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			Foreword 

			Turney Allan Taylor

			Most people immediately associate author Margaret Mitchell with her sweeping historical novel Gone With the Wind, which was published in 1936 and became a huge, worldwide best-seller. However, for me—and I count myself very fortunate—there is a far more personal connection to this illustrious southern writer.

			* * *

			My father, Allan Taylor, was born in Tennessee and always wanted to be a newspaperman. After graduating from Vanderbilt University, he worked on a paper in Chattanooga and then moved to Atlanta to join the Atlanta Journal. He met Margaret Mitchell for the first time in December 1922, when she was brought down to the newsroom. She had just been hired as a feature writer by the editor of the paper’s Sunday Magazine, Angus Perkerson, and the only available seat was the desk she would share with my father. They soon became fast friends. (My father already knew John Marsh, who would become Mitchell’s second husband, since they were roommates briefly after Marsh first moved to Atlanta.)

			My mother, Lois Cole, met Margaret Mitchell for the first time at a luncheon in 1927. Mother had relocated recently from New York City to be the office manager of the southeastern branch of the publishing firm The Macmillan Company. To present her to Atlanta’s female literary society, Medora Perkerson, the grand dame of Atlanta literati, gave a bridge luncheon at the Piedmont Driving Club. When my mother was introduced to her partner at one of the tables, she learned that her name was Margaret Mitchell Marsh, affectionately known as Peggy. As the cards were dealt, my mother asked whether her partner followed any particular bridge conventions. Mitchell said somberly that she didn’t know any and that she just led from fright. She then asked my mother what she led from, and my mother replied, “Necessity,” at which Peggy grinned. They won the first hand, upon which they rose, solemnly, and shook hands across the table. With that, they became fast friends.

			Months later, at one of the usual after-dinner coffee gatherings hosted by Peggy and John, Mitchell introduced Allan Taylor to Lois Cole with the words, to the effect, that she thought Allan had seen enough southern belles, and she wanted him to meet a really great northern gal. The two of them wed in 1930, and I was born several years later. Thus, I am present due completely to the good graces of “matchmaker” Margaret Mitchell, who was asked at my birth to be my godmother.

			* * *

			I met Margaret Mitchell for the first time in 1938, when I was just a few weeks old and she visited my parents on one of her infrequent trips to New York. Of course, I have no recollection of that event, nor really any other meetings when my godmother came north. I do remember that she regularly sent me birthday and Christmas gifts—a camera, a compass, and savings bonds that were put toward my college fund. She also gave me a wonderful set of stamps printed during the Nazi occupation of Slovakia and sent to her after the war by the foreign minister in gratitude for her book giving so many people encouragement to survive the German occupation. My earliest memory of Margaret Mitchell in person was when I was ten during the summer of 1948. Instead of going to our family’s summer home in the Adirondacks, my parents took me and my sister, Linda, on a lengthy car trip to the South—to Virginia, Tennessee, and Georgia and back through North Carolina. Ostensibly, it was to inspect many of the battlefields of the Civil War, from Manassas to Fredericksburg to Richmond, and to visit the homes of several of our presidents, from Thomas Jefferson’s Monticello to James Monroe’s Ash Lawn. From Virginia we drove farther south to Knoxville and then down to Chattanooga, where we socialized with friends of my parents, as well as took in the sights, particularly the magnificent Lookout Mountain.

			From there we motored on to Atlanta, where we connected with Margaret Mitchell and John Marsh. I remember “Aunt Peggy” as a short woman with tremendous vivacity, the most sparkling blue eyes I had ever seen, and a lively interest in all that we had done on our trip and all I was doing, from school to sports to my piano lessons. All of us had lunch at the Piedmont Driving Club, where Peggy escorted me and my five-year-old sister out to the pool. The three of us removed our shoes and socks (stockings in Peggy’s case) and piddled our feet in the water. Our “excursion” turned into an all-out talkfest. The next day, Peggy took us to the Cyclorama, the huge amphitheater whose cylindrical walls are covered with a very realistic, detailed mural history of the Civil War battle for Atlanta. As she began to describe all the events depicted there, my sister kept tugging on my mother’s dress until she got her attention. Linda said we should join the crowd of tourists being escorted by an attendant who was explaining the battle on the other side of the room. I’m sure my mother wanted to shush my sister and remind her that we had the world’s greatest expert on what happened during those days in 1864, Peggy Mitchell, right with us. My mother was about to reprimand my sister when Peggy interrupted. She said that Linda was quite correct and that we should join the others in hearing the description from the official guide. So we all trooped over to the visitors, with my sister being very happy that she had made her point.

			In retrospect, this incident at our visit to the Cyclorama illustrated how much Peggy Mitchell was concerned about what other people wanted, particularly if they were friends or family.

			After our visit with the Marshes, we drove to Covington, Georgia, where we stayed with my father’s elderly stepmother, and then drove through Asheville, North Carolina, and the Great Smoky Mountains on our way back to New Jersey. It was one of the most memorable trips that our family ever took together, especially our time spent with the spirited, thoughtful Peggy Mitchell and her kind husband.

			* * *

			What better way to understand what Margaret Mitchell underwent, with the popularity of her novel and the subsequent immense popular success of the 1939 blockbuster movie made from it, than to read in this volume her own letters to friends, family, colleagues, and professional people with whom she came into contact during those tumultuous years after 1936. The array of letters that makes up this book illustrate admirably all the characteristics of Margaret Mitchell that endeared her to so many people who knew her and made her a truly courageous, exceptional woman and novelist. Immersing ourselves in this correspondence provides us with great insight into the author and her world as she saw her long-in-the-works historical novel become one of the greatest American best-sellers and, in turn, a legendary motion picture.

			For me, reading The Scarlett Letters reminded me anew how fortunate I was to have had Margaret Mitchell as a godmother, friend, and inspiration.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			On the evening of December 15, 1939, Gone With the Wind author Margaret Mitchell sat in a theater in Atlanta, waiting to see what Hollywood had done with her story. Producer David O. Selznick had invited her to the film’s first preview that summer—even offering to move it from California to the Midwest to make it more convenient—but Mitchell declined; she feared that when word got out, she would have to “go through the mill of having the entire populace stopping me on the street and asking me which scenes were to be cut and is Mr. Gable too thrilling for words.”1 To allay her concerns, a Selznick associate suggested a private screening at the Long Island estate of John Hay “Jock” Whitney, the studio’s chairman of the board, but again, the author said no.2 She decided to see the movie for the first time at its world premiere.

			Actor Clark Gable, who played Rhett Butler, sat to her left, with Mitchell’s husband in between. (Rhett and his creator were supposed to be side by side, but the author and her husband switched places so the two men could talk.)3 Whitney and Olivia de Havilland, who portrayed Melanie Hamilton, were on her right, and Vivien Leigh, the British actress making her American film debut as Scarlett O’Hara, sat in the row ahead. Throughout the auditorium were other cast members, including Laura Hope Crews, Evelyn Keyes, and Ann Rutherford; actress Claudette Colbert and Leigh’s soon-to-be-fiancé, Laurence Olivier; nationally known figures such as World War I flying ace Captain Eddie Rickenbacker, Columbia Broadcasting System executive William S. Paley, and cosmetics queen Elizabeth Arden; and four honored guests—Confederate veterans of the Civil War, each in their nineties. But most of the 2,031 lucky ticket holders inside Loew’s Grand Theatre were from the author’s hometown, and it was they who were uppermost in Mitchell’s thoughts. “I was thinking that I was the most fortunate woman in the world and my mind wasn’t on ‘G.W.T.W.’ either,” she wrote to a former newspaper colleague the next day. “I was thinking about the friends who had been so good to me.”4 It was a sentiment she would echo in her speech to the audience when the film ended.

			Yet in those minutes before the lights dimmed and the curtains parted, memories of the past three and a half hectic years likely crossed her mind. As soon as she sold the film rights to Selznick in the summer of 1936, Mitchell was engulfed by a tidal wave of attention from a “movie-crazed” public, despite her repeated denials that she had nothing to do with the making of the motion picture.5 Compelled by her southern manners, the author replied to almost every letter she received. She wrote to aspirant actresses desperate to play Scarlett, often providing words of encouragement and wishing them luck. She answered questions from the screenwriter and others about antebellum architecture, customs, and wallpaper, digging out early drafts of her manuscript for details she had cut from the book. She thanked people who offered their house, their grandmother’s dress, or a song they had just written for use in the movie, encouraging them to contact the studio. She gossiped with a trio of Georgians who went to Hollywood as advisers on southern history and customs, delighting in their behind-the-scenes tidbits. And she declined hundreds of requests from “all the population of Atlanta . . . and the late Confederacy” who wanted to attend the premiere, noting that the distribution of tickets was out of her hands.6

			This collection of more than 360 of her letters and telegrams, all related to the motion picture Gone With the Wind, provides readers a front-row seat as Mitchell learns the ins and outs of moviemaking and struggles to deal with a populace obsessed with the “Metropolis of Make Believe.”7 Along the way, she journeys from naive, first-time author to battle-hardened businesswoman, yet she never loses her sense of humor. Mitchell’s ability to weave a story, so evident in her novel, is equally obvious in her exchanges with a who’s who of the Golden Age of Hollywood—from Selznick, original director George Cukor, and screenwriter Sidney Howard to cast members Gable, Leigh, de Havilland, Leslie Howard, and Hattie McDaniel—as well as with journalists, fellow authors, entrepreneurs and star-struck fans. Most of her letters were warm and often witty. Yet she did not hesitate to scold the producer’s over-the-top publicist who insisted on using her name to promote the movie, a former college mate who tried to feed off the author’s fame with an “I-knew-her-when” magazine story, and her own publisher who demanded she take a cut in royalties to help him market two new editions of the book tied to the movie.

			Mitchell was a “born storyteller” who “wrote as she talked,” recalled longtime friend Lois Cole. The author “told her tales with such fun and skill that a whole roomful of people would stay quiet all evening to listen to her.”8 Yet, Cole admitted, “It is difficult to put Peggy on paper, to convey her gaiety, her interest in and profound knowledge of people, her range of interests and reading, her devotion to her friends, and the verve and enchantment of her talk.”9 Taking Cole’s observation to heart, I have not tried to capture the story of Margaret Mitchell and the motion picture Gone With the Wind with my words. Rather, I am letting the author’s own words—which reveal her humor, her kindness, her strength, and her sass—re-create the excitement that gripped the nation seventy-five years ago as millions of moviegoers awaited Scarlett’s silver screen debut. It’s like listening, enchanted, to Mitchell weave stories all evening.

			John Wiley, Jr.

