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To Fred, who has inspired and
supported me in more ways than I can count,
and to Bette Davis and Margaret Mitchell,
whose brilliant work opened up a world of
possibilities to me.

    I owe a great debt to my family of
caring friends, relatives, colleagues,
bookworms and movie lovers as well as my
wonderful band mates, supremely gifted
musicians and writers both. Not to mention
my other music and writing buddies, old and
new, and my incredible writers group. Many
thanks to my whole posse of allies, critics and
creative lunatics for building my courage,
nurturing my imagination and making my life
so rich and joyful.





"Life is the past, the present
and the perhaps."

~Bette
Davis




Prologue
Old Acquaintance

    The theater rivaled any wealthy community's first-run
establishment during the Forties. The Producer had seen to every
detail, from the gold-rimmed murals of early Hollywood to the
crystal chandeliers in the lobby to the dusty-rose velvet curtains
concealing the vast screen. Built into the arm of each burgundy
velvet chair was a nesting place for a beverage and a pink-veined
marble ashtray.

    After the audience had filed out, clutching autographed
programs, the Producer turned to the small, brown-haired woman
with the flashing eyes.

    "As always you were sensational. Thank you for your
time."

    "Well, I do have an eternity of it." She reached for the coat
she had tossed on a chair, a fake-fur replica of her favorite mink.

    "Does it still bother you that you didn't win an Oscar for this
film?"

    "Not really. It was a wonderful role regardless, and I did
have a long and very satisfying career. The actress who bested me
for the Academy Award that year had a much shorter one and look
what a good sport she's been about it."

    The Producer regarded her with approval as He held her
coat. "Yes she has. I know you have other regrets as well. All humans
do, especially after they've had the time to examine their lives in
retrospect."

    "Well, turning down the lead in Mildred Pierce was
regrettable for certain, especially after Crawford won the Oscar for it.
Then there was Wicked Stepmother, which was a horrible film
to end my career on."

    "You won't get an argument from me on either count."

    "Then there was the outfit I wore when I was a presenter at
the 1955 Academy Awards ceremony. You remember, the one with
the sequined skullcap and those winged shoulders."

    "Who could forget that ensemble?"

    "Whatever was I thinking? I looked like the matron of honor
at a Martian wedding!"

    "It wasn't your best look by any means. But on the bright
side, at least Fashion Police wasn't on the air at the time to
criticize your choice of wardrobe. What about your other regret, the
big one?"

    She gave a gusty sigh. "The role that got away? Even after all
these years, that one's the hardest of all."

    "I realize it's been bothering you for a long time. If there's
anything I can do to help you work through it, let me know. I'd better
go now."

    "What's next on your schedule today?"

    "The 1919 White Sox are playing the 1948 Yankees and
Jackie Robinson's throwing out the first ball."

    "Who's singing the national anthem this time, Caruso or
Marilyn Horne or one of those rock and roll musicians you're so fond
of?"

    "No, it's a duet. Sophie Tucker and Patsy Cline."

    Her eyes widened. "I can't imagine it."

    "You won't have to. I'll put it on your iPod."


Clark
Named First 
Bette Davis Film Center
Honoree

By Gregory Musko

    Lowell, MA — Patrice Clark will be
inducted as the first annual recipient of the Bette
Davis Film Center Achievement Award when its
History of Film Museum opens in April at Lowell
College, the center's board of trustees announced
today.

    The trustees praised the two-time Oscar
winner's "talent, dedication, versatility and
independence" as exemplifying the spirit of Davis'
work.

    The two actresses appeared together in a
1985 remake of Arsenic and Old Lace.
While they are known primarily for their
careers in Hollywood, they also share ties to the
New York area. Both lived in East Orange, New
Jersey, in their twenties, and it was at a small
theater in this Manhattan suburb that Clark was
discovered in 1984 by director Charles
Rossner.

    The museum was the first of four Film
Studies Center buildings constructed on the
campus in Davis' home town of Lowell. The
actress bequeathed $12 million as a startup fund
for the project but stipulated that it be kept secret
until 2008. It was announced on April 5 of that
year, her 100th birthday, along with a ten-year
plan for developing the facility.

