today Westwood and the campus of UCLA, persisting westward till they reached the ocean. From the shore they were discouraged by the mountain ranges they saw to the north, a section of the Santa Monica mountains that looms over modern-day Malibu. They reversed their direction once again and headed northeast, through the Sepulveda Canyon into the San Fernando Valley. Friar Juan Crespi, the designated diarist for the expedition, named this valley for its prominent groves of oaks, or encinos, calling it Santa Catalina de Bononia de los Encinos, which means, “St. Catherine of Bologna’s Valley of the Live Oaks.” Years later, after the establishment of the San Fernando mission, the Valley was renamed in its honor the San Fernando Valley.




  The Spaniards continued north from the valley until they reached Point Reyes, north of San Francisco. Starving by this point and suffering from scurvy, they turned south again and headed back to San Diego. Evidently, they were not as superior to the natives as they assumed. Even arcane histories such as The California Missions recognize that the natives had much natural wisdom that the Spaniards did not possess. “The California Indian has often been criticized because he lived a life of slothfulness, not stirring himself to raise crops, herd flocks, or practice other disciplined forms of food production.. .. Over the centuries, the natives had evolved a sensible pact with nature. . . . Ironically, the civilized Spaniards who looked down upon the childlike Indian suffered famines after they first settled in the same environment when their imported foodstuffs failed to arrive on time.”




  It was on January 16, 1770, that the Spaniards passed south through the Cahuenga Pass, then a rugged trail covered in nopal cacti, and for the first time entered what today is Hollywood. They made their camp at the southern edge of the Pass, which is the present site of the Hollywood Bowl, and dubbed this region La Nopalera, which translates, “The land covered with cactus.” They then proceeded to clear away most of the cactus, and used the remaining land for the grazing of their sheep and cattle; because of a scarcity of water, it could be used for little else. The native name for Hollywood, Co-Yang-na, evolved through Spanish usage into its present form, Cahuenga.




  The Spaniards returned to San Diego by the same route that they had first forged. Toward the end of April of that same year, a new camp arrived in better health and with more provisions. On June 3, 1770, the second of the California Missions was founded by Junipero Serra. It was then that the people of Cahuenga became considered the “property of Spain.” The fourth and largest of the missions was San Gabriel, founded in 1771. Its domain included the present site of Hollywood, and its name was used to extend to all natives of this region, who were forever classified as a single tribe, known as Gabrielino.




  All of what is present-day Hollywood was divided into two by the Spaniards, who named all of the area to the west of the Cahuenga Pass, Rancho La Brea, and all of the area to the east Rancho Los Feliz.




  When L.A. was established by Spain as a pueblo in 1781, the Cahuenga Pass became an official link of the established Spanish trail up the Californian coast known as El Camino Real de Rey. A rugged trail covered with nopal cacti, the Pass was used to move cattle and sheep from the Cahuenga Valley to San Fernando. In time it became a more established wagon road and eventually a paved highway. In 1947, it was transformed into one of the first segments of the Hollywood Freeway.




  In 1828, a German immigrant John Grogignan bought all the land on which the sacred village of Yang-na had stood for eons. With aid from the Mexican authorities, all the remaining natives were evicted. By 1835, the many thousands of natives that had lived in the region for centuries had been reduced to 600. In time those who did not die from new diseases introduced to their homeland by the Spaniards were either expelled to the various missions dotting the California coast or slaughtered.




  It needs to be noted that the aim of the Spanish missionaries was an essentially humanistic one, convinced as they were that the natives would suffer both in heaven and on earth without the requisite salvation that the Spaniards offered. Yet this imposed redemption saved few, and in reality resulted in genocide. “Critics of the mission system charge that it was a thinly disguised form of slavery, masquerading under a pious front,” wrote Paul Johnson in The California Missions. “The culture that it forced upon the natives was alien to their traditions, and no attempts were made by the padres to retain any of the rich heritage of the past. . . . [T]he Indians trained in the mission life were ill-adapted to live under any other system and could never again return to their old ways. . . . The introduction of the system brought with it diseases that destroyed thousands of the natives because they had no immunity against white man’s ailments.”




  But in what many have seen as karmic justice, the Spaniards would suffer at the hands of the American government much as they had caused the natives to suffer. California officially joined the Union in 1850; in the following year, the U.S. Congress passed a law that required all Spanish and Mexican land grants to be newly confirmed by American authorities. Because many of the landowners didn’t understand English, they neglected to seek the official confirmation required under law, and the government took over their land, and sold it. Farmers from all over America flocked to the Cahuenga Valley to buy acres of farmland at reasonable prices, and despite inadequate sources of water, an agricultural community spread throughout the area. Barley, hay, and grain were the most common crops, but experiments with the subtropical climate proved that fruits such as bananas and pineapples could also flourish here. By 1875, Cahuenga Valley farmers managed to irrigate their fields with precious water pumped up from the ground by windmills into large wooden tanks supported by stilts.




  But a severe drought in 1879 made it impossible to maintain the herds, and several thousand starving cattle were rounded up and forced to stampede west to the ocean, and over the palisades into the sea. It was then that farmers began experimenting with a new crop, oranges and lemons, and gradually began planting citrus groves.




  The Dawn of Hollywood




  Harvey Henderson Wilcox and his wife Daeida Hartell Wilcox were pious abolitionists from Topeka, Kansas who moved to the thriving Western metropolis of Los Angeles in 1883. Their first home was an ornate Hill Street mansion in downtown L.A., which was later the site of the Los Angeles Pacific’s Hill Street Station. Tragedy and fortune always seemed to come hand in hand for the Wilcoxes; Harvey made a substantial fortune in the real estate business, buying up parcels of lands throughout the city, subdividing them, and selling them for enormous profit. But he also lost the use of both legs due to a severe bout of typhoid fever. And even more tragically, the Wilcoxes’ only child, a daughter, died while she was only nineteen months old.




  So perhaps it was as a diversion from this pervasive darkness that Harvey and Daeida would regularly take leisurely drives in their carriage, drawn by two prized Pinto horses named Duke and Royal, through the lovely Cahuenga Valley, northwest of their downtown home. Their favorite spot to stop and savor was a lush orchard of figs and apricots, which they decided would be an ideal location for a country home. They ultimately purchased 160 acres of the valley, which they renamed “Hollywood” at Daeida’s insistence. As discussed in the Preface, it was a name she first heard spoken by a stranger on a train, an affluent woman who talked lovingly of her own Hollywood home near Chicago. Harvey and Daeida’s Hollywood would be in California. Its main thoroughfare would ultimately become the world-famous Hollywood Boulevard. But in Harvey and Daeida’s day it was known by its original name, Prospect Avenue.




  The completion of the Santa Fe Railroad in 1885 resulted in a tremendous land boom, and Harvey Wilcox wisely cashed in on it. He sold the majority of his downtown holdings, including his Hill Street home, and moved with Daeida to live permanently in a small, renovated farmhouse on their newly christened Hollywood ranch.




  Harvey and Daeida were devout Methodists who were dedicated to temperance, abstaining from any temptations that could dilute the purity of the spirit. Chief among these, of course, was that demon alcohol. The Wilcoxes established Hollywood with the ironic aspiration of creating a kind of Christian Utopia, a place where like-minded people could unite to live good, clean Christian lives.




  Their vision was of a “genteel, Bible-quoting suburb,” according to historian Sam Hall Kaplan, “for those wanting to escape the hard-drinking, decadent lifestyle of downtown L.A.” Hollywood was founded as a dry community, one that prohibited the sale and consumption of all alcoholic beverages several years prior to the national Prohibition of the 1920s, which made alcohol illegal throughout all of America.




  Harvey Wilcox subdivided his 160 acres of Hollywood into a grid of streets and avenues with Franklin Avenue at its northern perimeter, Sunset Boulevard to the south, Gower Street to the west and Hudson Avenue to the east. Wilcox landscaped his new town with rows of pepper trees that he personally planted along the incipient thoroughfares. He filed a streetmap of his new community with the L.A. City Recorder on February 1, 1887, which was the first formal registration of Hollywood as a community within Los Angeles.