			Midlothian, Virginia

		

	
		
			A Note About the Letters

			Margaret Mitchell’s letters generally fall into two categories: those to friends and fans were usually light and conversational; sometimes they were short, other times they were quite lengthy and jumped from topic to topic. Those of a business nature were often verbose and always precise, written by a woman whose father and brother were lawyers. While my goal for this book was to let Mitchell “speak for herself,” I also wanted to keep the focus on the motion picture Gone With the Wind. Therefore, while transcribing the letters, I left out sentences, sometimes paragraphs, about personal matters—from day-to-day occurrences and the health of family members to gossipy updates on mutual friends. I also removed sections that repeated information provided in earlier letters if these parts did not include new points. All such deletions are indicated by ellipses.

			For style and grammar, I edited with an extremely light touch. I corrected a handful of what clearly were typos, especially with proper names, and standardized capitalization and the spelling of several words (“adviser”/“advisor” and “bedeviling”/“bedevilling,” for example). Otherwise, I left intact the author’s often-rambling sentence structure, her sparse use of commas, and alternate spellings from the time, such as “under weigh” and “et cetera.”

			As you read, you may wonder why certain key letters are not included, such as Mitchell’s missives to Dolly Blount Lamar of the United Daughters of the Confederacy (UDC), whose statement on the casting of Vivien Leigh as Scarlett became national news, and those to Dorothy Bates Kelley, a friend living in California whose young daughter attempted to win a role in the film. Unfortunately, the carbons of these letters were among those destroyed by Mitchell’s husband after her death, in keeping with the author’s wishes. The Lamar and Bates/Kelley files (and several others) in the Margaret Mitchell Family Papers at the Hargrett Rare Book and Manuscript Library contain notes that detail the span of correspondence he discarded. In Lamar’s case, I tried to track down relatives—she had no children—who might have inherited her original letters from Mitchell but was disappointed to learn that many of the UDC president’s personal belongings were lost in a fire at her home in Macon, Georgia. 

		

	
		
			Prologue: The Making of a Masterpiece

			Margaret Mitchell loved both books and motion pictures. As a small child, she enjoyed hearing the fairy tales of Mother Goose and the Brothers Grimm. “She had a strong memory and soon knew all of these by heart,” Stephens Mitchell wrote in a memoir of his famous sister. “She would call on me to read them, but if I misplaced a word she was quick to spot it.”1 Once she learned to read, her tomboy tastes gravitated toward adventure series such as Tom Swift and The Rover Boys despite her brother’s chiding. “I told her that the plots were all the same, and that the style was pretty terrible. She would answer, ‘Well, if it is a good plot, it will stand being read over a good many times, and the style doesn’t matter as long as you can understand what the characters are doing.’”2 She then graduated to the classics, including Shakespeare and Dickens, and her parents rewarded her with dimes and quarters when she finished Hamlet or David Copperfield. “By the time she was twelve, she had read many grown-up books, and from then on her literary tastes were adult,” her brother recalled.3

			A new form of entertainment—the moving picture—also was an important part of her youth. Mitchell, born in 1900, came of age with the nickelodeon. The first so-called electric theater opened in Atlanta in 1904; three years later, there were more than a dozen such venues.4 “When movies came in, about 1906 or 1907, we began going to see them,” Stephens Mitchell remembered. “Father would take us downtown at night and, for a nickel each, we could all go to the movies.” With each picture lasting about fifteen minutes, “you could see four or five in a night. Margaret always enjoyed them, particularly the comedies.”5 Like reading, moviegoing became a lifelong habit. As a freshman at Smith College, she and her fellow students sometimes cut class to catch the latest Norma Talmadge or Wallace Reid film.6 She later was especially amused by the antics of the Marx Brothers, an affinity she shared with her second husband, John Marsh. “I don’t know whether you are a Marxian,” he wrote his mother. “If not, you may actually dislike them. Many people do, poor wretches. But I hope you are one of us superior folks who can appreciate what true geniuses the Marxes are.”7 Mitchell’s friends joked that it was easy to find her in a darkened theater simply by following her yelps of laughter at Groucho, Harpo, and Chico.8

			However, Mitchell was not content with simply absorbing stories told by others, whether on the printed page or on the silver screen. Like many voracious readers, she also had an irresistible urge to write. Probably the earliest surviving example of her fiction is a handmade storybook titled “Two Little Folk.” In fewer than one hundred words, Mitchell wove a narrative in her childish printing about “two little people” who lived in her backyard: Tommy, “the boldest and the bravest,” and “lazy” Sarah. She told of the couple eating breakfast and singing and saved the big reveal until the last sentence: Tommy and Sarah were a pair of ducks. When she was about eight, she began filling numerous copybooks with more complex tales: “The Knight and the Lady,” “The Little Pioneers,” “When We Were Shipwrecked,” and “Dan Morrison, a Spy for the Confederacy.”* The future novelist kept a journal and also created plays that the neighborhood children acted out; when she was fifteen, she staged an elaborate version of The Traitor, a 1907 novel by Thomas Dixon Jr. That same year, she completed a 107-page handwritten novella set in the South Seas titled Lost Laysen.† At Washington Seminary, the private girls’ school she attended in Atlanta, two of her short stories were published in the school yearbook during her junior and senior years.

			Mitchell also became a “distinguished letter writer,” her brother recalled.9 Like most young people of her generation and social class, she was taught early how to write a good letter. In 1918, when she went away to college in Massachusetts, her father found her missives home brimming with “more of life and liveliness than he had ever read before.”10 After her time at Smith was cut short by the death of her mother in 1919 and following an ill-advised marriage in 1922, she joined the staff of the Atlanta Journal Sunday Magazine as a feature writer. Over the next three and a half years, she produced more than two hundred feature stories, news articles, and book reviews, including an interview with Rudolph Valentino, the reigning sheik of the silents.11 Again, her writing skills impressed the elder Mitchell. “It did not take Father long to see that she had a genius for words,” Stephens Mitchell said.12

			* * *

			While working at the Atlanta Journal, Mitchell turned once more to writing fiction. She began a novel of the Jazz Age that featured a young woman named Pansy Hamilton, the daughter of a Georgia judge. The story opened with a nighttime car accident in which a friend of Pansy was injured, leading her to break into a drugstore for antiseptic and bandages.13 But after about thirty pages, Mitchell gave up. She wrote a novella titled “’Ropa Carmagin.” The title character, a woman named Europa who lived in the crumbling family home, was in love with a handsome mixed-race young man.14 While the author finished this story, she apparently never tried to have it published.‡

			In 1924, Mitchell divorced her first husband; he apparently had a drinking problem and, on at least one occasion, had struck her. She married his best man, John Marsh, and the newlyweds moved into a cramped, ground-floor apartment that she christened “The Dump.” When Mitchell reinjured a weak ankle, she quit her job at the newspaper but quickly became bored. Marsh encouraged his wife to work on a project, and in the fall of 1926, she turned to a period she knew well—the Civil War and Reconstruction era. As a child, she had spent Sunday afternoons on the “bony knees of veterans and the fat slippery laps of great aunts,” listening to their firsthand tales of that era.15 While most novels of the Civil War had focused on the battleground state of Virginia, Mitchell felt that the events in Georgia, especially Union General William T. Sherman’s 1864 march on Atlanta, had “far more drama than anything else in the whole war.”16 She decided to tell a tale of her hometown, which was burned by Sherman, and the people who struggled through the war and the hard times afterward: “What quality is it that makes some people able to survive catastrophes and others—apparently just as brave and able and strong—go under?” she wondered. “I only know that the survivors of the Civil War used to call that quality ‘gumption.’”17

			Using a trick she learned as a reporter, Mitchell wrote the last chapter first. A strong ending was key to any piece, and she said it helped her write by knowing where the story was headed. She worked steadily on the new project and completed a first draft by 1929. Friends knew she was working on something, but she covered her typewriter and pages with a towel if visitors stopped by unexpectedly. Over the next couple of years, she “hit the book a few more licks,” but as other tasks crowded her days, writing moved to the back burner.18 Eventually, several piles of manila envelopes containing individual chapters, rewrites, and notes ended up throughout the apartment; after the couple moved in 1932, most of the manuscript was relegated to a closet. In April 1935, Harold Latham, an editor from The Macmillan Company, visited Atlanta on a book-scouting tour of the South. Tipped off by Lois Cole, an associate editor at the company and a friend of the author, Latham asked Mitchell several times about her project. At first, she told him she did not have a book. She later claimed the manuscript was not in good enough shape to share but promised he would be the first to see it if she ever finished. However, angered by catty remarks from an acquaintance and encouraged by her husband, Mitchell changed her mind and hurried to hand the pile of envelopes to Latham just as he was leaving his hotel to catch a train.

			The editor forwarded the manuscript to New York, where Cole spent hours organizing the messy pile of papers. In her report, she praised her friend’s “sure fire” plot and the “natural” dialogue.19 A professor at Columbia University, a regular reader for Macmillan, weighed in as well. He called the story “magnificent” and urged, “By all means take the book.”20 On July 17, 1935, Latham wired Mitchell: “MY ENTHUSIASM YOUR NOVEL SHARED BY OUR ADVISERS WE WOULD LIKE MAKE IMMEDIATE CONTRACT FOR ITS PUBLICATION.”21 She signed the contract, which offered a $500 advance and 10 percent royalties, on August 6, 1935; the agreement also specified that the author retained both the dramatic and the motion picture rights.22

			Mitchell spent the next six months rewriting, editing, checking her historical references, and ensuring consistency in dates and dialects. Gone With the Wind was published on June 30, 1936, and millions of readers soon discovered that same “genius for words” Mitchell’s father had noted years earlier. The New York Times called the book “one of the most remarkable first novels produced by an American writer” and “the best Civil War novel that has yet been written.”23 The Washington Post agreed, declaring Gone With the Wind “the best novel that has ever come out of the South. In fact . . . it is unsurpassed in the whole of American writing.”24 And in the Saturday Review of Literature, Pulitzer Prize–winning poet Stephen Vincent Benet noted, “In spite of its length, the book moves swiftly and smoothly—a three-decker with all sails set . . . realistic in detail and told from an original point of view.”25 Several other reviewers called attention to the story’s silver screen potential. “Here is material for twenty motion pictures—a broad canvas that throbs with color and life,” wrote one. “Note to film editors: Stop at no figure, but bid lively,” urged another.26

			* * *

			Hollywood got wind of Mitchell’s novel early. The first inquiry from a studio came on February 12, 1936, when Samuel Goldwyn, Inc.’s East Coast office requested material on the “new Mary Mitchell book, Gone With the Wind, which you intend to publish shortly.”27 Macmillan informed the studio that galleys of the novel probably would be ready by mid-March.28 At about the same time, a literary agent named Annie Laurie Williams approached Macmillan about the book’s movie rights, “very anxious to take them on.”29 On March 9, at the agent’s request, Lois Cole forwarded to Mitchell a letter of introduction in which Williams touted several properties she had sold, including 1929’s Magnificent Obsession, by Lloyd C. Douglas, and Tortilla Flat, by John Steinbeck, published in 1935.§ “From all I have heard from the Macmillan editors I feel that there is a fine picture in Gone With the Wind,” she told Mitchell.30 Cole also forwarded a letter from Monica McCall at the Ann Watkins agency, an established firm that Harold Latham favored. Whomever Mitchell chose, Cole reminded her, she should notify Macmillan so the publisher could send the agent galleys, the book’s untrimmed typeset pages created for final proofing. “We intend, as you know, to make it a big book, and you ought to get a big price.”31

			Mitchell responded to both agents, politely putting them off by explaining that she was swamped with proofing pages.32 To Cole, the author dismissed the entire idea of her story being translated to the screen, but Mitchell was among the few who harbored doubts. A month later, Cole reported that “movie agents are pursuing me with their tongues hanging out,” and studios were contacting Macmillan directly.33 As a result of this rising tide of interest, the publisher began having second thoughts. Latham was headed to the West Coast on a scouting trip and decided he might be able to sell the rights himself.34 If he were successful, the publisher would earn the 10 percent agent’s fee. On a visit to Atlanta the following week, Latham discussed the situation with Mitchell and obtained her verbal assent for Macmillan to handle the sale. Mitchell’s main concern was the screenplay. She promised not to be “tough-mouthed” about it but said she did not want Hollywood to have the Confederates win the Battle of Jonesboro or “Scarlett seduce General Sherman.”35 Latham, as naive as she about how movies were made, promised to push for the studio to grant her input on the movie script.