    The complex includes a museum, a film
library with screening rooms, a lecture hall and a
movie theater. A replica of the Hollywood Walk of
Fame links the buildings and surrounds the
perimeter and inner courtyard. As of this year, a
special account will fund annual scholarships for
an aspiring male and female actor and an exhibit
for each Life Achievement Award recipient, who
will be inducted into the museum's Hall of
Fame.

    Fundraising for the project has been
highly successful. By the time the groundbreaking
ceremony was held in 2012, endowments had
more than tripled the amount bequeathed by
Davis. The center's platinum membership roster
includes such legends as Steven Spielberg, Tom
Hanks, Meryl Streep, Robert Wagner and Gena
Rowlands.

    Once the Hall of Fame addition to the
movie theater is completed this month, the facility
will be available to the public. The opening is
scheduled for April 27, followed by an induction
ceremony two days later at Lowell College's
Packard Auditorium.

    "We're honored to be chosen as the site
for the Film Studies Center and will enjoy sharing
it with both local residents and the film world,"
said college spokesperson Maureen Walker.

    "The Board is confident Bette Davis
would have approved of the way in which her
vision is taking shape and of our choice of Ms.
Clark as the first Hall of Fame honoree. It will be a
privilege to have her with us," Walker
concluded.







Chapter 1
Just Around the
Corner

    Three days out of her life.

    Patrice stubbed out her cigarette and took a swig from the
icy goblet of Evian. Then she plucked another cigarette from the St.
Moritz box and, disdaining the blue Bic held out by the waiter,
ignited it with the gold lighter her agent had given her for
Christmas.

    "You can't blow this off. You have to go to Massachusetts
and you have to stay for the weekend," Alan said. "There's too much
interest in this project."

    "But why?" she said. "The woman's been dead for what,
almost 30 years?"

    "Exactly. One of the greatest movie stars of all time
bequeaths millions to her hometown college for a film studies center
and a scholarship program. Can't you see the drama in that?"

    "No. Who the hell puts a film center in New England?"

    "Someone who was born and raised there. Just like someday
you may want to build your own complex in Indiana, right in the
center of your home town."

    "Yeah, that'll happen." She waved a dismissive hand, pausing
to admire the diamond-rimmed emerald she had bought that day.
"Anyway, I have exactly twelve days between films, and I'm
exhausted. I desperately need a little time at the spa. Can't someone
else be the first inductee into their goddamn hall of fame?"

    "Nope. They'll be voting in one person annually, and it's
quite a privilege to be the first one." Alan took another bite of his
linguine and then pushed it aside.

    "This hall of fame stuff's for old people. Why can't they pick
on some has-been with three days to kill? God knows, you can't
swing a cat in LA without hitting one."

    "Look, this is a huge honor. The committee planned it with
your schedule in mind so there's no way around it. You have to be
there at the opening ceremony and stay for the induction."

    Even in the fading light on the terrace, he could see Patrice's
famous aquamarine eyes flash dangerously. But Alan Port wasn't
intimidated. He and his partner, Ira Cohn, had already made their
fortune by the time they signed Patrice when she was twenty-seven
and promoting her first film. Three decades later she still relied on
their shrewdness and candor.

    "What am I supposed to do in working-class Massachusetts
for three days?" She made stabbing motions at her salad with the
heavy fork.

    "The opening ceremony's Friday night, with dinner
afterward at the Governor's mansion. The induction's Sunday and
it's being televised so you'll need time to get ready. But on Saturday
you and Steve can run up to Boston and sightsee."

    "Steve's shooting in Barcelona that week," she said, while
raking her burgundy-tinted nails through her long blond hair.

    "Well, you and Carrie, then."

    "She'll be on her damned honeymoon, remember?"

    Alan stared at her. "You're begrudging Carrie a honeymoon?
The woman's forty-five and she's spent a dozen years working
eighty-hour weeks for you."

    "Yeah, but the timing's lousy. Now I'll be stuck in small-town
New England by myself."