  Within a few years of Hollywood’s inception, Prospect Avenue became a preferential address among affluent Angelenos, who swiftly moved into Hollywood and erected a succession of spacious Queen Anne Victorian and Mission Revival–style manors. A beautiful and peaceful neighborhood arose. Daeida Wilcox persuaded many of her new neighbors and other assorted Angelenos to follow her lead in making substantial donations to finance construction of churches, schools and a city library. Now feeling her fledgling community was prepared to be a true city, she pushed for a vote on incorporation, and on November 14, 1903, it was decided by a slim vote of its citizens (with 88 for and 77 against incorporation) that this little farming community should officially be incorporated as the new City of Hollywood.




  Immediately south of Hollywood was the 500-acre ranch of Cornelius Cole, a former Washington senator and lawyer, who moved to Los Angeles in 188i. He was awarded this valuable real estate as the settlement of a long-standing legal fee, and named it in honor of his wife, Olive Colegrove. To this day, streets named for him and his family remain in Hollywood, including Cole Avenue as well as Willoughby Street and Seward Street, for his sons Willoughby and Seward.




  Dr. Palmer remembered Cole as a “large, dignified man with heavy white chin whiskers and mustache, a black service hat, string tie, and Prince Albert coat. . . . His secret sin was verse, which he published anonymously.” Cole continued to practice law in downtown L.A. along with his son, Willoughby. He died in 1924 at the age of 102 at his home in Colegrove.




  The promise of Hollywood’s prosperity, however, began to wither and die on the proverbial vine; severe droughts throughout the Southwest delivered a season of scorched devastation to the thirsty farms and orchards of Hollywood. The Wilcox’s prayers for rain remained evidently unanswered as each of their newly burrowed wells ran dry. Desperately seeking a way to save his pepper trees, Wilcox broke open dozens of watermelons and saturated the roots of his trees with the juice.




  Through powers of persistent persuasion, Harvey Wilcox succeeded in convincing the proprietors of the Cahuenga Valley Railroad to extend their existing route north on Western Avenue so that it would go all the way through to Prospect (now Hollywood) Boulevard, and from there to turn left to head west down the boulevard to Wilcox Avenue, one block beyond Cahuenga.




  It was at this same time that a wealthy Colorado miner named E.C. Hurd purchased a plentiful plot of land that stretched west of Hollywood & Wilcox, and built a large home at the its northwest corner. Hurd sold seven acres of this land to a friend from Colorado, E.L. Baker, and together Baker and Hurd planted the first lemon orchard in Hollywood, a vast grove that stretched between Sunset & Yucca and Wilcox & Whitley. Hurd spent a small fortune on water by having wells drilled on his own land and also at Sunset & Hudson. He also financed the construction of a reservoir for water and a tunnel in Brush Canyon, at the north end of Bronson, near what is today the Bronson Caves.




  Hurd then bought out the Cahuenga Valley Railroad, and wasted no time in extending its routes ever westward, all the way down Prospect to where it meets Laurel Canyon. This access by rail made Hollywood increasingly accessible to tourists and other potential landowners. But times remained tough in this little town, and both Hurd and Wilcox were frustrated by their failure to sell much of their Hollywood land.




  Harvey Wilcox died in 1891.2 Three years later, E.C. Hurd was also gone. Daeida Wilcox took over control of all of her husband’s property holdings, carefully maintaining their investments while also generously donating ample parcels of land to the city to be used for a myriad of municipal structures.




  Dr. Palmer remembered Daeida well, and with great fondness. “She was a woman of great personal charm,” he wrote, “a genial companion, the best and truest of friends, and a worthy opponent. Her word was as good as her oath and she spared no pains to accomplish her undertakings. In benevolence she was outstanding.”




  It was on yet another train ride east in 1893 that Mrs. Wilcox fell into conversation with yet another stranger on a train. His name was Philo Beveridge, the son of Illinois Governor John Beveridge. Born in 1850 in Tennessee, he attended college at Northwestern University near Chicago in Evanston, Illinois. Separated from his own wife, Beveridge was charmed by Mrs. Wilcox, and accepted her offer to visit Hollywood. Like many, once he came, he never left. Philo married Daeida the following year, and they had four children together. Dr. Palmer remembered him as a “genial, jovial, athletic-appearing man.”




  In 1889, Rene Blondeau, a native of Normandie, France, came to Hollywood with his young wife Marie by way of New Orleans, and purchased from Wilcox six acres of land at the northwest corner of Sunset & Gower, where they built a home. In time they built additions onto the house, and opened a saloon, Blondeau’s Tavern, where they served food as well as wine and assorted liquors.




  Their timing couldn’t have been more ideal for Paul DeLongpre, a world-famous French artist who moved into Hollywood only months after his countrymates, the Blondeaus, opened their tavern for business. Paul DeLongpre was born in 1855, and was renowned for his beautifully colorful oil and watercolor paintings of flowers. He moved with his wife and children from New York to Los Angeles in 1889 in order to have an ample and varied supply of floral subjects to paint. His chosen means of transport was a bicycle, and it was on one of his regular bike rides that he discovered Hollywood, which he felt was one of Los Angeles’ most appealing locations. When he stumbled upon the fine French food being served at the Blondeau’s Tavern, he knew he was in heaven, and he began to dine there nearly every day.




  It was at a local exhibition of his paintings that he first met Mrs. Wilcox Beveridge, who admired his work. When he spoke of his desire to build a grand estate with extensive gardens, Mrs. Beveridge offered him a large parcel of her ranch, as long as he would establish his studio there. He agreed, and took over three connecting lots north of her corner lot at Hollywood & Cahuenga. But he still felt the area was too small for the kind of grand garden he envisioned, so Mrs. Beveridge offered him the corner lot as well, on which she lived, in exchange for three of his paintings. She had her own home moved to the northwest corner of Cahuenga & Yucca street, so that DeLongpre could build his own home.




  The house he built was a masterpiece, an expansive Moorish mansion surrounded by the natural splendor of sumptuous flower gardens. His house and garden quickly became Hollywood’s first tourist attraction; sightseers would breakfast downtown, and then ride a horse-drawn carriage along the Sunset Trail— now Sunset Boulevard—to make it to Hollywood in time for lunch, and a good viewing of the DeLongpre estate.




  In 1901 the newly incorporated Los Angeles Pacific Boulevard and Development Company, funded by the investments of such notables as L.A. Times editor Harrison Gray Otis, and businessmen H.J. Whitley and George Hoover, purchased an expansive plot of Hollywood property, the entire realm north of Prospect (Hollywood Boulevard) between Cahuenga and La Brea. This they laid out into a fairly orderly grid of graded streets with sidewalks, curbs and sewers, and called it the Hollywood Ocean View Tract. Though the bulk of it was planned to be an entirely residential street, a portion of Highland Avenue, north of Prospect, was designated as a business zone. Hoover took over the northwest corner of Prospect & Highland, where he constructed the Hollywood Hotel. Across the street on the northeast corner was slotted as the site of the Bank of Hollywood.




  Hollywood’s first general store was established by Horace Sackett, who came to Hollywood in 1887. Sackett, who was from one of the eight British families who founded Cambridge, Massachusetts, was a “short, spare busy man with a brief beard,” Dr. Palmer remembers. “He was cheerful and kindly but firm in his convictions.” Sackett moved west from Connecticut with his wife and children, and bought a large acreage of land from Harvey Wilcox at the southwest corner of Hollywood & Cahuenga. On this lot he built his home and also established one of Hollywood’s first hotels, a three story building with the general store at its corner that provided the populace of Hollywood with all sorts of necessary provisions, as Dr. Palmer recalled: “Here butter and eggs bought crackers and cheese, overalls, jumpers, boots and shoes, ribbons and yardage, and the canned goods then becoming popular.”