			In mid-May, Macmillan began shipping copies of the 1,037-page tome to the New York story editors at all the major studios—Columbia, Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, Paramount, RKO, Twentieth Century-Fox, Universal, and Warner Bros.—as well as two independent studios run by Goldwyn and David O. Selznick. Two days later, Katharine “Kay” Brown, the thirty-four-year-old East Coast story editor for Selznick International Pictures, sent a synopsis of the novel to her boss. In a teletype, she termed the story a “magnificent” possibility for either Miriam Hopkins or Margaret Sullavan, reported that one studio already had made an offer of $25,000, and urged Selznick to give the story his prompt attention.36 The next day, Brown reiterated her enthusiasm and laid out a potential cast for the four leading roles: Hopkins or Bette Davis as Scarlett, Janet Gaynor as Melanie, Clark Gable as “Bret” (while bemoaning the fact that Ronald Colman, “perfect as to description,” was so veddy British), and Franchot Tone as Ashley. Brown also predicted the book would bring $50,000, adding, “I am absolutely off my nut” about the story.37

			After reading Brown’s summary, Selznick admitted Gone With the Wind sounded like a “fine” story but said he felt the studio could not afford to take a gamble on the property without having under contract an actress suited for the role of Scarlett. “Most sorry to have to say no in face of your enthusiasm,” he said, but gave Brown some hope by asking her to watch the book’s sales. If Gone With the Wind showed signs of becoming another Anthony Adverse—a massive 1933 novel by Hervey Allen that sold 175,000 copies in the first six months—Selznick said he might reconsider.38 About the same time, other studios that had expressed an early interest were dropping out: Twentieth Century-Fox said the initial asking price of $100,000 was too high, and the Goldwyn studio said it felt the part of Scarlett was too unsympathetic for Miriam Hopkins, the actress it had in mind.39 Many producers steered clear, skittish about tackling another Civil War picture after the box office failure the previous year of Paramount’s So Red the Rose, made from Stark Young’s 1934 war novel.

			Latham made some initial contacts about the movie rights but had no luck. He realized he needed Annie Laurie Williams’s experience, so he agreed to join forces with the agent and split the 10 percent fee if she sold the rights.40 Latham wrote to Mitchell seeking written authorization for Macmillan to market the film rights but made no mention of his arrangement with Williams.41 In a follow-up letter to the agent, he stressed that their deal was confidential and that all negotiations with Mitchell were to be handled by his office.42 When the author signed the letter of agreement and returned it to him, Latham again promised to try to give her “some measure of protection” on the film’s screenplay.43

			Williams was eager to close a deal and wanted Mitchell’s preapproval on a price should she get a firm offer. As directed, she contacted Latham, who was on vacation; the editor wired Mitchell asking for her go-ahead if an offer came through of at least $50,000. He also told her that the company, as her agent, was “working through” Williams but did not mention their agreement.44 Mitchell wired the next day that she accepted the amount “WITH UNDERSTANDING THAT CONTRACT WILL BE SUBMITTED TO ME FOR APPROVAL.”45

			One week after the book’s release, on July 7, Selznick directed Brown to make an offer of $50,000. With Mitchell’s acceptance in hand, Williams agreed, and that afternoon, Brown sent a jubilant teletype to the West Coast: “Hold your seat. I’ve closed for fifty thousand.”46 The next day, Cole wrote to Mitchell. She reported the studio was considering filming the movie in Technicolor and was going to take its time with casting. She also noted that Williams said the final price was the highest she could get “when it came right down to writing a check.” The agent asked that all questions about the selling price be answered by saying, “Something over $50,000.” Cole thought that was stretching the truth but added, “She says she got paid an extra cent so she could say that.”47

			* * *

			Like Mitchell, David Selznick also developed an early love of books and movies. Born in 1902 in Pittsburgh, his fascination with the new world of film was in his genes: his father, Lewis J. Selznick, was an early pioneer of the fledgling East Coast motion picture industry. In 1918, when he formed Selznick Pictures Corporation, Lewis Selznick named sixteen-year-old David company treasurer.48 The father, who came to America from Eastern Europe as a boy, was drawn to literature while learning to speak and read English, and he passed on this appreciation for the classics to his youngest son. David Selznick, whose room was full of books as a boy, claimed to have read Anna Karenina and David Copperfield at an early age.49 Years later, he made film versions of both novels—as well as of A Tale of Two Cities and The Adventures of Tom Sawyer—and his reverence for authors and literature was evident in his on-screen work. In 1935, when Margaret Mitchell saw David Copperfield, she realized that “here was a producer of both genius and integrity who was breaking all Hollywood rules by producing the book the author wrote.”50

			Selznick also showed an aptitude for writing. He dabbled in poetry and usually worked closely with his screenwriters, sometimes crafting sections of scripts himself. But the producer is best known for showering employees and bosses alike with voluminous memos addressing a variety of topics in minute detail. The habit began early. As a young executive in his father’s companies, he found it easier to express himself in writing as opposed to face-to-face sessions with employees often much older than he. Later, working at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer and RKO studios, he found his memos made him stand out in a telephone-centric workplace. Dictation also helped him “think a thing through to its conclusion more clearly,” and his memos created a written record of what was actually said.51 A feature story in the Saturday Evening Post dubbed him “The Great Dictater,” noting that Selznick’s obsession with the smallest details of moviemaking possessed him “to dictate or die.”52 In Margaret Mitchell, the producer met a kindred soul who shared his loquacious attention to detail.

			* * *

			Mitchell received the movie contract on July 15. After reviewing its sixteen pages with her husband, who was her business manager, and her brother, an attorney, she decided the document was “the stupidest contract” she had ever seen and one “no rational person could sign, regardless of the amount involved.”53 The three of them had many questions; John Marsh wrote an eleven-page, single-spaced letter laying out their concerns, noting he hoped “getting the contract revised and signed won’t be as laborious as the job of getting this very long letter written.”54 He was to be disappointed. Marsh and Stephens Mitchell tried to get answers over the telephone, but to no avail. By month’s end, the author and her brother decided to go to New York to meet face-to-face with representatives of Selznick International. “I will lose my mind certainly if this thing isn’t settled soon,” she told a friend.55

			Gone With the Wind had touched a chord in a Depression-weary nation, and readers poured out their hearts to Scarlett’s creator. Seemingly overnight, Mitchell became one of the most famous women in the country. Fans swamped her with mail; some days, hundreds of letters, along with dozens of copies of her novel to be autographed, arrived at her Atlanta apartment. Mitchell was grateful for the public’s appreciation of her work and felt duty-bound to respond and thank them for their kind words and answer their questions. But her replies, warm and friendly, encouraged many readers to write a second time, often leading to a series of correspondence. For advice on what to do “when one has been so unfortunate as to become a best seller,” she turned to Stark Young, the Mississippi author of So Red the Rose:

			For instance, when I am expecting a hellishly busy day and five close friends telephone, announcing that their Aunt Minnies from Keokuk are visiting them and will have a stroke if they do not see what I look like—what am I to do? Northerners have said bluntly, “Tell your friends you’ll be jolly well pleased if their Aunt Minnies have two strokes as long as they don’t bother you.” But you are a Southerner and you know the intricate and courteous relationships between friend and friend and kin and kin in this section. They are not to be dealt with cavalierly.56

			“You hit the nail on the head,” Young replied, agreeing that “it’s the Southern in us that complicates” matters. He advised her to take a trip to Mexico or New Orleans under her married name—“there nobody would bother you”—or to take advantage of the “big city’s privacy” of New York.57 But he admitted there was no long-term solution.58

			Fans already had begun writing her about the movie, and Mitchell believed selling the film rights would shift that burden onto Selznick. She and Stephens Mitchell took the train to New York. At Selznick’s Park Avenue office, Macmillan was represented by company treasurer Richard Brett. (Latham was still on vacation.) From the studio were John Wharton, Selznick’s attorney and treasurer of Selznick International Pictures, and Kay Brown. Mitchell and her brother took an immediate liking to the story editor. “Margaret and I had not been in New York fifteen minutes . . . before we both whispered to each other that you were the smartest person around,” Stephens Mitchell told Brown years later.59Also present was Annie Laurie Williams; Mitchell was still under the impression the agent was simply helping Macmillan.

			The author and her brother were “as ignorant as a babe unborn”60 about the issues they faced, and Stephens Mitchell admitted he was intimidated by Wharton, one of the country’s leading theatrical rights attorneys.61 The first day of talks did not go well. Using Marsh’s lengthy letter as a guide, Mitchell’s brother raised several points that were dismissed as mere technicalities. And any hope they held of the studio allowing the author a say in how the book was translated to the screen was quickly dashed. The contract specifically gave Selznick the right to make “any and all changes and substitutions in the property,” including plot, action, and dialogue.62 By the end of the day, the Mitchells considered simply walking away, but the author wanted to put the matter behind her, so they decided to stay. That evening, the pair had dinner with Lois Cole and her husband, who encouraged the author to try to retain the television rights. The following day, Mitchell won a partial concession in that area. She also had a section removed from the contract that obligated her to offer the movie rights to her next novel to Selznick before anyone else and insisted on inserting a line in the section about commercial tie-ups—items such as dolls, games, and figurines manufactured to promote the film—that directed her name not be used in promoting such products. That afternoon, July 30, Mitchell signed the contract, selling the movie rights to Gone With the Wind to David O. Selznick for $50,000. She received $45,000, and Macmillan and Williams split the remaining $5,000 as their commission.