    "So have Zoey meet you there. It's not that far from
Columbia. Or hole up in the hotel and get some of that rest you've
been wanting. Have a massage, watch movies, eat chocolate."

    "Please. Just looking at a Godiva box puts five pounds on my
butt."

    "Come on, it's only three days. You can relax, schmooze with
the press, and promote a little good will."

    Patrice knew she had no choice. Her agents offered advice
but rarely flat-out told her to do anything. Nobody gave her orders
except Gunnar, her trainer, and Ciara, her stylist. And of course Zoey,
who freely criticized her smoking, her movies and the younger men
she dated. Zoey might enjoy a break from school, but the trip would
be trying enough without her moodiness. Better to go alone, with
Ciara and her hair and makeup people. Maybe just Ciara, who was
great with hair. Patrice could still do her own makeup better than
anyone else.

    What was so special about Bette Davis that she commanded
the limelight so long after her death? Even before her death, for that
matter? Granted, she'd been frail and elderly when Patrice met her,
but it was hard to imagine why she was such a force in the film
community. She hadn't been a spectacular beauty like Grace Kelly or
a multi-talented superstar like Barbra Streisand. She probably
wasn't even the best actress of her generation like Patrice Clark.
Maybe her genius lay in controlling people, even from beyond the
grave.

    "All right," Patrice said. "If the hotel can guarantee me
privacy. And a decent masseuse."

* * * *

    "What's she really like?" Maureen had asked Dana when
they first met at a holiday party.

    "Patrice Clark? She was brilliant. When she walked on stage,
she owned everyone there." Dana didn't add that Patrice's colleagues
at the Prospect had found her aloof and disagreeable.

    As they traded life stories over Mrs. Clennon's mulled cider,
Dana had learned the newcomer was divorced and had recently
moved to Lowell from New York City.

    "'You used to be big.'"

    "'I am big,'" Maureen had replied, screwing her face into a
Gloria Swanson grimace.

    "'It's the pictures that got small.'"

    Dana had done a double take. Most people knew the
    I'm-ready-for-my-close-up line, but only a kindred spirit could reenact
Swanson's first encounter with the young writer in her gloomy
mansion.

    After ten years in the PR boot camp of Manhattan, Maureen
could have had her pick of jobs in Boston. She had opted for a small
college so she could retire her Donna Karan suits and spend more
time with her kids. Dana had come to Lowell for similar reasons. Her
husband's work as an architect took him all over the country. She
looked forward to traveling with Jeff, for business and pleasure, after
Michelle went to college in little over a year. For now she savored
these days with her intelligent, sweet and funny daughter.

    Maureen looked up from her shopping list. "I can't believe
Patrice Clark is coming here."

    "It just goes to show: never underestimate the power of
Bette Davis." As she enunciated the last two words, Dana widened
her hazel eyes and twirled her letter opener like a cigarette. Then
she jabbed it into the newly delivered cardboard package on her
desk.

    Maureen jumped up from the bistro table Dana used for
informal meetings. "More lobby cards?" Taking out her nail file, she
attacked the carton like a five-year-old trying to open her birthday
present.

    Laughing, Dana surrendered the job. "Where were you in
August when I had twenty crates of books to unpack?"

    Maureen sawed viciously at the tape and pried the
cardboard flaps apart. "Are you excited about seeing Patrice Clark
again?"

    "I told you, she's not likely to remember me. I only had a bit
part and I was the understudy to Patrice's understudy." Dana took a
sip of coffee from her Casablanca mug.

    "Still, that's when she was discovered, and a few days later
she landed her first movie role. She probably remembers every
detail about that theater, even who printed the programs."

    "We did." Dana laughed. "In small outfits like the Prospect
Theater you have to do it all, from publicity to janitorial work."

    Maureen's gaze went to the framed poster of Orpheus
Descending, the film that had earned Patrice Clark her second
Oscar, propped against the wall.

    Maureen held up a pile of plastic-sheathed lobby cards, the
mini-posters used by movie theaters to advertise coming attractions.
"Fantastic," she breathed.