  The Glen Holly Hotel also opened in Hollywood this same year, built by M.J. Warneke at the southeast corner of Franklin & Ivar. A quiet, nicely furnished small hotel that would figure into Hollywood’s incipient tourist trade, it was encircled by bounteous rose gardens.




  Another man whose name remains prominent on Hollywood street signs and maps is H.J. Whitley, who was born in 1859 in Toronto, Canada, and made his fortune establishing small towns and small-town banks along the route of the Northern Pacific Railroad throughout Kansas, Minnesota and Oklahoma. He came to California in 1893 and established the largest jewelry store then in all of Los Angeles, the H.J. Whitley Jewelry Store. Seven years later he bought a large acreage of land owned by E.C. Hurd south of Yucca between Wilcox and Whitley, and subdivided it into what became known as the Whitley Home Tract.




  “He stood well over six feet in height, rather more rangy than athletic in build,” remembered Dr. Palmer. “He was a serious, persuasive, dominating, indefatigable personality who expected cooperation from his associates and industry, efficiency and loyalty from his employees, and got it.”




  Not everyone would succumb to Whitley’s wishes, however. When he made a formal business proposal to Mrs. Beveridge suggesting he be given free reign to control development of her ranch, she turned him down.




  Nearly two decades later, in 1918, Whitley acquired the hillside land north of Franklin and east of Highland, and transformed it into the elegant and star-studded hillside community of Whitley Heights.3 Rudolph Valentino was one of the first, and maybe the greatest, of all the stars who lived in Whitley Heights. He bought an eight-room estate at 6776 Wedgewood Place and lived there with his wife, Natacha Rambova, setting the standards for the style and manner in which movie stars should live. As would be the prevalent pattern in coming years, the Valentinos erected both a large wall and a metal fence to encompass the perimeter of their property.




  By the late 1890s, daily existence within Hollywood suffered from the ongoing scarcity of water. Untold numbers of farms were ruined due to drought. Though the windmill pumps used in the 1870s had been supplanted by new gasoline-powered pumps that siphoned the water up from deep wells, the demand created by the irrigation of so many new farms and orchards exceeded the supply, and all the wells ran dry.




  Despite this, a tourist trade continued to thrive in Hollywood, access to which was simplified by the advent of the electric street-cars which ran from downtown Los Angeles through Hollywood and on to the city of Santa Monica and the sea. Beginning their journey in downtown L.A., tourists could travel directly to Hollywood and disembark at the Hollywood depot, which was at Prospect & Cahuenga. Waiting there to greet them was C.M. Pierce, a young entrepreneur who would spirit them along in his horse-drawn tallyho to see the shimmering sites of the Cahuenga Valley, including the DeLongpre studio and gardens and a chicken dinner at the Glen Holly hotel, all for the modest price of seventy-five cents.




  Pierce had moved from Oregon to Hollywood in hopes of finding a healthy home to overcome illnesses from which he’d long suffered. When he learned that the world-famous artist DeLongpre had settled into Hollywood and established his studio there, he saw an easy opportunity to exploit, and established his tallyho service. It proved so successful that Pierce enlarged his operation and began using electric streetcars to shuttle his tourists to the studio and hotel. He later extended his route all the way to the beach at Playa Del Rey, where his guests dined by the sea, before taking a train back direct to downtown L.A. This extension created a full-day excursion that roughly formed the shape of a balloon when diagrammed—from downtown to Hollywood to Playa Del Rey to downtown—and thus became known as the Balloon Route Excursion. Many of the sightseers who were first entranced with Hollywood during one of these excursions decided to move there permanently, triggering the establishment of many residential subdivisions throughout the city.




  Up at the north end of Bronson, north of Franklin, the already picturesque Brush Canyon was being carved into a location that would ultimately serve as one of Hollywood’s most frequently used outdoor sets. In 1903 the Union Rock Company carved a quarry here that created caves in the foothills; the resultant crushed rock was used as railroad ballast and for street surfaces. Transported initially by trucks that would roll up Bronson Avenue early in the morning and late at night, disturbing the neighbors as it tore up the newly paved streets, this rock was later moved in trains, thanks in part to the efforts of Dr. Palmer, who secured a forty-year franchise for an extension of the Cahuenga Valley Railroad. At his suggestion, they ran a route from up Western Boulevard from Santa Monica to Franklin, and from there west to Bronson and up to the quarry. This allowed the gravel to be moved easily out of the caves, saving wear and tear on the roads, but still caused an infernal racket of which the nearby nuns were none too glad. “The Mother Superior never forgave the doctor,” wrote Palmer, “as there was never found a cure for the squeak of the cars as they turned the corner of Franklin & Western in front of the convent.”




  In the late 1920s, the quarry ceased operation, but the mysterious caverns created there remain, and have been utilized as a great outdoor set for movies and television ever since, most famously as the “Batcave” in both the TV and film versions of Batman. Nestled as it is within the folds of foothills in Brush Canyon, it’s ideal both as a set for Westerns, but has also served as an extraterrestrial landscape on innumerable occasions.4




  In 1904, Dr. Palmer met often with Mrs. Wilcox Beveridge to discuss all things Hollywood. One of their chief concerns was competing with the new businesses opening along Highland—especially the new bank at Hollywood & Highland. They worried that people would be drawn away from their part of town, which was only a few blocks east at Cahuenga. Their aim was to establish Cahuenga as a viable commercial corridor, and to enable this endeavor the doctor suggested that they build a bank of their own at the corner of Hollywood & Cahuenga. He promised to secure the bank if Mrs. Beveridge would finance the construction of the building. And while they were at it, he thought, why not also build a town clubhouse of sorts above the bank?




  But Mrs. Beveridge wasn’t so sure a small town like Hollywood could support more than one bank, and to help her decide she turned to her attorney for advice. He informed her in no uncertain terms that a second bank in Hollywood was nonsensical, and shouldn’t be considered. Yet she was a woman of her word, and felt she and the doctor already had an agreement on which she wouldn’t renege.




  “The Wilcox Building was at once erected,” wrote Dr. Palmer. “Above was a large dance floor with rostrum, a billiard and card room, and office, with soft drinks and cigars on sale, while below on the corner was a spacious banking room. . . . The billiard and card rooms were well attended. Mr. Paul DeLongpre was the first president. . . . Here the weary business man stopped in for a game before dinner and the orchardist played a string of pool after depositing his lemon check. Many old Hollywood residents feel that these were her best days.”




  The Movies




  Though Hollywood became in time the movie capital of the world, the movies were not invented here, nor were the first films shot within Hollywood confines. It’s Thomas Edison, working out of his East Orange, New Jersey lab, who is officially credited with the invention of the movies. But his work was built on the foundation of centuries of invention and experimentation, dating back to the ancient magic lantern, a device that would project various spectral shapes and colors.




  Movies create the illusion of motion by projecting a succession of still photos in rapid succession. Many men experimented along these lines, including the photographer Eadweard Muybridge, working in Palo Alto, California, who in 1872 studied the motion of humans, horses and other animals by rigging up an arsenal of still cameras to capture the split-second progression of action on film.




  In 1895, two brothers in Lyon, France, Louis and Auguste Lumière, invented a camera that shot a swift series of photos, and which many consider the first true movie camera, the Cinematograph. Newspaper advertisements of 1897 boast of its unprecedented, magical properties: “The Cinematograph presents a series of realistic Motion Pictures taken in various parts of America, England, Spain, Italy, Germany and Africa, and presented to view exactly as though you were there looking at the scene actually occurring. . . . People walking about the Streets, Street Cars running, Soldiers marching, the Ocean Waves, People Bathing, Cavalry Charges, Comic Incidents, etc., outrivalling any entertainment in interest and novelty ever presented . . . ”




  But it was Edison who got there first. With his assistant William Dickson, he developed in 1890 the two chief components of moviemaking, a camera and a projector. The Kinetograph was the camera, and the Kinetoscope the projector, which ran a continuous fifty-foot loop of 35-millimeter film with a revolving shutter that flashed each image so quickly—originally eighteeen frames to every second—that the human eye computed it as uninterrupted motion. Edison’s first film was more significant for its achievement than its subject, which was his assistant Fred Ott sneezing. Since Edison was the first to file a patent for his inventions, he is forever recognized as the official and sole inventor of the movies.