			In Mitchell’s mind, her dealings with Hollywood were over. Selznick was free to make the motion picture he wanted from her book, and she would bear none of the blame should it fail. Contractually, the studio could not use her name to endorse “Wade Hampton Hamilton Bran Flakes” or “Scarlett O’Hara-Hamilton-Kennedy-Butler Toilet Water.”63 Mitchell would not bother the people making the movie, and they would not bother her. However, the author’s innate curiosity and a maternal interest in what Selznick was doing with her literary “baby”—along with the public’s unshakable belief that Mitchell was their ticket to Hollywood—meant she could not stay aloof for long. And, as she soon learned, not everyone took contracts and promises as seriously as she did.

			
				
					* Most of her surviving early stories were published in 2000 in the book Before Scarlett: Girlhood Writings of Margaret Mitchell, edited by Jane Eskridge. Some of the original copybooks, including “Two Little Folk,” are in the Hargrett Rare Book and Manuscript Library at the University of Georgia and in the Kenan Research Center at the Atlanta History Center. 

				

				
					† The novella surfaced in 1994 among the papers of Henry Love Angel, a young man Mitchell knew in her youth. Scribner paid $1 million for the publishing rights, and the story was released in May 1996, making the New York Times best-seller list for two weeks. 

				

				
					‡ Both the Jazz Age pages and the novella were destroyed, probably shortly after Mitchell’s death. 

				

				
					§ Magnificent Obsession, starring Irene Dunn and Robert Taylor, was released in 1935 by Universal Pictures. Tortilla Flat was not produced until 1942; the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer film starred Spencer Tracy, Hedy Lamarr, and John Garfield. 

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Hollywood Comes Calling

			1936

			I can’t imagine the movies buying it any way. I don’t see how it could possibly be made into a movie unless the entire book was scrapped and Shirley Temple cast as “Bonnie,” Mae West as “Belle” and Stepin Fetchit as “Uncle Peter.”

			—Margaret Mitchell to Lois Cole
March 14, 1936

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Annie Laurie Williams

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
							March 10, 1936

						
					

				
			

			My dear Miss Williams:

			Thank you for your nice letter. Lois has written me most glowingly of you and your firm—will you think me very unappreciative if I ask you to let me defer business matters till such a time as I am able to attend to them? I am on the last go-round of the galley proofs and am very late in getting them finished, due to illness and an injury to my right arm and hand which makes any writing a torment. And, due to my efforts to make my dead line, I am as nearly insane as a person can get and still remain at liberty.

			I will write you just as soon as I can.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Lois Cole

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Macmillan Company

						
							
							March 14, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Lois, dearie—

			Both checks arrived and thanks.* Will you notify proper departments of their arrival? I do not know who to write.

			The proofs will all be off on tomorrow’s 5 a.m. air mail. . . .

			About Miss Williams and Miss Watkins.† I dropped short notes to each saying that you had mentioned them most favorably but that I was in too frenzied a state, trying to read proof to talk business and I would write them just as soon as I got from under. Lois—I know nothing of agents, as you know. If taking Miss Williams will ease you out of any embarrassment, great or small, I’ll take her. Please don’t mind saying so. If she didn’t sell it, I wouldn’t hold you responsible. I can’t imagine the movies buying it any way. I don’t see how it could possibly be made into a movie unless the entire book was scrapped and Shirley Temple cast as “Bonnie,” Mae West as “Belle” and Stepin Fetchit as “Uncle Peter.”‡ I do thank you and Mr. Latham for your interest and thought in this matter. I never dreamed publishers could be so nice.

			My god, I wish I had more time to write you for I am in a lather about your and Allan’s new book and want to know all about it and know damned well you haven’t the time to write me.§ I wish I could get as enthused about my own opus as I can about the opi (or is it oppuses?) of my friends. . . .

			In haste

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Lois Cole

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Macmillan Company

						
							
							April 27, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Lois,

			I am glad you warned me that your playmate Annie Laurie was in the neighborhood. She called me from Pinehurst or Aiken or some where night before last. I’m going to tell you about our conversation so she can’t cross me up. She picked a bad day to call me but she couldn’t know that. I had intended staying in bed all day so I would be fit to go to opera that night (we had three nights of semi-Metropolitan for our Dogwood Festival)—but before breakfast a perfectly strange woman crashed in. She had read my book and reviewed it for something or other and wanted to see what I looked like. Needless to say, having had no coffee, I looked like Hell. Really she was very nice but I missed my breakfast. And while she was still camped here there came a call from Dot Bates that her mother had broken her hip and her child was into something or other.¶ Would I look after Mamma? That meant x-rays and the hospital and threatening to castrate several nurses so I didn’t have lunch either. Bessie, now private secretary as well as cook, collared me at the hospital and told me the mournful news that an indigent old lady friend, slowly dying of heart failure, was being evicted from her house.**

			Well that took till after supper. I had twenty minutes to eat and dress and get to the opery when who should phone but Annie Laurie. Hunger and weariness had taken toll of my good manners but I tried to be sweet and girlish and told her I’d been ill. Yes, she knew about that and was so sorry but she had understood that I wanted her to proceed as my agent in the matter of the movies and so—Well, I blew up then. It was just the last straw of a day full of straws. And I said coldly that she was in error. That I had given her no such authority. My letter to her had merely been an acknowledgment of her letter. I had written her that I was sick and was in no condition to attend to business.

			Well, she backed water quite hastily and said she wanted to come down to Atlanta to see me and talk the matter over. By this time John was doing a fandango to get me away from the phone and Bessie was changing my stockings for me and I saw all chances of a meal disappearing. So I told her that I’d love to meet her, you having written so many nice things about her and her work but that if she was coming down here to talk business she was out of luck because I wasn’t going to talk business. I said that I was still feeble and that, at present I had no intention of deciding anything because I thought that when sick people made decisions they were always wrong.

			Moreover I told her that the book wasn’t good movie material and invited her to read it. If she wanted to come here socially I’d love to see her but in a business way, no. At this point Bessie dragged my evening dress over my head, no mean feat, I must say. So Annie talked at great length about her firm and how good it was and said she’d write to me from N.Y. I was in a state by the time I got to the opera and had to go out and eat a hamburger between the acts. It wasn’t till after midnight that I began to get good and mad about her saying that she understood I wanted her as agent. . . .

			Excuse this mad letter but I am all in. Just wanted to let you know about Annie Laurie and to tell you that I haven’t signed up with her. . . .

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Annie Laurie Williams

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
							May 5, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Williams:

			Just a note to tell you that I wrote to The Macmillan Company and asked them to give you a set of galley proofs of “Gone With the Wind.” I hope you have them by this time.

			I was very glad I had the opportunity to talk to you—even if the operator did keep shouting “Three minutes is up!” every three seconds. I was not only glad to hear from you personally, for Lois Cole has written me so many things about you and your work, but I was glad to have the occasion to correct any misunderstanding that may have arisen about the matter of the moving picture rights of “Gone With the Wind.” You indicated that you had gotten the impression somehow that I had authorized you to act as my agent in this matter and as I have not, this misunderstanding naturally might have led to embarrassment for both of us. I can’t quite understand just how your misunderstanding might have arisen as I thought I made my position quite clear in my previous letter to you. As I stated to you in our telephone conversation I have not authorized anyone to act as my agent, either tentatively or temporarily, in handling the movie rights of “Gone With the Wind.” I am not ready to even think about such problems as movie rights now as I am too engaged with other pressing matters at this time, my own health, family affairs, business matters neglected during the months when I was preparing the book for publication. If at some future date I wish to ask you to act as my agent I will communicate with you.

			Thank you for your card.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Harold Latham

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Macmillan Company

						
							
							May 25, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Latham:

			I have signed the contract giving Macmillan the right to try to sell the book to the movies and I’m enclosing it. I feel very relieved about having it in your hands instead of an agent’s. That’s not disparaging agents but then, I don’t know agents and I do know you. Further more I am so impressed with what you did about the English publication that I know you can do far more about movie people than any agent would.††

			If possible I should like to have something in any contract you may make with a movie producer that I can have some say so about the final scenario. I won’t be tough-mouthed about the changes—that is, some changes. I know that the book will be a difficult one to make into a movie, if, indeed, it can be made into a movie. And I know too that many things are easy in a novel and difficult, even impossible, to reproduce on the screen. I know that some changes are necessary in transferring any book to the screen, characters have to be completely eliminated, incidents collapsed into each other, etc. But there are a few changes I wouldn’t put up with. I wouldn’t put it beyond Hollywood to have General Hood win the Battle of Jonesboro, Scarlett seduce General Sherman and a set of negroes with Harlem accents play the back woods darkies. By the way, is your new “agency department” going to handle dramatic rights, too?

			Your note about Mr. Leigh came this morning and I thank you for it and for your trouble in writing me.‡‡ I have already written him so don’t you bother with writing him. I told him I couldn’t lecture, that it just wasn’t in me. For, as I told you, what would I lecture about? He suggested the “Urge to Write,” at which I fell on the sofa and bellowed because I have no urge to write and never had, loathing writing above all things, except perhaps, Wagnerian opera and tap dancing. . . .

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Lois Cole

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Macmillan Company

						
							
							June 15, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			JUST RECEIVED TELEGRAM MISTER LATHAM SENT YESTERDAY RECOMMENDING THAT I ACCEPT FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLARS CASH FOR MOTION PICTURE RIGHTS IF OFFER IS MADE STOP WILL ACCEPT THIS AMOUNT WITH UNDERSTANDING THAT CONTRACT WILL BE SUBMITTED TO ME FOR APPROVAL AS STATED IN HIS WIRE.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Lois Cole

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Macmillan Company

						
							
							July 3, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Lois,

			Feebly I take my typewriter in hand to ask just what the Hell Annie Laurie means by jumping on me about rumors that Fox Films had bought the book. At present I am hunting for some one to jump on about all the damn movie rumors which are driving me nuts. In fact, for four days after Mr. Latham’s wire about the definite price I didn’t even tell Father and then told him only in the capacity of a lawyer, in connection with expected income tax affairs. I said nothing nor did John or Father yet during those four days rumors that I had sold for fifty thousand up to five million boiled all over town, in fact, all over the state.

			People are driving me crazy, folks on the relief rolls asking for a hundred because I won’t miss it out of my many millions, etc. Friends wondering why in Hell I persist in driving a 1929 model car and wearing four year old cotton dresses and fifty cent stockings and calling me an old Hetty Green to my face. None of these rumors started from me. Finally they got so bad I had the newspapers here deny the rumors in large print. Perhaps you saw Dudley Glass’s story, denying that I had sold, denying that Clark Gable had personally phoned from Hollywood saying he’d cut his throat if I didn’t let him play Rhett, etc.