    "I wasn't sure they'd get here for the opening, but they were
such a bargain I couldn't resist." Dana slit open a padded envelope.
Inside were the publicity stills she had ordered from a dealer in Los
Angeles. Handsome, despairing Ronald Reagan in Kings Row,
dazzling Ava Gardner in The Barefoot Contessa and the
incomparable Bing Crosby and adorable little Barry Fitzgerald
costumed as the Going My Way priests.

    "How are you going to display all this stuff?" Maureen
said.

    "The lobby cards will fit right into the Century of Cinema
exhibit. We just have to sort them according to decades." Dana
fanned out the photos on her desk. "I am worried that the stills might
get overlooked, though, and I really want them to stand out. Got any
ideas?"

    Maureen flipped through the photos. The one from Old
Acquaintance crackled with antagonism as Bette Davis squared
off against Miriam Hopkins, who was known to be her real-life
nemesis. The Picnic photo was a study in delicate
sensuality, showing William Holden and Kim Novak dancing beneath
colored lanterns. Maureen blew a kiss at the rumpled, breathtaking
Holden, and then set the cards aside and picked up a sheaf of Dana's
black-and-white stills. "Let's mount these on matting with quotes
from the movies underneath."

    "Hmm. That would work."

    Maureen turned to her list. "Now help me with my dilemma.
How many bottles of champagne do we need for the opening
ceremony?"

    "Including one for you and one for me?"

    "Plus sparkling cider for the kids. We invited nearly three
hundred, counting the press."

    "That many?" Dana said. "I thought Clennon wanted to hold
it under two hundred and fifty."

    "Believe me, he'll consider himself lucky if we can keep it to
three."

    "How's that for irony? We both came here for peace and
quiet and now things are about to get awfully noisy."

    "You're going to adore it," Maureen assured her.

    She was probably right, Dana thought. So far she had loved
every minute of the museum project. It had been unimaginable fun
to create all those exhibits of costumes, sketches, set designs, scripts
and other artifacts. They had been coming in all year leading up to
the opening, and many more would follow. Members of the film
community and movie lovers all over the world were donating items
for display. They were also continuing to make monetary
contributions.

    Most of the consulting curators, designers and historians
had been very accommodating. Dana had enjoyed even the most
pompous of them. Their anecdotes dazzled her, and she was
overwhelmed by the riches they had to offer. It had been a struggle
not to spend her entire budget in the first month.

    Once the project had started to enthrall the movie-loving
public, Dana had expected the college president and trustees to push
her aside and appoint someone else to oversee it. But Dr. Clennon
had asked her to stay at the helm.

    Maybe the budget hadn't included the cost of a project
director. But more likely, Maureen had insisted, keeping her on was
a nice human-interest touch. Dana hoped Clennon knew how lucky
he was to have Maureen. The museum was generating a ton of
publicity, and managing all those press inquiries was a stupendous
job now. The grand opening of the complex would kick it into high
gear. They'd need every bit of Maureen's PR expertise once the
media circus came to town.





Chapter 2
That Certain
Woman

    
Last night Lowell College
President Douglas Clennon let Entertainment
Tonight take a sneak peek at the museum, and
then sat down with Kevin Frazier to give us his
perspective on this project.

    D.C.: We were astonished when we
first got word of the bequest. It's the kind of
honor college administrators dream about,
and we're trying to be worthy of it.

    K.F.: It's a remarkable complex, and
I love the Walk of Fame—can we get a
close-up of this? It goes from the parking areas,
around the exterior and into the courtyard.
It includes a scaled-down version of every
star on the actual Walk in downtown
Hollywood.

    D.C.: We're very proud of the Walk.
It was our project director Dana Foster's
idea, and she has extra tiles so that as
Hollywood adds new names, we can
too.

    K.F.: Great. If I ever get mine, I'll be
sure to give you a call.

    D.C.: You shouldn't have to wait
since you've been such a big booster of our
project. Here's a framed Kevin Frazier star
to hold you until you get the real thing.

    K.F. :Wow, this is quite an honor.
Nancy O'Dell's gonna be green with
envy.