  Edison’s Kinetoscope was one of the star attractions at the 1893 Chicago’s World Fair. In April of 1894, having shot a few films of vaudeville acts, circus shows and rodeos, Edison opened a parlor to exhibit his invention on Broadway in New York City, a prototype of the first movie theaters.




  In 1903 came a new concept in movies from a cameraman named Edwin Porter, who worked for Edison. Porter came up with the idea of not simply filming an event, but contriving an event to be filmed. The first one was The Life of an American Fireman, which showed a woman and child being heroically saved from a burning building. Next came The Great Train Robbery. These films were shown in storefronts projected on bed-sheets hung in the back. Thousands shelled out nickels to see these “photo-plays,” and an American tradition was born. By 1911, when the first film company came to Hollywood, 5,000 movie theaters already existed throughout America. Hollywood, however, didn’t have one. As Laurence Hill wrote, “It wasn’t that kind of town.”




  Paul DeLongpre passed away in 1911, and his beautiful estate and gardens were quickly torn down, forever closing a chapter of Hollywood history. “The steamroller of progress obliterated the home and the flowers,” wrote Hill. “Few now living in Hollywood know that DeLongpre used to pluck his choicest roses where now stands the Warner Brothers Theater.”




  Ironically, it was only a handful of weeks following DeLongpre’s death that the movies first arrived in Hollywood. Perhaps the timing of his departure was perfectly planned, for the serene beauty that he achieved at his estate, connected as it was to the era of the Wilcox’s vision of Hollywood as a peaceful paradise, would be entirely erased by the melee and sprawl sparked by the arrival of movie companies. Only days after establishing a studio in Hollywood, the Nestor Company was already disturbing the perennial serenity of Hollywood by staging small battles in the streets: “The natives . . . were actually frightened,” wrote Hill, “when they saw heavily armed cowboys galloping up Beachwood Drive to ‘fight’ Indians in what is now Hollywoodland.”




  Bad weather in Chicago was the primary reason the movies first turned toward the West, and eventually migrated to Hollywood. It’s the same reason that so many of the men who would shape Hollywood’s history, such as L. Frank Baum, Edgar Rice Burroughs, and others, all came: to escape the ongoing struggle with the volatile ever-shifting elements that is life on Lake Michigan and its environs.




  And so it was that Colonel William Selig, who ran the Selig Polyscope Company in Chicago, sent a film crew to California in 1907 to shoot The Count of Monte Cristo. They filmed first in downtown L.A. and seaside Santa Monica before moving onto Colorado. But when the climate of Colorado proved to be nearly as temperamental as Chicago’s, the Selig troupe returned to L.A. to stay. Renting a building that had previously housed a Chinese laundry, they set up offices, dressing rooms, and a soundstage, and got to work. The first film they shot was The Heart of a Race Tout, which was the first film completed completely in California. It would be, of course, the first of many.




  In 1909The Bison Company came to Los Angeles from New York and set up shop in what was then Edendale—east of Hollywood, what is now the serene suburb of Glendale. Charlie Chaplin called it “an anomalous-looking place that could not make up its mind whether to be a humble residential district or a semi-industrial one.”




  Bison began churning out several Westerns each week. The director D.W. Griffith arrived with the Biograph movie company from New York in 1910, including a troupe of actors that included future stars Mary Pickford and Florence Lawrence. That same year two other companies arrived: Essanay, which set up shop in nearby Niles, and the Kalem Company, which also settled near Edendale.




  In 1910, the rows of pepper trees planted by Harvey Wilcox along Hollywood’s main thoroughfare still flourished. It was an year in which the Angeleno’s favorite horse and buggy took them to Hollywood to saunter slowly along Melrose Avenue. Now a fashionable street of outdoor cafes and chic boutiques, it was originally named for E.A. Melrose, whose ranch ran from Western Avenue east to Wilton Boulevard and from Melrose north to Santa Monica Boulevard.




  Obtaining an adequate water supply for Hollywood has been an ongoing obstacle since its conception. Though some underground pools of water were discovered and drilled at various locations throughout Hollywood—at the corners of Las Palmas & Franklin, Selma & Hudson, Santa Monica & Kings Road, and Sunset & Western—by 1906, most of these wells had already been tapped out.




  Enter William Mulholland. Born in Dublin, Ireland, Mulholland moved to California in 1877 and, without the benefit of any formal education, learned the ropes of civil engineering while working as a ditchdigger for the city. He studied the infrastructure of the city diligently, and worked his way up eventually to be appointed chief engineer of the Bureau of Waterworks and Supply for Los Angeles, which merged in 1925 with the Bureau of Power and Light, to become the Department of Water and Power (DWP). He was responsible for shaping much of what is modern Hollywood. It was his idea to pave the crest of the Santa Monica mountain range that runs from Hollywood to the sea, with a long, winding skyline highway that bears his name—Mulholland Drive.




  Mulholland had a scheme he felt could save Los Angeles. Launching a career that would comprise both tremendous glory and ruin, he devised a plan by which a profusion of water could be channeled into the San Fernando Reservoir across the desert plains and over mountain ranges from Owens Lake, which was some 250 miles away in Inyo County. It was a process that would result in devastation to the thousands of acres of farmland which had flourished there, transforming the Owens Valley into “a dust bowl before the Dust Bowl,” as the columnist Patt Morrison wrote in the L.A. Times. Still Mulholland won civic support for the construction of this, the longest aqueduct in the Western Hemisphere at that time. It was 338 miles long, and worked entirely on gravity.




  “In some places, the aqueduct had to climb mountains that topped 1,000 feet,” wrote Dave Hogan in The Rise and Fall of William Mulholland. “Ingeniously, in these cases Mulholland utilized gigantic siphons. As the pipeline approached the mountain, the bore of the pipe became narrower and narrower which increased the pressure and speed of the water in the pipe. Thus, the water was pushed up the mountain and upon reaching the top, the pipeline opened up wide again, creating a suction that would continue to pull the water along on its path.”




  Completed on November 5, 1913, it was a project launched with two simple declamatory sentences spoken by Mulholland as the water gushed for the first time ever to L.A. via the new Los Angeles Aqueduct. “There it is,” he said. “Take it.”




  It was an ingenious civic solution that changed Los Angeles forever, yet one that many considered to be preposterous and even criminal. “It was as if Boston had decided to draw its water from the St. Lawrence,” wrote the historian Kevin Starr, “or St. Louis was reaching across the state of Illinois to Lake Michigan.” The humorist Will Rogers painted the proceedings in even more graphic terms, writing later that “the federal government . . . held Owens Valley while Los Angeles raped it.”




  As with Mulholland’s later controversial decision to build a giant dam high in the Hollywood Hills, there were ulterior motives at play. It just so happens that one of the members of the L.A. Board of Water Commissioners, Moses Sherman, was part of a land syndicate that was headed by the publisher of the L.A. Times, Harrison Gray Otis, and Harry Chandler, Gray’s son-in-law. Though it’s never been proven absolutely, all signs point to the fact that Sherman used his insider information to purchase much of the San Fernando Valley at low rates prior to the construction of the aqueduct. Once this previously parched land became possible to irrigate with the water from the Owens River, its value skyrocketed, and the syndicate was able to sell it off at enormous profit.




  Ironically, in the year 2001, a new process was started to divert water from the aqueduct back into the dry Owens Lake, where the profusion of dust had become toxic in recent years, carrying poisonous arsenic and cadmium. Though the water now being channeled back to the lake bed will never be sufficient to bring back the lake itself, it will serve to dampen the dangerous dust into stable mud.