			It isn’t confined to this section. My ex roommate at Smith (now in N.Y. with United Artists films) wrote me that her book seller had told her that a Macmillan salesman had told him that I had refused forty thousand smackers and, dearie-lamb, that’s a hellavu lot of smackers to refuse. A friend in Chicago wrote about the same thing, saying that in a round about way they had heard from some one in the Macmillan organization that I had sold for seventy five thousand, to an unnamed film company. In-laws on the Pacific coast write to me that they heard through librarians who had heard through Macmillan people that I had sold for a million and our congratulations to you, dear Peggy.

			Recently, I have run into a number of book men from other publishers (from N.Y.) and one and all refuse to believe me when I say I haven’t sold. They say they all had it straight from the horse’s mouth in the N.Y. Macmillan office that I had sold and what am I trying to do—dodge the income tax collectors? Why jump on me? I’ve never said a word except in denial but it looks like the Macm. salesmen have spread it. I wish there was some way of calling them off as the whole situation is running me crazy.§§ . . . Please tell Bonnie Annie that I do appreciate what she is doing and I have done my best to cooperate but what the hell?

			Lois I will write you at length about this dreadful week when I get the energy. I just came to the end of everything yesterday and blew up with loud explosions and went to bed and have the tired shakes so bad this a.m. that I can hardly hit the keys. I’m trying to get away on Monday. John can’t go with me, alas. I think I’ll just get in the car and ride. Probably to the mountains. I’ll be less likely to run into people I know up there. Should you wish to locate me, wire John at the Georgia Power during the day and here at home at night. I will phone him each night where I am.

			Dear God, Lois. NOT Janet Gaynor! Spare me this last ignomy or else tell Bonnie Annie to hold her up for a million. May I ask which part she intends to play—Belle Watling? Miriam Hopkins has been my choice from the beginning but I knew what I had to say wouldn’t matter so said nothing. She has the voice, the looks, the personality and the sharp look. And I wish that lovely creature (I think her name is Elizabeth Allan) who played David Copperfield’s mother could do Melanie.¶¶ And I wish Charles Boyer didn’t have a French accent for he’s my choice for Rhett. Next to him, Jack Holt is the only person I can think of.***

			I’ll write you soon. Everyone has been wonderful, so wonderful that I’m nearly dead. I think the sales went over all right. I believe Luise Sims has already worked off three hundred and seventy copies in three days which is a record in Atlanta.††† I go on the air tonight with Medora and then everything will be over. Tonight’s my last appearance as Margaret Mitchell unless they come after me with a rope.‡‡‡

			My love to you and thanks for everything you’ve done and are doing.

			P.S. Tomorrow is our eleventh wedding anniversary! Good Heavens!

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Duncan Burnet

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Athens, Georgia

						
							
							July 3, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Burnet:

			You said in your nice letter that “this requires no reply.” But I must reply to thank you for it and to tell you that I haven’t sold the movie rights for three to ten million dollars, as rumor has it. In fact, I haven’t even had an offer from the movies. I don’t know where this rumor started but it’s about to run me crazy. Of course, I’d like to sell it but don’t see how the book could be made into a movie. You can help me a lot by denying the story. As you can imagine, every one in Georgia on the Relief Rolls is after me to give them a thousand dollars and they get mad when I say I’ve never had the thousand, much less three million!

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Ginnie Morris

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							United Artists Corporation

						
							
							July 11, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Ginnie,

			The hell you say, I used to borrow your tooth brush! Everybody at Smith College was under the impression that you never owned a tooth brush.

			I don’t know where the rumor started that I turned down 40,000 smackers from the movies. It seems a very wide spread rumor, but there is no truth in it. Now I ask you, can you imagine poor folks like me turning down $40—much less $40,000?§§§

			Weren’t the New York reviewers wonderful to me? I am still so breathless that my tongue is dry—and I thank you so much for saying that you like my book.

			I will write you more later when life settles down—if it ever does. For two weeks I have been running like a rabbit.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Herschel Brickell

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							New York Post

						
							
							July 28, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			My dear Herschel,

			I intended to write you immediately. And as you see, I didn’t. I found Bessie and John beleaguered by salesmen of every type and people who wanted me to receive at teas, Father and Steve going round and round on the contract and one thousand letters, some of a most urgent nature that required instant handling.

			I hadn’t been home a hour before it seemed as though I’d never been away at all.¶¶¶ No, I won’t say that. God knows that trip was a life saver and I came home mean and full of beans and determined to tell people where to head in. How very kind you and Edwin were! Now that I look back on it I am even more impressed than I was at the time. If I had been kin you two could not have been sweeter or more sympathetic or more understanding. It’s due to you two that I did come home full of beans and mean as a two year old colt.

			But this letter isn’t the one I intended to write. The main purpose of this letter is to ask you just what your home address is and how I could lay hands on you should I come to N.Y. any time in the very near future. I know you live in N.J. but have forgotten where and I recall you saying that you didn’t have a phone. (Oh, wise man! Or should I say Oh, wise woman?) I may be in N.Y. some time this week and will probably not stay more than a day. Rather I will stay no longer than is necessary for me and brother Steve to clear up this damned contract. We’ve been trying to handle it by letter and long distance and not getting very far. It seems sensible for us to go up and polish the matter off, one way or another.

			I do not want to go. I have no clothes and no time to buy any. I have been sick in bed for the last three days and do not feel like tackling a hot trip. But I will lose my mind certainly if this thing isn’t settled soon. Just now I don’t care which way it is settled.

			So—Steve and I won’t be in N.Y. long and we will see few people. The fewer the better. I am asking the Macm. to not let anyone know I am coming. Otherwise there’s half a hundred visits I’d have to make. I’d rather wait and make them when I come North later in the year—if I come. But I would like to see you and I would very much like to meet Norma. In every detail she sounded like everything I like. But Herschel, if when I land in town either Norma or you are busy, do, for Heaven’s sake tell me so frankly. God knows, I know how inconvenient it is for people to drop in from Oshkosh and expect me to drop everything I’ve planned and see them. I feel sure that you will be perfectly frank about this. I am sure you know me well enough. Certainly any man who has publicly held a woman’s head during altitude nausea should have no qualms about saying he and his wife are busy!

			Will you either wire me your address or air mail it? I don’t know when we’ll get off. I am in the hands of my men folks and the minute they take a notion to load me on a train, then that very minute I’ll know I’m on my way. . . .

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Harold Latham

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Onteora Club

						
							
							August 13, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Tannersville, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Harold:

			(Have I called you Harold since you invited me to do so?)

			I have been on such a dead run since publication date that I cannot recall whether or not I have written you during the past month. At any rate, I call you Harold even though I feel exactly as though I had referred to God Almighty familiarly as “G.A.”

			I wish I could use the typewriter myself now, for there are so many thousands of things I want to write you, so many thousands of things I want to thank you for, but unfortunately, the strain of answering hundreds of letters has finished what reading proof did to my eyes. For ten days I have been in a dark room with a black bandage over my eyes, forbidden by the doctor to even think of any kind of work or writing, so this letter will be brief as I have not yet caught the trick of dictating. . . .

			Yes, the moving picture deal was closed up about two weeks ago. However, I was ill at the time, and as my eyes were going bad on me I made a quick two day trip to New York with my brother, who is a lawyer. I went off in a lather of rage about the contract, all ready to throw it in the movie company’s face. It was the stupidest contract I ever saw, a contract that no rational person could sign, regardless of the amount of money involved. The contract held me liable for so many things, such as damage suits, that I could not sign it. Also, the contract was worded idiotically. In many items it referred to me as the holder of the copyright.

			The Selznick lawyers were mighty nice. So were the pretty young ladies in the Selznick office. They smoothed me down. They made concessions and I made concessions and the contract was rearranged so that it was possible for me to sign it. I know, too, whom I have to thank for making this contract possible, and I am thanking you again. . . .

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Annie Laurie Williams

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
							August 13, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Williams:

			I have delayed a long time in thanking you for all you did in the matter of the movie contract. My delay has not been due to my lack of appreciation but to the fact that I have been ill in bed almost since I last saw you. I am suffering from very severe eye strain and have been unable to read or write. I am dictating this letter just to say “thank you for everything.”

			Could you send me Miss Kay Brown’s address? She and Miss Modisett were so very nice that I want to write them and thank them, too.****

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							September 3, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			You and Miss Modisett must have thought me several kinds of a varmint for not writing you sooner to thank you for what you did in the matter of the sale of “Gone With the Wind” and also for your many courtesies to me. I have delayed writing you in the hope that I could write you personally but can delay no longer and so must struggle through a dictated letter. Dictation is new and strange and fearsome to me.

			My eyes were so bad when I was in New York that I could barely see. That was the reason for my unmannerly desire to get the contract closed up immediately. I had overstrained my eyes badly on the proof reading of the book and had about finished them on the heavy correspondence that followed the publication of the book. At the time I went to New York I was supposed to be in bed in a dark room, giving them a complete rest. Since I saw you last that’s what I have been doing and it has been a wearisome and boring period of time.

			Thank you both so much for your enthusiasm about the book, your cordiality to me—and the cocktails! Being a “Provincial Lady” and coming from a state that has been bone dry for about fifty years, the cocktail was about the first legal cocktail I ever drank!

			My best to Miss Modisett and to you.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							September 23, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			Some days ago I received a letter from Miss Annie Laurie Williams in which she said that Mr. Selznick wanted me to come to Hollywood about the script of “Gone With the Wind.” I regret very much my delay in answering this letter but I have been ill. I was also having so much trouble with my eyes that I could neither read nor write. The truth of the matter is, I did not even see the letter until a day or so ago.

			It will be impossible for me to go to Hollywood, for many reasons. The main ones are the two stated above, my health and my eyes. If I go anywhere at all during the coming six months, it will be a brief trip of two or three days, to New York. The Macmillan Company wish to give me a tea. Until my eyes are better and I can gain ten or more pounds, I won’t even get to New York. Another reason for not going to Hollywood is that I simply hate traveling and hate to leave Atlanta even for a day or two.

			You said, at the time of the signing of the contract, that someone from your organization might come to Atlanta. If they do, please don’t forget that I’d be glad to do all in my power to assist them in any way. Should you wish to communicate with me about this or any other matter, will you please write me directly, instead of through Miss Williams? She is not my agent. The Macmillan Company was my agent for the sale of the motion picture rights in my novel, and I understand that they employed Miss Williams to assist them in the transaction.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Harold Latham

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Macmillan Company

						
							
							September 23, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Harold:

			Here I come bothering you again and after I had promised myself that I would not worry you while you were vacationing. But this matter was so serious that I wanted you to know about it.