    D.C. : That's okay, we have one for
her, too. Dr. Foster made up honorary
Lowell College stars for our special friends
to show our appreciation for your
support.

    K.F.: This is great. Thanks so much.
I understand Dana Foster has a connection
to Patrice Clark, who's being honored here
on Sunday.

    D.C.: Yes, Dana was an actress
before she became head of our film
department. She and Ms. Clark were in the
play Sabrina Fair together in a small
theater in New Jersey.

    K.F.: I've also been told she was the
guiding force behind Patrice Clark's
becoming the first inductee into your Hall of
Fame.



    "I love the way Clennon managed to transform our three
film courses into a department."

    "Don't worry. With an on-site film center, it really is a
department now and they'll have to add more courses." Maureen
said, seating herself at Dana's desk. "If you build it they will
teach, to put it in your language."

    Dana picked up a pink and black Walk of Fame star encased
in a black folder. "Can you believe Academic Affairs tossed these
folders out just because they didn't fit the new diplomas?"

    "It was a great idea, printing the stars with the college logo."
She opened Dana's laptop and brought up their photo file. "Now let's
decide which photos to send to which papers."

    Dana handed her a folder. "Here they are in hard copy. I
printed them in black and white since that's how most of the papers
will run them. Besides, it gives them a real film noir quality."

    "Thanks." Maureen flipped through them quickly. "What a
dame."

    "'Ever know a girl who wasn't a doll or a dame?'" Dana
waited a beat, added, "Your line."

    Maureen looked up from a still of Jimmy Cagney. "Wait, it's
on the tip of my tongue... 'Yeah, but she used to walk me past
furniture stores to...' I give up. To what?"

    "'To look at the parlor suites.'" Dana shot the words from
the corner of her mouth, detective style.

    "That's it. It's from Laura, right?"

    "Of course. My boyfriend Dana Andrews. I have a photo of
him with Gene Tierney in Laura. Plus a lobby card from
Boomerang where he's addressing the jury."

    "So you only went with two of his films?"

    "Three. I have Fallen Angel with Alice Faye and Linda
Darnell. Quite a love triangle."

    "Who won?"

    "Alice Faye, the good girl. But only in the movie. In real life,
they cut her screen time in favor of Darnell, who was an
up-and-comer." Dana held up a lobby card.

    "Quite a looker. Wasn't she called the Girl with the Perfect
Face?"

    "Yeah. They used to give out great nicknames: the 'It Girl' for
Clara Bow and the 'Oomph Girl' for Ann Sheridan." Dana stuck a
Post-It on the still and set it down. "I'll send you a list of these items
in case you need it for reference."

    Maureen checked her watch. "What I really need right now
is dinner. You want to go get a pizza?"

    "Sure. Should we pick up the kids?" The girls deserved a
bonus for watching Maureen's son Timmy and doing extra chores in
both households all week, but bringing them along would put an end
to any shop talk.

    Maureen shook her head. "Let's just bring them a pie."

    Their kids were inseparable. Michelle, with the enthusiasm
of an only child, had taken Maureen's brood firmly under her wing
from the first night they met.

    "It's a good thing you called before Lisa started the stir fry,"
Michelle told Dana when she phoned from the car. "She made
brownies and she ironed everything in the basket, even that gray
skirt you never wear because you can't get the pleats to lie flat."

    "And what did you do?"

    Michelle made a sound of mild outrage. "I cleaned the porch,
swept the patio, ordered Grandma's birthday gift from Amazon like
you asked, did all my homework and helped Timmy do his."

    "Forgive me for doubting you. How's Timmy doing?"

    "Fine. He got an A on his composition, but don't tell Maureen
'cause he wants to."

    "You got it." Michelle often swapped chores with
   fifteen-year-old Lisa, who enjoyed cooking and ironing. Indoor chores bored
Michelle, but she liked tending to the exterior of the house and
watching eight-year-old Timmy.

    "And be sure one of the pizzas has no mushrooms 'cause
Timmy's allergic to them," Michelle added.

    "Right. Anything else, chief?"