  The promise of a new and enduring water supply appealed to the citizens and civic leaders of Hollywood, as did access to the citywide sewer system, and the need for annexation—reconnecting Hollywood to Los Angeles—was recognized. Though it would result in relinquishing Hollywood’s identity as an individual city to become instead a community within L.A., many of its residents and civic leaders felt that this was the only reasonable course of action.




  Hollywood’s reputation in 1910 was already well established as a desirable residential community that offered all the traditional trappings of modern American life—good schools, churches, clubs, effective police and fire departments (in fact, the first fire department in all of Los Angeles to replace their horse-drawn fire carriages with a full fleet of modern, motorized fire trucks), and an active, ethical city government—all before becoming the movie capital of the world. But it had outgrown its own primitive infrastructure. “Hollywood’s population had grown too dense to depend any longer on cesspools,” recalled Dr. Palmer, “surrounding areas were too valuable for sewer farms or septic tanks, and the distance to the sea was too great to consider the cost of an outfall sewer. Annexation assured drainage through the city’s outfall sewer and water from the Owens river basin.”




  When Hollywood’s annexation to the City of L.A. was initially considered, there arose considerable opposition to the idea from members of the waterworks board, who were apprehensive about their ongoing ability to provide sufficient water for those who already lived and worked within the existing city boundaries. But when Mulholland devised his plan to bring water to the city, their fears were alleviated. In February of 1910, Los Angeles voted on the annexation of Hollywood. “Election day brought no contest,” Dr. Palmer remembered. “The few straggling negative votes were inconsequential. . . . Annexation was a fact.” But though officially annexed, Hollywood, as the doctor and others were happy to discover, easily maintained its own unique identity, which has endured throughout the decades.




  It was a tall Texan by the name of C.E. Toberman whose influence on the shape of physical Hollywood was among the most profound of all. Born Charles Edward Toberman in 1880, he tried his hand at a variety of vocations before settling on a mix of real estate and insurance, and opened an office to do both on Hollywood Boulevard in 1907. He was a “six-foot, square-shouldered, meticulously attired, smooth-faced, talented gentleman,” according to Dr. Palmer, who also became Hollywood city treasurer for $1,000 a year. Incorporating his business as the C.E. Toberman Company in 1910, he built a four-story building six years later on the southeast corner of Hollywood & Highland, which served as his office. In later years, for reasons that remain a mystery, the uppermost three stories of this building were removed. Today it’s the Guinness Book of World Records Museum.




  Toberman became one of Hollywood’s most vital and significant developers, constructing twenty-six commercial buildings within Hollywood, plus one movie studio—the Hollywood Center Studios on Las Palmas, south of Santa Monica Boulevard, which became Zoetrope decades later when purchased by Francis Ford Coppola. His Hollywood buildings also include the four-story Hollywood Storage Company on Highland, The Kress Department Store (now Frederick’s of Hollywood), the El Capitan Theater and adjoining office building, the Egyptian Theater and the Chinese Theater, all of which are on Hollywood Boulevard.




  The Krotona Colony




  Krotona is a religious organization that grew out of The Theosophical Society, which was founded in 1875 in New York City. It was based primarily on the work of Helena Petrovna Blavatsky, who delivered and published numerous lectures on her unique union of spiritualism, Eastern religion, Masonic lore, and scientific thought. She wrote three books detailing her philosophies: Isis Unveiled of 1877, The Secret Doctrine, 1888, and The Key to Theosophy in 1889.




  A Virginian attorney named Albert Warrington was so inspired and empowered by her teachings, that within two years of joining the society in 1896, he decided to devote his life to it. His mission became the construction of a physical colony that would house the study and worship of the Theosophical school of thought, called Krotona. This mission remained unfulfilled for several years, until the death of his wife in 1908, at which time he abandoned his law career to found a Krotona society.




  He originally planned its construction in his home state of Virginia, but for reasons unknown he abandoned that concept. From the winter of 1910 through the spring of 1911, he traveled around America to find the ideal location for his new society. Texas, Oklahoma, and New Mexico were all considered and ultimately rejected in favor of Southern California.




  Still the search needed to be narrowed down, and Warrington contemplated cities such as Alhambra and Pasadena before finally finding the perfect location: the Hollywood Hills. In December of 1911, he purchased acreage on the south slope of the hill between Argyle and Gower. Known forever since as Krotona Hill, he said that he chose it because he felt these hills were “magnetically impregnated,” and that “a spiritual urge seems to be peculiar to all this area.”




  Like the Wilcoxes, Warrington was convinced that this peaceful and temperate region would be ideal for the establishment of a spiritual haven. He invited all followers of Krotona, many of whom lived in Chicago, to relocate to his new society in its existing ranch houses as well as in new homes he would build. Many families of followers accepted, and old houses were renovated as new ones were built. In addition, a residential building called the Krotona Inn was constructed, as was a temple, a library, a science building, and a walkway built into the upward slope of the hills called Krotona Flight, where the faithful could ascend physically as well as spiritually. Most of these structures, including the temple, inn and flight, still exist to this day, though modified for modern residential usage. Construction of the Krotona Colony occurred over a span of seven years, from the autumn of 1912 to the spring of 1919.5




  The residents of the Krotona Colony never sought to isolate themselves from Hollywood. In fact, quite the opposite was true: Once open, they welcomed the community into their realm by offering public lectures each Sunday afternoon, and a full roster of courses throughout the week. Not unlike the “adult extension courses” known today, these courses covered subjects such as theosophy, astrology, philosophy, psychology, and were designed to bridge the modern discoveries of science with the enduring truths of the spirit.




  Hollywood also became famous at this time for the grandeur of other hillside homes erected within its realm. At the northeast corner of Franklin & Argyle, now a strip mall shadowed by an overpass of the Hollywood Freeway, the phenomenal Glengarry Castle was built in 1909 by Alfred Guido Randolph Schloesser. A retired surgeon from Chicago who made his fortune in mining, he uprooted the lemon grove that was there and erected a giant castle with leaded glass windows, a ten-story tower, and a fortune of antique treasures, including tapestries, armor and marble statues.




  Three years later he built another castle directly across the street, at the Northwest corner of Franklin & Argyle, which he also filled with art. Both homes became tourist attractions. When intense anti-German sentiment began to spread during World War I, he attempted to mask his Germanic heritage by exchanging his name with that of his house, becoming Randolph Castles and renaming the castle Schloesser Terrace. Both castles were destroyed in 1929, and on the spot of the second one a new castle was erected, an apartment building called the Castle Argyle, which is now a senior-citizen residence on the eclipse of the freeway.




  Just a couple miles west of Schloesser’s twin castles two other remarkable mansions were built, both of which still remain. At the hillside corner of Orange & Franklin the Holly Chateau was constructed—a three-story, seventeen-room Victorian house owned by Rollin Lane and his wife, who both lived out their lives in the home. Today it is the Magic Castle, a private club for magicians.6




  And up the hill from the Holly Chateau an extraordinary mansion was built in 1914 by two Jewish brothers, Adolph and Eugene Bernheimer, who bought the seven acres behind the Lanes’ home and transformed it into an Asian paradise. Among the foremost American importers of Japanese artifacts, the Bernheimers built a magnificent Japanese manor called Yamashiro, which means “mountain palace” in Japanese. Following the death of Eugene Bernheimer in 1923, the house was sold. Today Yamashiro still stands. Now a fine Japanese restaurant, it’s been used as a Japanese backdrop in countless movies, and still affords a breathtaking view of Hollywood below.




  The year 1910 was also when the Wizard arrived in Hollywood. L. Frank Baum, the author of the Wizard of Oz series of books, settled with his family in a little Hollywood kingdom he christened Ozcot, just north of Hollywood Boulevard on Cherokee Avenue. Baum was among the first of millions of native Chicagoans to escape those icy blackhawk winds off of Lake Michigan in the winter to enjoy the peaceful sunshine of Southern California. He wrote almost all of the Oz books in this home, which he proudly surrounded with lush, award-winning gardens.