			The enclosed letter to Mr. George Brett contains information I thought you should know. I had been proceeding confidently in the belief that The Macmillan Company had been my agent in the sale of the motion picture rights and that when I went to New York some two months ago The Macmillan Company, represented by Mr. Richard Brett and Mr. Swords, appeared at the conference with the Selznick people in my behalf and to look after my interests. A recent letter from Mr. George Brett, Jr. stated that The Macmillan Company was not my agent and that Mr. Richard Brett and Mr. Swords had appeared at the conference at the Selznick office, not in my behalf, but solely to protect the interests of The Macmillan Company.

			I found this most upsetting and distressing. It was especially so, coming as it did when my eyes were in such condition that I could neither read nor write and was laid up in bed with my eyes bandaged. My brother, also my lawyer, set forth the information in the enclosed letter for me and it was mailed to Mr. Brett Monday.†††† I have also sent a carbon to Lois for she, of course, knew about my refusing to have Miss Williams as my agent. I had sent a copy of my letter to Miss Williams to Lois.

			I find myself in a most embarrassing position about Miss Williams. I gather from correspondence from her that she may still think herself my agent. Evidently the Selznick Company thinks this too, for they have requested me to come to Hollywood, through Miss Williams. A recent article in the Wall Street Journal gives the impression that Miss Williams is my agent. She is not my agent and has never been. I have nothing against her and think she did a good job, for The Macmillan Company, in selling the motion picture rights. But, just the same, she isn’t my agent. It is embarrassing to me to have to write to her again and tell her that she isn’t my agent but then, I don’t want any unauthorized person seeming to be my agent. As you know, I was besieged with requests from people wanting to be my agent, Miss Williams among others. I refused them all and would never have had any agent had you not offered the services of Macmillan.

			I am so very upset and distressed about it all. I’m sorry to bother you but thought you should know.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Annie Laurie Williams

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
							October 1, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Williams:

			I am so terribly sorry to have delayed so long in answering your letter and also in thanking you for the wire you sent me about the broadcast. I have not been very well and have put off writing from day to day in the hope that I would be able to use the typewriter myself. But that day seems far distant and I will delay no longer.

			As I told you in New York, I do not want to go to California. I haven’t changed my mind about that and I believe that even the thought of such a trip would be foolish, when I am unable to do any close work. If I should change my mind about the trip, I will take up the matter with Mr. Selznick or Miss Brown.

			I so appreciated your wire and listened to the broadcast with great interest, as you can imagine. I had never listened to a radio until the last two months. But it has certainly been a Godsend to me since I have been unable to read. I was very pleased, of course, that the radio people used my dialogue practically word for word.‡‡‡‡

			Thank you so much for your many courtesies and please forgive my long delay in acknowledging them.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							October 1, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			I had not forgotten about the copy of “Gone With the Wind” for Mr. Selznick. But I delayed sending it for two reasons, first because I haven’t been well enough to stir about much and, second, because I wanted to find a first edition for him. The only first editions I can locate are in the hands of my family and close friends. They became incensed and show their teeth when I suggest that they give them up. I haven’t even one first edition of my own. I never thought the book would sell one-half of one edition, so I didn’t lay in a supply. I am mailing an autographed copy to Mr. Selznick today in your care.§§§§

			Will you please thank Mr. Selznick for me for his renewed invitation for me to go to California. I just do not think that it will be possible. But I am appreciative of the invitation just the same. . . .

			I do not know when I will be in New York, as my trip depends on my eyes. They are very sensitive to lights at present, so I will not be doing any traveling until this condition clears up. But I do want to see you when I get to New York.

			P.S. It will be a pleasure to me to meet Mr. Cukor and your scenarist and I will be so glad to do anything I can to make their visit to Atlanta pleasant and interesting and to help them meet anyone they would like to talk to, but I don’t believe that I personally could be very helpful in the business of turning a novel into a movie.¶¶¶¶ I hope things will work out so that you can come to Atlanta with them. As you may have gathered from “Gone With the Wind” I think a lot of this town and I would enjoy showing it to you.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Louis Sobol

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The New York Evening Journal

						
							
							October 1, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Sobol:

			I have just received a clipping of your column of Thursday, September 24th, in which you made mention of my book, “Gone With the Wind.” I wanted to write you and correct an error in it. I am confident that the error was no fault of yours but it does an injustice to a charming young lady and I feel that it should be corrected.

			You state that “Scarlett O’Hara” in the book is modeled after Miss Betty Timmons, of Atlanta. Certainly that is no compliment to any girl, for “Scarlett” was not a very nice person. I am not personally acquainted with Miss Timmons (she is not my niece nor is she a relative of mine) but I know many of her friends and know she is a girl of charm and beauty and character. “Scarlett” was not the same type of person as Miss Timmons and I am distressed that so fine a girl as Miss Timmons should be compared with her. I did not take the character of “Scarlett” from anyone, living or dead.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							October 6, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			I hope you will let me know as far ahead as possible when and if Mr. Cukor is coming to Atlanta. As I told you, I am very anxious to be here then. However, I have ahead of me a trip to New York for the Macmillan’s tea, just as soon as my eyes are in good condition again. When this will be, I do not know, so my plans are somewhat uncertain.

			I want to render any aid possible to Mr. Cukor. For that reason, I am writing you this information. Mr. Wilbur Kurtz of Atlanta is a well known architect and painter. More than that, he is our greatest authority on the Civil War in this section. He has studied every campaign, been over every battlefield, mapped out the positions of troops. He has also a fine collection of early Atlanta pictures. He would be the proper man to show Mr. Cukor around. Of course, I would go too but Mr. Kurtz is the real authority. I am sending to you the Red Barrel, which has a story about me in it.***** Most of the facts of the story are errors but I am sending it to you so you can see some of the drawings of Mr. Kurtz. I want to call your attention especially to the picture on Page 18. It shows a typical house in before-the-war Atlanta. Atlanta was not a city of white columned houses and it would be pretty terrible if it was pictured that way. The picture on Page 16, showing Five Points, is probably a scene in the 1840s. I believe that the Cyclorama, a portion of which is shown on Page 14, would be a great help to anyone staging battle scenes. This Cyclorama is enormous and the only thing of this kind in the world. It shows the complete Battle of Atlanta.

			Life has been awful since I sold the movie rights! I am deluged with letters demanding that I do not put Clark Gable in as Rhett. Strangers telephone me or grab me on the street, insisting that Katharine Hepburn will never do. It does me no good to point out sarcastically that it is Mr. Selznick and not I who is producing this picture.

			P.S. I have not talked to Mr. Kurtz and so do not know if he will be available as he is pretty busy. If you like I will get in touch with him.

			I forgot to say that not only do strangers assault me about not having Gable and Hepburn and Bankhead in the picture but they assault me with demands that Lamar Trotti do the scenario.††††† When I wearily reiterate that after all Mr. Selznick is producing the picture, they say, “But there’s no one but Mr. Trotti who can do it. I shall never speak to you again if he doesn’t do the scenario.”

			Lamar Trotti is an Atlantan, you see, knows the section and has made a deep study of this period. Everyone feels that he wouldn’t let a character say “you all” while addressing one person. (This one thing, I may add, so incenses Southerners that they want to secede from the Union again every time they hear it in a movie.) Is there any chance that Mr. Trotti will do the scenario?

			You mentioned that someone would come down with Mr. Cukor to see me about “changes in the continuity.” Of course, I would love to help out in any way I can but I have no ideas at all about any changes and could be of no help whatsoever in such a matter. Besides, if the news got out that I was in even the slightest way responsible for any deviations from the book, then my life wouldn’t be worth living. You see, this section has taken the book to its heart and that is something which makes me prouder than anything else. But each and every reader feels that he has part ownership of it and they are determined that nothing shall be changed. I am dogged by people who say they’ll never speak to me again if “I let the movie people change one line.” So I would not be of any assistance in the continuity.

			I suppose you know that casting this picture is the favorite drawing room game these days and every newspaper has been after me to say just who I want to play the parts. It has been difficult but so far I have kept my mouth shut. I wish to goodness you all would announce the cast and relieve me of this burden!

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Louis Sobol

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The New York Evening Journal

						
							
							October 8, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Sobol:

			You were very kind to reply so promptly to my letter and I appreciate it very much. No, I wouldn’t want you to print anything further in your column about Miss Timmons and the mix-up. I thoroughly agree with your ideas on the matter and your reasons for not wishing to say any more about it. I wouldn’t want anything printed that would embarrass her in any way.‡‡‡‡‡

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Betty Timmons

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
							October 13, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Timmons:

			It was a mix-up, wasn’t it? I hope it hasn’t bothered you. I know it wasn’t your fault and I have long since become hardened to newspaper errors. I am enclosing some Atlanta clippings, which may interest you. Even after I explained that we were no blood kin, the reporter insisted on quoting me as saying that we were kin!

			I hope you have all the luck in the world in the movies. I’d be mighty proud if you were my niece!§§§§§

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							October 19, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			I wish that I had known my brother was going to call on you.¶¶¶¶¶ I would have sent you a thousand messages. My husband and I were so interested in the details of his conversation with you. We are glad to know something of the mystery of Miss Timmons. As he probably told you, she is not related to us and we have never even met her. Life has been a merry hell since that story broke for everyone has been wiring and writing me that if I can get my niece in the movies, then I can get them in too, and also their tap-dancing daughters, their grandmothers and their colored cooks and chauffeurs. Things got so bad that three days ago I gave a statement to the papers, disclaiming any part in the producing, casting or costuming of “Gone With the Wind.” I stated that I felt that Mr. Selznick, having been in the business for some time, was probably far more capable than I at deciding such matters. Aren’t people movie-mad? I am beginning to realize that I am probably the only woman in the world who never wanted to be in the movies!

			My brother told me of your ideas for Scarlett, and they seem so absolutely sound to me. I hope things work out that way. I am keeping that under my hat as I am being deviled daily by news services demanding who I want to play the part. I never realized what one got into in selling a book to the movies.

			I am pleased—very pleased—about Mr. Howard, and it will be such a pleasure to meet him if he comes South for I have always admired his work.******

			I had the nicest letter from Mr. David Selznick yesterday, saying that he might come to Atlanta with Mr. Cukor and Mr. Howard. I can think of nothing nicer. I only hope that by the time he gets here the painters will have cleared out of the apartment, the Armenians will have returned the rugs and the upholsterers will have given me something to sit on. At present, the house looks like General Sherman had made a successful raid. I should hate to seat Mr. Selznick on a bridge chair but I am so anxious to meet him that I would shamelessly seat him on the floor, if necessary.

			You were so very kind to give my brother an interview for I know how busy you are. He appreciated it so much and so do I.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. David O. Selznick

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							October 19, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Culver City, California

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Selznick:

			I was so happy to have your letter and delighted to know that there is a possibility that you may come to Atlanta with Mr. Cukor and Mr. Howard. I hope you will not think me very selfish if I ask you to please let us—my husband and I—have you out to our apartment for supper on at least one night. I know very well that everyone in Georgia will descend upon you as soon as you arrive, but we do want to see you and hope you will save us at least one evening.