    "Nope. Oh, except Dad texted that he's gonna be calling here
at nine. East Coast time, not West."

    After all these years, Dana's heartbeat still quickened at the
thought of Jeff.


...and Entertainment Tonight's
own Nancy O'Dell spoke to Patrice Clark after the
opening ceremony at Lowell College.

N.O.: How do you feel, being the first
inductee into the Hall of Fame here?

P.C.: It's a great honor, especially since it
comes from such a legendary actress and a
college that has given so many students a
great education in film.

N.O.: Speaking of which, what do you
think of the Bette Davis Scholarship?

P.C.: Scholarship? Oh, I'm sure it'll be
very helpful.

N.O.: It's wonderful, don't you think?
Each year it'll give two aspiring actors a
chance to learn their craft from some of the
finest actors and directors in the world.

P.C.: That's fine. But anyone with talent
and drive won't need a scholarship to
succeed.

N.O.: It's a very generous gift, though.
These young people will get solid training
and the kind of exposure that often helps an
actor break into the field.

P.C.: Please. Anyone who thinks stardom
is built on lucky breaks is delusional. Or
making excuses for their own failure. People
who succeed are usually the ones with
talent who are willing to work harder than
everyone else.

N.O.: Thanks...thanks so much. We'll be
looking forward to the induction ceremony
Sunday. Well, as always, Patrice Clark
is...intrepid about speaking her
mind.



    "What colossal arrogance." Turning away from the large
monitor, Bette exhaled cigarette smoke forcefully. "That woman is a
disgrace to the profession."

    The Producer had appeared by the time the closing credits
started to roll. He eased His tall frame into a swivel chair covered in
taupe suede. It was part of a network of earth-toned chairs and
tables scattered around what looked like a sky box at a sports
arena.

    "Maybe she's having a bad day," He said. "You've had your
share and then some."

    "I never behaved like that in my life!"

    "I'd advise against kidding a kidder, Bette, especially one
who's all knowing."

    She looked at His feet. "What on earth are you
wearing?"

    "They're called Air Jordans."

    "They're outlandish. They look like blue and orange waffles.
You wore those in public?"

    "I wanted to try them out before I gave them to all our high
school players, so I got into a pickup game with Dave DeBusschere,
Reggie Lewis and Drazen Petrovic."

    "Am I supposed to know those people? Are they baseball
players?"

    "Basketball. Three of the best. And stop trying to change the
subject. We both know that you threw some world-class tantrums in
your day."

    "I wasn't that bad."

    "No? If you want me to refresh your memory I could roll
tape on some of your scenes in restaurants and cocktail lounges,
maybe a few of your screaming matches at parties."

    "All right, all right, I get your point. It's just that this woman
went on television and insulted me and my legacy in front of the
entire world."

    "That she did."

    "And it wasn't just me. She insulted that lovely
entertainment reporter and belittled the people from the college
who've worked so hard on this museum complex. Not to mention
how cruel she was to all those struggling actors who could benefit so
much from her encouragement."

    She jammed out her cigarette and turned to face Him. "What
might have happened, do you suppose, if Ms. Clark hadn't been in
that play the night she was discovered?"

    "What might have happened if you had gotten that one role
you always wanted?"

    She looked up. "Are those things connected? Why, they took
place forty years apart."

    "Everything in the universe is connected. It might help Ms.
Clark to revisit that turning point and learn how one decision, or
should I say opportunity, set her on a different path."

    "It might serve as a refresher course in gratitude. She
certainly needs one."

    "How about you? Would seeing what might have been help
you put the past to rest?"

    She hesitated but only for a moment. "I'm appreciative of
what I had, unlike Miss Clark. Still, I did so badly want to get my
hands on that part and I can't help wondering about it."

    "Then you're welcome to find out for yourself." He gestured
toward the curtains and they swept back, to reveal the screen.
"Under one condition. That you agree to watch exactly where
this event leads you, right through to the end. You must view the
whole picture, everything that happens as a result. You can't simply
watch the parts that appeal to you."

    His eyes met hers and, as the lights dimmed around them,
she nodded.
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