  “A spacious, tastefully furnished upper-middle-class house,” wrote Kevin Starr of Ozcot. “There was a great fireplace in the parlor which Baum kept crackling on chilly days, and an equally spacious sun porch. Baum’s library study was snug with books, Morris chairs, a desk lamp of his own design, and his file cabinets, including the drawer labeled O–Z which had first inspired the name of his fairyland. Measuring 100 by 183 feet, Baum’s lot left plenty of room for a spacious backyard. . . . Baum built a small open-air cottage on one end, where he wrote on summer days, and put in a large gold fish pond and aviary housing over forty birds. Enclosing his backyard with a six-foot-high fence, Baum made of it a hortus conclusus, an Oz within Ozcot, where he would repair each morning to tend the dahlias and chrysanthemums that soon won him twenty-one prize cups and a regionwide reputation among horticulturists.”




  To the children of all ages who were enthralled with Oz back in Baum’s day, and ever since, the author wrote this:




  

    If Dorothy keeps her word and I am permitted to write another Oz book, you will probably discover how all these characters came together in the famous Emerald City. Meantime, I want to tell all my little friends—whose numbers are increasing by many thousands every year—that I am very grateful for the favor they have shown my books and for the delightful little letters I am constantly receiving. I am almost sure that I have as many friends among the children of America as any story writer alive; and this, of course, makes me very proud and happy.




    Signed, L. Frank Baum.


  




  Baum died here at Ozcot on May 6, 1919; his last words, spoken to his wife, were, “Now is the time to cross the shifting sands.”




  Though Ozcot sadly belongs now only to the ages, one of its nearest neighboring houses built in the same era still stands. A unique home constructed by H.J. Whitley at 6541 Hollywood Boulevard, it was purchased by Herman Janes to live in with his wife and children. A Combination of a Queen Anne Victorian and Dutch Colonial Revival home, it was accented by archaic turrets and shingled gables. Starting in 1911, Herman’s wife Mary and their trio of daughters ran a school in the house called The Misses Janes School of Hollywood, which began as a kindergarten, and over the years expanded to offer classes from first grade through high school. With the exception of inclement days during the rainy season, classes were held outside under the trees planted all around the grounds. In time, many prominent Hollywood businessmen and movie stars sent their children to school here, including Chaplin, DeMille, Jesse Lasky, Thomas Ince, Noah Beery, Carl Laemmle and others.




  Hollywood proper began to be extended farther to the north in 1911, when Albert Beach acquired the land north of Franklin and east of Argyle. He paved the street that cuts straight up this hill to what is now Beachwood Village, and named it Beachwood Drive in his own honor (not Beechwood, which is the prevailing British spelling still found in books and magazines to this day).




  The placid, residential Hollywood that Baum, Beach, Janes and others chose as their new home was about to undergo a transformation of epic proportions. Though it already had an active tourist industry, that industry was about to expand exponentially as Hollywood’s attractions and its promise of potential employment developed. As Laurence Hill wrote, “DeLongpre’s paintings had attracted hundreds. DeMille’s pictures were to attract thousands—tens of thousands. A fame based on water colors, frost-less citrus groves and winter vegetables was to be overshadowed and entirely replaced by one based on studios, styles and stars.”




  The First Films




  It was in October of 1911 that the first film company to officially set up shop within Hollywood arrived. The Nestor Company, owned by two brothers, William and David Horsley, came to California with a staff of forty employees. Upon arrival, with the advantageous advice of yet another stranger on a train, a man named Murray Steele, they set their sites on the Blondeau Tavern at the northwest corner of Sunset & Gower, which had recently been forced to close due to the Wilcox’s ban on alcohol. In addition to its main tavern building, it also had an adjoining corral for horses, a barn, a bungalow, and several small structures.




  Horsley met with Mrs. Blondeau, who agreed to lease the property to him for thirty-five dollars. It became the first movie studio in Hollywood. Her Indian Hero, starring Dorothy Davenport, Victoria Ford and Jack Conway was Hollywood’s first movie, and was soon the first of many: Only three months later, fifteen other companies moved into Hollywood to make movies. These included the Pat Powers Company, the Eclair Company, and the Lux Company, all of which settled south of Sunset on Gordon Street.




  As movies quickly gained popularity throughout America, Thomas Edison grew more concerned with protecting what he felt were the fruits of his labor, and began suing independent movie producers for patent infringement. In the hope of establishing a conglomerate powerful enough to crush all competition, he licensed the use of his patent to a cabal of companies that came to be called The Trust. These included Edison’s own company, Vitagraph, as well as Selig, Essanay, Kalem, Pathe, Melies and Lubin. Those companies who were excluded from The Trust fled the East Coast, some as far as Cuba, to escape Edison’s reach. It’s another reason California became the movie capital of the world. After many independent companies set down their roots in Southern California and refused to yield, the power structure shifted and in time The Trust was dust.




  Although Edison was unquestionably interested in turning a profit and has been characterized as capitalizing to a great extent on the work of other men, he was cognizant that the profound potential of the movies was a tool that should never be taken lightly. In a 1924 speech before the moguls of the movie industry, he warned them to be careful with this extraordinary tool. “I believe, as I have always believed,” he said, “that you control the most powerful instrument in the world for good or evil. Remember that you are servants of the public and never let a desire for money or power prevent you from giving to the public the best work of which you are capable. It is not the quantity of riches that count; it is the quality that produces happiness, where that is possible. I wish you a prosperous, useful, and honourable future.”




  In 1912, Carl Laemmle folded the I.M.P. Movie Company into his newly formed Universal Film Manufacturing Company, and took over the Nestor Company, including their studio at Sunset & Gower. He also bought adjoining property to the south. The following year the studio burnt to the ground, and a larger, more modern studio was constructed to replace it. (Of Laemmle’s predilection toward nepotism, the poet Ogden Nash wrote a famous couplet years later: “Uncle Carl Laemmle/Has a very large faemmle.”)




  In 1915, Laemmle leased 250 acres of the Taylor Ranch on the other side of the Cahuenga Pass in the San Fernando Valley, and moved his operations there to what is now Universal City. The Sunset-Gower studio was then used by the Quality Pictures Company for a year, before it was taken over by the Christie Brothers, who remained there till the thirties, making their “Christie Comedies.”




  In 1913 Jesse Lasky, Samuel Goldfish, Arthur Friend and Cecil B. DeMille formed a new film company in New York called the Jesse L. Lasky Feature Play Company. They succeeded in luring a major Broadway star—Dustin Farnum—to join their enterprise, and DeMille and Farnum, along with a small group of actors and crew, headed west to find a suitably western location for their first project, a film version of Farnum’s hit Broadway play, The Squaw Man. They headed initially to Flagstaff, Arizona, where the presence of warring cattlemen and sheep ranchers there taking potshots at each other was deemed too realistic for their needs, and far too dangerous.




  “The quick decision was made,” wrote DeMille in his autobiography. “When the train puffed out of the Flagstaff station, we were back on it. . . . The Company was on the move . . . to a quiet village of orange groves and pepper trees, out there to the northwest of Los Angeles, ‘Hollywood’ was about to be born.”




  This newest birth of Hollywood was not to occur in any hospital or even studio, but more humbly, in a barn. There on the southeast corner of Selma & Vine in Hollywood, on the edge of an orange grove, was the foundation of a Hollywood movie empire. “Turning off the sparsely settled main thoroughfare, grandly called Hollywood Boulevard, we drove down a broad, shady avenue more appropriately named Vine Street,” DeMille recalled, “and there it was. It was a barn. Unmistakably, it was a barn. That did not bother me. I was not unfamiliar with stables. . . . Besides, I expected to be working like a horse: what did it matter being housed like one?”