			Yes, Miss Brown wrote me that Mr. Howard was to do the adaptation and I was very pleased. I have long admired Mr. Howard’s work in the theatre and of course I know of his screen adaptations. I saw “Dodsworth” just this week and thought it a real and moving affair .††††††

			I would like to take this opportunity to tell you how very happy I am that my book has fallen into your hands. I have seen the care and the patience which you have lavished on your other productions and so I know that my book will enjoy the same happy fate.

			Hoping to see you.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. DuBose Heyward

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Charleston, South Carolina

						
							
							October 21, 1936

						
					

				
			

			My dear Mr. Heyward:

			I hasten to write you to tell you that of course I will be glad to do anything I can in the movie matter—but I doubt if there is much, if anything, that I can do.‡‡‡‡‡‡ I know that calls for an explanation and this is the explanation.

			I have nothing to do with the production of “Gone With the Wind,” nothing to do with the dialogue, casting, directing, costuming, nothing even in an advisory capacity. That was settled when I signed the movie contract in New York in July. Due to an erroneous news story, many people think that I do have something to do with it. I am just finding out what you probably discovered many years ago—how many errors can get into newspapers and how impossible it is to combat them. The newspapers have had all kinds of stories—that I am going to Hollywood (and I am not going), that I am to write the dialogue (and I am not going to write it), that I have chosen my niece, Betty Timmons, to play Scarlett (and she is not my niece and I have never even laid eyes on her and I have not chosen her for anything). The Selznick people have not consulted me in any way or upon any subject since the contract was signed.

			But here’s a way in which I might possibly do some good. (I hope and pray that you will keep this very dark for it will cause me untold grief if it gets out.) There is a possibility that Mr. Selznick will be in Atlanta some time in the very near future. He is talking of coming here to look over the scenery on the chance that some of the background shots might be made here. I will probably meet him and if I do I will be only too glad to bring the matter up. I am proud that you think well enough of my book to want to protect it from being butchered.

			By the way, Sidney Howard and not Jane Murfin will do the adaptation. . . .§§§§§§

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mrs. Louella Parsons

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Hollywood, California

						
							
							October 29, 1936

						
					

				
			

			My dear Mrs. Parsons:

			Everybody in the world reads your column and that is why I am appealing to you for assistance. I am appealing as an harassed and weary author, sadly in need of a rest and unable to get it because of the mail and telegrams that flood in on me due to rumors which seem to be circulating all over the country.

			I am the author of “Gone With the Wind.” When I sold the motion picture rights to Mr. Selznick it was on the understanding that I was to have nothing to do with the movie production. I was utterly weary from the hard labor of getting my large book to press, I had lost a lot of weight, and I had been told to take a six months rest and try to regain all the weight I had lost. Therefore, it was understood that I would do no work on the adapting of the book for the screen, would have no voice in the casting and would not go to Hollywood. However, rumors are abroad that are very different from this. The story has even been printed that I am to select the entire cast! Mr. Selznick knows how to make movies and I most certainly do not and I have nothing to do with picking the actors, but these stories and rumors have brought down on me a deluge of requests that I get people into the movies. That foolish story about my “niece,” Miss Betty Timmons, of Atlanta, being chosen by me for the part of “Scarlett,” caused me endless trouble. It made people refuse to believe me when I told them that I had no part in the casting of the characters. They said if I could get my niece in the movies, I could certainly get them in too. The truth is, Miss Timmons is not my niece and is not related to me in any way. I have never even seen her and I have certainly never chosen her for anything, but the flood of letters, telegrams and personal calls have so distracted me and made my work so heavy, that I have been unable to get any rest for weeks.

			On top of this, the persistent rumor which has appeared in many papers, and appeared in your column too, on October 22nd, that I am going blind has caused me much work and worry. You see, I’m not going blind and have no intention of going blind. I strained my eyes pretty badly in the final work on my book and they are still tired and so am I. My eyes will be all right again just as soon as I can get some rest. But whenever such an item appears in a paper, my friends and relatives scattered all over the United States, write and wire me in panic. I have so many wonderful friends and naturally such items alarm them. When these letters come, I must get out of bed and write letters from morning till night, telling them that my eyes are all right, so you can see I do not get much rest!

			I am begging you if ever again the rumor comes to your desk that I have something to do with the movie production of “Gone With the Wind” or that I am going blind, that you will deny them. I know I am taking a lot upon myself in asking this of you. My only excuse is that I have always read your column with the greatest interest and enjoyed it so very much and so I feel freer in writing to you than I would ordinarily to a stranger, which perhaps is presumptuous of me. My other excuse is that I am very tired and really do need a rest and I haven’t been able to get it for months because I have been kept so busy answering letters and telegrams and telephone calls and personal calls.

			I know you would laugh at some of the amusing things that have occurred. Several ladies have wired me that their little daughters tap dance beautifully and do the “splits” most elegantly and can’t I get them into “Gone With the Wind”? (No, they haven’t read the book, they admit.) People turn up with their colored cooks and butlers and demand that I send them to Hollywood to portray “Mammy” and “Uncle Peter.” If I can ever get a rest, I can probably laugh at such things, too, but just now—

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Otis Brumby

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Cobb County Times

						
							
							November 3, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Marietta, Georgia

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Otis:

			I came home from a trip this morning and found the clipping from the October 22nd Times.¶¶¶¶¶¶

			In the matter of choosing actors for the movie production, I have not suggested anyone. So many fantastic suggestions have been made for some of the parts in the movie, and one night recently when John and I and Sam Tupper, Jr., the novelist, were having supper, we started joking about an imaginary cast of our own.******* Sam said he thought Mae West was the only logical candidate for the role of Grandma Fontaine. I replied that I thought the four Marx Brothers would be wonderful as the four Tarleton boys, and John said that Kay Francis was the only person to portray Mammy. Some people at the next table heard us and by the next morning friends were calling me to ask if this cast had really been selected and to protest about it. One lady was quite emphatic in her protests that Mae West was not the right person to play Grandma Fontaine.†††††††

			Thank you again for your kind mention of the book.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Louella Parsons

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Hollywood, California

						
							
							November 9, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Parsons:

			How can I thank you enough for your mention of me in your column on Sunday! Not a person has called me, either yesterday or today, and asked me to get them in the movies! And there was not a single letter in today’s mail, asking the same thing. If you only knew what a load you have taken off of me. I certainly appreciate it more than I can ever tell you.

			I thank you for your letter. I appreciated it so much and all the nice things you wrote me about “Gone With the Wind.” If I ever do get to California (and I may come some day, for I have a sister-in-law living in Los Angeles), I so sincerely hope that I can meet you. I have always read and admired and enjoyed your column so very much.

			Thank you again for your courtesy and your help.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Ruth Waterbury

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Photoplay Magazine

						
							
							November 11, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Waterbury:

			I thank you so much for your letter and the many fine things you wrote me about “Gone With the Wind.” Coming from an editor, I naturally appreciated them all the more.

			I am very sorry to have to refuse your kind request for an article for Photoplay. This is my situation. When I sold the motion picture rights, I said that I would have no connection with the production and also that I would give no interviews about who I thought should play the characters in “Gone With the Wind.” Since that time I have had many requests for my opinion but I have never voiced this opinion. The truth of the matter is that I know nothing about the making of movies and feel that it would be presumptuous of me to state flatfootedly that I thought any particular actor or actors would be more suitable than others. Mr. Selznick has done such marvelous things with his past productions that I feel my book is in good hands and he will cast it well.

			But I thank you so much for your request.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							November 17, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			I am sorry I have delayed so long in answering your letter but the apartment has been so crowded with out-of-town company for a week and this is the first chance I have had to write.

			I was so happy to hear that you were coming to Atlanta, as well as Mr. Cukor and Mr. Howard. Will you wire me just when to expect you? Also, when Mr. Howard and Mr. Cukor are coming and, if possible, how long they will be here? The reason why I ask is that I want to arrange my own plans before you and they arrive.

			I am anxious to line up any people you may want to see. We have a little theatre here but I have seen none of their work for two years. Also, the colleges in this section all have dramatic groups. Could you include in your wire whether or not you wanted me to line them up for you and the time when you would like to see them? By this I mean would you like for me to call the Georgia Tech Dramatic Club and ask them to call on you at your hotel at a certain time? Would you like for me to round up the interested members of the Atlanta Historical Society and make a definite date for them to meet you? I think it would be necessary to have definite dates.

			Macon, Georgia has probably the best little theatre group in the State. Fortunately, one of my best friends is in it and I will hand you to her with an easy heart, knowing that she will be capable of giving you the utmost help.‡‡‡‡‡‡‡

			I am really so thrilled about your visit. I do want you to meet my husband. I wish to heaven that all the patriotic societies and interviewers and time stealers would let me alone for a week so I could really entertain you. As it is I am promising myself a vacation from work when you get here.

			I hope you told Mr. Howard that I am not doing anything about the adaptation for I don’t want him to come down here with a false impression. I will be so happy to meet him, but the truth of the matter is I am so harassed with many things that I scarcely am able to know my own name, much less be of any assistance on anything that takes brain work.

			I do hope I get the chance to go to some of the smaller Georgia towns with you. They are so lovely and I am sure when they know who you are they will give you the town!

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Mabel Search

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Pictorial Review

						
							
							November 17, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Search:

			I was so happy to have your letter and of course I was thrilled and flattered at the very mention of Faith Baldwin coming down to interview me. Miss Baldwin wrote me the loveliest letter when my book was brand new and no-one knew that it would run the way it has run. I appreciated her letter and would so like to meet her.

			You asked whether an engagement during the first week of December would suit me. I will have to tell you frankly what my situation is. The Selz-nick International Pictures, Inc., to whom I sold “Gone With the Wind,” is sending representatives down here at the end of this month. While I have nothing to do with the adapting of my novel for the movies, I have promised to put myself at their disposal during their visit. My job is to introduce them to any and all who might prove helpful to them. I will have to be out of the city a good deal as it will be necessary to take them about the State, showing them historic spots, good backgrounds, etc. They have been very indefinite as to the exact day of their arrival and equally indefinite as to the length of their stay. As I have promised to do all I can for them, I cannot say definitely that I would even be in Atlanta during the first week in December. However, I have just written an air mail-special delivery to them asking them to please be definite as to the time of their arrival and departure. As soon as I hear from them I will write you.§§§§§§§

			I hate very much to be so indefinite in this letter but you see my situation.

			Thank you very much for your interest.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							November 18, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Miss Brown:

			Your letter has just arrived and I’m trying to get you off a quick answer. If this letter sounds choppy, please over look it. This is one of those days when the phone is going like mad, autograph seekers arriving, and strangers calling “just to see what I look like.” . . .

			I think the whole idea of scouting through the South is a swell one for if you don’t find anyone who will do it will still be worth a million dollars in publicity. And there’s just a chance you will turn up a nugget. Count on me for any help you need.