  Jacob Stern, the owner of this barn, was a German immigrant who purchased the land in 1904, at which time it was already being used as a lemon grove. He added a large grove of orange trees to the northern half of his lot, and also invested in Hollywood in other ways. He joined a coalition of businessmen in the area to commercially develop the intersection of Hollywood & Vine, where he financed the construction of the nine-story Plaza Hotel, which still stands to this day. He also leased a parcel of his land on Vine just south of Hollywood Boulevard to enable the construction of a legitimate venue for live theater in Hollywood, the Vine Street Theater.




  But it is for the use of his barn that Jacob Stern is best remembered in the annals of Hollywood history. It’s there that the Lasky company made their inaugural film, the first full-length motion picture to be shot entirely within Hollywood, The Squaw Man. At first Stern reserved the right to share the barn with them, continuing to house his horses and his carriage there, an arrangement DeMille found to be reasonable. “After all,” he said, “they were there first.” However, when Stern would water his horses, the water would run down throughout the office, forcing DeMille to start wearing galoshes while working there. Eventually the fledgling film company took over the entire barn, and also expanded into many acres of land around the barn. On that land Lasky built his empire.




  Almost as soon as the filmmakers arrived, the residue of their moviemaking began to contaminate the streets and sewers of their new town. At the time, all of their film was processed in a large tank of fixing fluid, or “hypo,” as it was called. Each afternoon they would take the tank of hypo and dispose of it by dumping it down the sewers. When the city authorities caught on to this practice, they fined the company, who paid the fines but persisted in dumping the fluid in the sewers. When the authorities threatened to jail the filmmakers for this crime, DeMille decided to comply, and hired a man with a truck to haul away the refuse. This guy did well—not only did he get paid a few dollars for each truckful, he also began to amass a small fortune by extracting silver from the fluid, which he then sold at a healthy profit. DeMille was envious but impressed by the guy’s ingenuity. “Evidently the city fathers had been as ignorant as I,” he wrote. “Otherwise they could have advertised that in Hollywood the very gutters ran with silver.”




  DeMille settled with his family in a little cottage in the Cahuenga Pass, and made his daily commute up Cahuenga to his studio by the most preferential means of transport at that time, a horse. “It was possible to drive a car (if one had a car in 1914), over the bumpy, pitted, dirt road which was then Cahuenga Boulevard,” he wrote, “but a horse was a much more practical means of transportation between my home and the barn-studio. . . . It was a pleasant ride in the freshness of the morning and the cool of the evening on horseback past the vineyards and between the trees and brush which then grew wild in the pass through which thousands of cars now boil hourly on the Hollywood freeway. It was also a lonely ride. Houses were few and far between.”




  Nineteen-thirteen was also the year that an English vaudeville comedian named Charlie Chaplin received an offer from Charles Kessel, one of the owners of the Keystone Company, to leave the traveling Karno troupe and come to California to make movies. “I had often played with the idea of working in films,” Chaplin wrote in his autobiography, before going on to explain his proposed strategy of making some big bucks fast in silent films before returning to what mattered most, the stage. Keystone offered him $150 a week, which was twice what he was earning with Karno, and he accepted.




  His estimation of Keystone comedies prior to his profound influence upon them, was fairly negative, revealing the values he felt were necessary to bring to his own movies: “I thought [Keystone comedies] were a crude melange of rough-and-tumble. However, a pretty dark-eyed girl named Mabel Normand, who was quite charming, weaved in and out of them and justified their existence.” At Keystone Chaplin developed one of filmdom’s most beloved and timeless characters, The Little Tramp, which was embraced in time by the world at large. Within two years, he was the most famous man in the world, and also one of the richest, earning $10,000 a week.




  In 1915, D.W. Griffith, the man who would become known as the “father of the movies” formed The Triangle Film Corporation with Thomas Ince and Mack Sennett, and took over the Majestic Reliance Studios at 4500 Sunset, renaming it the Fine Arts Studio. That same year he started filming The Birth of a Nation, the first movie ever to use many thousands of extras. The news of this remarkable undertaking astounded Los Angeles, and also outraged many who were less than thrilled by the thought of a movie celebrating the Ku Klux Klan.




  When it opened in February 1915, police were stationed at the theater prepared for a potential riot. No such skirmish ensued, however, and the premiere proceeded as planned with the radiant appearance of many stars of the silent screen, including Mae Marsh and Lillian Gish, who starred in the film. It went on to become one of that decade’s most popular and profitable films, generating more than $15 million in ticket sales, and thus establishing the business of movies as a vital and very real new business on the American landscape, a rapidly expanding industry that California and the rest of the world could no longer ignore. And Hollywood was the heart of it.




  In 1916, Griffith began work on Intolerance, for which he constructed the most immense set ever built in Hollywood up to that moment, a full-scale re-creation of ancient Babylon replete with colossal columns on which sat gargantuan white elephants. This set was never destroyed following the completion of filming, and stood strangely for many years—the first real symbol of Hollywood’s disregard for its landmarks—looming over the intersection of Hollywood & Sunset Boulevards until it ultimately deteriorated. Its presence was felt for years, and had an undeniable symbolic and concrete influence on the whimsical melange of Angeleno architecture styles that developed in its wake. “. . . [T]he Intolerance set not only provided Hollywood and Los Angeles with ones of its most important metaphors, the Babylonian ziggurat atop Los Angeles City Hall,” wrote Kevin Starr, “it also introduced an element of theatricality into Los Angeles/Hollywood architecture itself. . . . The more sets Hollywood created . . . the more expressively scenic became the popular architecture of the Southland.” Ironically, the Babylonian court of Intolerance has been erected once again, replete with immense white elephants perched upon towering columns, as the main design of the new Hollywood-Highland project on Hollywood Boulevard, which was under construction during the writing of this book.




  The Vitagraph movie company, after spending five years in Santa Monica, also moved into east Hollywood, and erected a sprawling studio on twenty-five acres of previously undeveloped property at Prospect & Talmadge Avenue. In 1925, this lot was sold to Warner Brothers and renamed the Warner Brothers-Vitagraph Studios. Many of their most famous films were created on this lot. Today it is the Hollywood home of ABC Television.




  The Lubin Company built a studio at the corner of Sunset & Hoover in 1912, which was subsequently bought and sold by a series of companies, including Essanay, Kalem, Monogram and others. Since 1970 it’s been the home of Los Angeles’ public television station, KCET.




  The Clune Studios—now known as The Raleigh Studios—still stands in Hollywood at 650 Bronson at Melrose, just east of Paramount. Built in 1914, it’s been owned by many companies through the years. For decades it was the California Studio, the home of the Hopalong Cassidy movies. Many famous films have been made here, including The Mark of Zorro, The Three Musketeers, In the Heat of the Night, with Rod Steiger and Sidney Poitier (which won the Oscar for Best Picture of 1967), The Best Years of Our Lives (Best Picture of 1946), What Ever Happened to Baby Jane? (1962, with Bette Davis and Joan Crawford) and the original A Star Is Born (1937). In the sixties, this became The Producer’s Studio, and many famous TV shows were made here, including “Gunsmoke” and “Superman,” as well as “Death Valley Days,” which featured Ronald Reagan. In 1980, it became the Raleigh Studios.




  This advent of the movies in Hollywood generated a kind of an overnight Gold Rush—an unparalleled upsurge in the population from about 500 residents in 1900 to nearly 8,000 by 1913. Along Hollywood Boulevard and its sidestreets a score of fashionable clothing shops and boutiques appeared, as did restaurants, cafes, taverns and hotels. The business of tourism began to flourish as it never had in DeLongpre’s day—now hundreds came to Hollywood’s gates night and day to stroll along the grand promenade that was Hollywood Boulevard to see some of the “perpetual vaudeville,” as the constant public filming of the silent movies became known.




  And it was quite a show. Spilling out from the assorted studios were teams of filmmakers, who used the real streets and structures of physical Hollywood to its greatest advantage, as they still do today. As Dr. Palmer recalled, once the movies moved in, they exploited every element of Hollywood available to them, and their presence was dramatic and pervasive: “Private homes were gratuitously used for elopments and domestic dramas. Banks were utilized on holidays, Saturday afternoons, and Sundays for hold-up scenes. Drug stores and other places of business were regularly robbed before the camera. Citizens were halted on the streets to augment mob scenes. Streets were roped off for automobile accidents, often hosed down to make autos skid and turn over—a characteristic stunt for Wally Reid. An army of almost any nation or age marching down Hollywood Boulevard behind a camera on the rear of a car, with one over the hood of the car following, was a common sight. . . . Christies’ Bathing Beauties in costumes many years in advance of the time would rush down the street to their favorite restaurant for a between-acts lunch. Face paint and lipstick were introduced to the rural maiden as the conventional thing.”




  Within a few short years and for reasons somewhat random, Hollywood became known throughout the entire world as the shimmering heart of this radically new, dreamlike discovery known as the movies. “From 1914 into the 1920s, Hollywood grew from a handful of wooden bungalows in an orchard realm into a village where elaborate mansions reared themselves above streets of box-shaped stucco dwellings,” wrote Jesse Lasky Jr. “Hilltops sported bogus Spanish haciendas where the stars, directors, and producers were grandly housed above the hovels of the technicians and extras who fed the growing factories.”




  Even the existent Angeleno suburbs that adjoined Hollywood wanted to capture some of this newfangled shimmer for their own, and so renamed their communities to get in on the action. The twin towns of Toluca and Lankershim, both of which were tiny residential farm communities just north of Hollywood in the San Fernando Valley, merged into a single, new town dubbed “North Hollywood.” The city of Sherman, which extended immediately west of Hollywood to Beverly Hills, changed its name to “West Hollywood.” And to the south, all of what was once Colegrove, the former ranch of Senator Cole, was newly named “South Hollywood.”




  As the population of Hollywood swiftly expanded, so did its cultural composition. The arrival of movie companies to Hollywood resulted in a mass influx of Jewish New Yorkers and Chicagoans into this once primarily Christian community, a multicultural shift that didn’t thrill many of Hollywood’s original inhabitants. “As New York City was steadily moving in,” Dr. Palmer remembered, “the local merchants were quick to obtain the merchandise familiar to their new customers. Jewish proprietors soon took the place of Gentiles, kosher restaurants appeared on the boulevard, and the first synagogue, Beth-El, opened on Wilton Place, north of Hollywood Boulevard.”




  With this shift also came elevated esteem for motion pictures. The previous perception of the movies as a mere entertainment novelty, a somewhat crude form of automatic vaudeville worth no more than its nickel admission, gradually became supplanted by the incipient understanding that here was a medium capable of capturing the beautiful mystery of our very dreams, and of aspiring to the realm of serious art. Evidence of this evolution is found in a 1916 issue of Harper’s Weekly, in which the inherent artistry of Chaplin’s Little Tramp is recognized: “The slapstick star of the slum nickelodeons of 1913 has begun to be classic,” wrote Minnie Madden Fiske, “and a pet of the philosophizing literati.”




  The allure of Hollywood began then, as it has ever since, to lure thousands of young hopefuls each week from all parts east to Hollywood Boulevard, which quickly became known as a boulevard of dreams and, as was inevitable, of broken dreams. As early as 1915, this former farm town was flooded with an abundance of young, pretty girls, who would arrive with a dream only a handful could ever attain. “Hollywood boasted a few beautiful girls in 1910,” recalled Dr. Palmer, “but by 1915 all the nation’s fond mothers brought or sent the daughters they thought beautiful or talented. Many of them have become famous. Many fell short in one way or another and joined the extras waiting for a call, while other hopefuls became waitresses in the boulevard restaurants.”




  In 1916, aware of this abundance of young women flocking into Hollywood, a librarian named Eleanor Jones persuaded the Young Women’s Christian Association (YWCA) to sponsor the construction of a building that could provide these girls with safe and reasonable room and board. A small clubhouse for this purpose was rented on Carlos Avenue, and a decade later the majestic Studio Club was constructed on Lodi Place. Designed by the architect Julia Morgan, who designed much of William Randolph Hearst’s San Simeon, it became the first Hollywood home for thousands of hopeful women, many of whom ultimately did succeed in becoming starlets, including Marilyn Monroe, Marie Windsor and Evelyn Keyes.7




  High Culture Comes to Hollywood




  Nineteen-sixteen was also the year that high culture came to Hollywood in the form of public theater. A presentation of Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar was performed in the natural amphitheater at the heart of Beachwood Canyon, now the site of Beachwood Village, with its market and cafe. Featuring numerous superstars of the silent screen such as Tyrone Power and Douglas Fairbanks, the producers of this extravaganza appropriated Hollywood magic with magnificent sets reproducing the ruins and battlefields of Ancient Rome. Though nearly $20,000 was spent to create the lavish sets for this one-night-only performance, the show still managed to generate a profit and earned some $15,000, which was donated to the Actor’s Fund of America.




  The success of Caesar inspired a member of the Krotona Colony, Christine Wetherill Stevenson, to establish an alliance of her neighbors with the aim of building a permanent outdoor amphitheater somewhere within the untamed expanse that was then still Hollywood. Mrs. Stevenson, a former Philadelphian, suggested the summit of the Krotona Colony itself, Krotona Hill. This location was given an audition of sorts when a thirty-five-night-run dramatization of a long poem, The Light of Asia, was staged there. Starring the silent star Ruth St. Denis, like Caesar, it was a rousing and inspiring success. “Thousands found solace and diversion from the sorrow and strain of the War,” wrote Hill, “by attending this sacred drama.”




  The Alliance determined then that a better location was the Daisy Dell, a wilderness of cactus and sage just north of the Cahuenga Pass, which formed an immense, natural bowl in the foothills. Along with Mrs. Chauncey Clarke, Stevenson purchased all fifty acres of this property from Myra Hershey. Adjoining acreage there was purchased from a man named Lacy who owned a carpet cleaning business, and from a woman named Teele, who owned a little chicken ranch at the Highland Avenue entrance to the Bowl. For a total of $47,500, she acquired all the land and agreed to grant the Alliance an option to buy it for $42,000. It’s on this ground that the world-famous Hollywood Bowl was ultimately erected.




  Before she started building a theater, however, Mrs. Stevenson wrote a play to be presented there. A narrative detailing the life of Christ, she called it The Pilgrimage Play, and staged it on a hillside not far from the current site of the Hollywood Bowl. The Pilgrimage Play became a Hollywood tradition.




  The alliance, however, felt that Mrs. Stevenson’s plans for the development of the Daisy Dell were too expensive, especially her proposal to bring in the notable San Francisco architect Louis Mullgardt to design the theater. They also disagreed with her vision of the theater as a venue only for religious dramas, feeling it could be better suited for outdoor musical presentations. So although Mrs. Stevenson was responsible for finding the location and raising the money to purchase it, her proposal for its usage was rejected. Some suggested selling the property instead of developing it, but C.E. Toberman insisted the site be saved for civic performances.




  Mrs. Stevenson was not to be dissuaded from her vision, however, and elected to stage her Pilgrimage Play elsewhere. She amassed the necessary funds to erect a rudimentary structure capable of containing her presentation of the life of Christ. For accuracy, she traveled to Jerusalem to obtain authentic props for her show. Starring Henry Herbert as Jesus, the Pilgrimage Play was presented each summer at Mrs. Stevenson’s Pilgrimage Play Theater until 1929, when it was destroyed by fire. A new, more substantial theater was built in ancient Judean style to replace the original, and presentations of the play continued there each summer for many decades. That theater still stands across the street from the Hollywood Bowl, and is now known as the John Anson Ford Theater.
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