			Now, I come to the publicity business. I don’t think you know anything of my back ground so I must explain. I worked here on the Atlanta Journal, an evening paper. My husband has worked on the Journal and the Georgian (it’s Hearst and also an evening paper). I have many good friends on the Constitution which is the only morning paper. In fact most of my friends are on these papers and they have been kinder than anyone can imagine to me since the book came out. I have found myself in the queer and not too pleasant position of being the best little bit of copy in town, for the last five months and I’ve had to play ball honestly and faithfully with each paper which isn’t as easy it sounds, especially when one of the papers is my old paper. They all look to me for newsbreaks on everything connected with my business or the book or the movie. They don’t want to be scooped by the opposition papers, nor if possible by the out of town papers on stories which they feel belong to me—and to them.

			So I’d like, if possible to give them a break on your trip south. Your trip may not be a big story up north but it is a big story in this section. The very idea that a movie company thinks enough of a story to send a talent scout and a director and an adaptor down here will go over big. And moreover, it makes people who’ve always refused to go to any movie about the south think very kindly of Mr. Selznick and makes them feel that he honest to God wants to do a real southern picture with real southern color. Oh, yes, it will be a big story. I know your outfit isn’t averse to publicity and publicity will be a great help to you in your search for new faces (and also a great burden, too, I do not doubt!).

			So this is what I want to know—

			When will you arrive in Atlanta and where will you stay?

			Will Atlanta be your first stop in the South or perhaps Richmond or Charleston? (You see if you go there first the news break would come from those towns.)

			What is your full title with the Selznick company?

			And most important, do you mind this story being broken before you come South? Probably there will be some story out of N.Y. about your trip. If you do not want the first publicity in the Atlanta papers but want it to come out of N.Y. can you fix it so the Atlanta papers will get an even break by getting the news as soon as the N.Y. papers do?

			Does all this sound very muddled? I am sure it does. I doubt if you make heads or tales of it! The reason I want to know when you will arrive and where you will stay (I advise the Biltmore, by the way) is that, if the story does break before you come here, I want to have an “out” for myself. I’m afraid the storm will break about my head and the countless scores who want me to get them in the movies will be back on my neck. And if this starts I’ll just have to leave town for I couldn’t go through it again and keep my sanity. So if it were known when you were coming and where you were staying, I could disclaim all connection and merely route people over to you. Yes, that’s grief for you but I am becoming the most selfish of swine and derned keerful about my own hide!

			So—could you wire me when you are coming, where you are staying, whether you are willing for me to break the story of your trip immediately and if Atlanta is your first stop on the way South? If it will hamper or embarrass you in any way to have the story broken before you get here, don’t hesitate to tell me. But if you’ve already written some of the Southern colleges I imagine the story is already floating around.

			I hope you’ll let me give you a brawl of sorts—probably a cocktail party to meet the press. You see, I’ve been dying to give a party for them to thank them but had no excuse. And I wanted to have an excuse for holding it to the press because otherwise I’d have to give a huge reception and I don’t want to do that. So please be my excuse!

			Also, you might wire me if you want me to round up the Junior League. I don’t want to mention them in any news story without having first sounded them out. They can get pretty horsey sometimes.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Sidney Howard

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Tyringham, Massachusetts

						
							
							November 21, 1936

						
					

				
			

			My dear Mr. Howard:

			I was so pleased to have your letter and am happy to know that you are coming South. You were very kind to write me so many nice things about “Gone With the Wind” and I especially appreciated your remarks about the negro dialect which was just about the toughest job in the book.¶¶¶¶¶¶¶

			But my pleasure at your coming is somewhat dimmed by the fear that there has been a misunderstanding about my part in the production of “Gone With the Wind.” I hasten to write to you for I would not have you come South under a misapprehension.

			When I sold the book to the Selznick Company, I made it very plain that I would have nothing whatsoever to do with the picture, nothing about additional dialogue, nothing about advising on backgrounds, costumes, continuity. They offered me money to go to Hollywood to write additional dialogue, etc. and I refused. I sold the book on that understanding. Not more than a week ago, I wrote Miss Katharine Brown of the Selznick Company and asked her if you were familiar with my attitude and she wired me that you were.

			But now your letter arrives and I realize that they have not told you and I am very distressed about it. I still have no intentions of doing anything about additional dialogue or even looking at the script. There are many reasons for this and I will try to list them as briefly as possible.

			In the first place it would do no good for me to look over the script—any more than looking over a Sanscrit grammar. I know just as much about Sanscrit as I do about writing for the movies. A script would mean nothing to me and it would take me weeks or months to figure it all out.

			In the second place, I haven’t the time. I never dreamed writing a book meant losing all privacy, leisure and chance to rest. Since July 1, I’ve averaged an engagement every forty minutes from nine in the morning till long after midnight. And, between these engagements, I’ve had to handle an enormous mail and try to see my family.

			The third reason is this. I know it sounds like a silly one but it is an important one to me. If I even so much as looked over the script, without even passing judgment on it, and there was some small item in the finished production that incensed or annoyed the people of this section, then I’d get the blame for it. Southerners have been wonderful to my book and I am grateful indeed that they like it and are interested in the forthcoming picture. Not for worlds or for money would I put myself in the position where, if there was something they didn’t like in the picture, they could say, “Well, you worked on the script. Why did you let this, that and the other get by?” I would never live it down and I could never explain that I really had nothing to do with the script. It won’t matter to them if there is something in the movie they don’t like that you may be responsible for. You didn’t write the book and you do not live here in Atlanta and if they do not like something then you will be excused.

			From the minute the news of the movie sale broke, I have been deviled by the press and the public for statements about who I wanted in the picture, who I wanted to do the adaptation, where I wanted it filmed. I have never opened my mouth on any of these subjects for it occurred to me that such statements would be the greatest presumption on my part as Mr. Selznick and you are most competent people and know how to produce good pictures. Moreover, having said I’d have nothing to do in any way with the production, I’ve published it in Ascalon and told it in Gath that I have no connection with the film of “Gone With the Wind.”******** To be frank, I do not care who they put in it or where they film it. To be quite frank, I have all confidence in you and Mr. Cukor and Mr. Selznick so why should I rush about issuing statements to the press on matters that are none of my business?

			I did tell Miss Brown that I would be only too happy to do this for her—that if she, or Mr. Cukor or you, came South I would do all I could in making contacts for you for finding new talent, for rounding up research workers and local historians who know what really went on down here in those days. I said I’d take her from Dalton to Milledgeville, showing her old entrenchments, old houses and introducing her to people in each town along the way to help her. That’s going to be a tough assignment in itself. But I can’t do anything about the script or about additional negro dialogue. I just can’t. I’m too nearly crazy now with the load I’m carrying to even consider it, even should I want to do it.

			I know this foregoing doesn’t sound hospitable nor obliging! But I had to write it for I realized that the Selznick Company had not explained the situation to you and I was very upset at the thought of you coming all the way down here in the belief that I was going to be of any assistance on the picture beyond making contacts.

			May I tell you now, how sincerely happy I was when I heard that you were going to do the adaptation? I did so want the book to fall into good hands and was so pleased when it did!

			Speaking of Civil War monuments—you should see our Southern ones. I believe they were put out by the same company that put out the Northern ones. They are twice as ugly and three times as duck-legged!††††††††

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							November 23, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			MY TELEPHONE HEMLOCK SIX TWO FIVE ONE STOP NEWS LEAKING THROUGH PEOPLE YOU WROTE AND NEWSPAPERS PICKING UP RUMORS STOP AM HOLDING THEM OFF BEST I CAN FROM BREAKING STORY IN GARBLED FORM BUT URGE PROMPT ANNOUNCEMENT STOP CAN BIRDWELL RUSH NEWS RELEASE TO ME PERSONALLY STOP‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ PLEASE GIVE ME AS MUCH ADVANCE NOTICE AS POSSIBLE ON DATE FOR PRESS TEA.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Russell Birdwell

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							November 23, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Culver City, California

						
							
					

				
			

			UNDERSTAND FROM KATHARINE BROWN THAT YOU WILL WRITE ME TODAY ABOUT NEWS RELEASE ON TALENT SEARCH STOP NEWS IS LEAKING AND URGE IMMEDIATE ANNOUNCEMENT TO AVOID PREMATURE BREAK STOP WIRE COPY OF NEWS RELEASE TO ME PERSONALLY AND PLEASE DO IT AS EARLY TODAY AS POSSIBLE.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Russell Birdwell

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							November 24, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Culver City, California

						
							
					

				
			

			THANKS FOR PROMPTNESS IN SENDING STORY BUT MUST SET YOU STRAIGHT ON MY CONNECTION WITH FILM JOB STOP MY CONTRACT SPECIFICALLY PROVIDES THAT I HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE MOVIE AND I HAVE STATED PERSONALLY AND BY LETTER TO VARIOUS SELZNICK PEOPLE THAT I WILL HAVE NOTHNG TO DO WITH TALENT SEARCH CASTING ADAPTATION OF STORY OR FILMING BUT APPARENTLY I MUST REPEAT THIS TO EACH NEW MEMBER OF ORGANIZATION I COME IN CONTACT WITH STOP WHEN MISS BROWN AND OTHERS COME TO ATLANTA I WILL FEED THEM FRIED CHICKEN, SHOW THEM STONE MOUNTAIN AND INTRODUCE THEM TO ANYBODY THEY WANT TO MEET BUT ALL PARTS OF FILM JOB ARE ON THEIR HANDS AND NOT ON MINE STOP AM RELEASING STORY TO ATLANTA AFTERNOON PAPERS TODAY AFTER DELETING REFERENCES TO ME AND MR BIRDWELL PLEASE MAKE THE SAME CORRECTIONS IN ANY RELEASES YOU GIVE OUT STOP ON THIS AND ANY FUTURE STORIES I WANT NO REFERENCES MADE TO ME EXCEPT AS AUTHOR OF THE BOOK.§§§§§§§§

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							November 24, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			STORY RECEIVED FROM BIRDWELL BUT IT STILL LINKS ME WITH ENTIRE JOB OF TALENT SEARCH AND CASTING MOVIE STOP HAVE RELEASED STORY TO ATLANTA PAPERS TODAY AFTER DELETING REFERENCES TO ME AND HAVE WIRED BIRDWELL TO MAKE THESE SAME CORRECTIONS IN HIS RELEASES ON THIS AND ANY FUTURE STORIES STOP WONT YOU PLEASE INFORM ALL SELZNICK OFFICIALS WHAT YOU KNOW ALREADY THAT I HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH CASTING OR ANY OTHER PART OF FILM JOB STOP I WROTE THE BOOK AND THAT’S ALL STOP UNLESS MY POSITION CAN BE MADE CLEAR TO YOUR PEOPLE AND CORRECTLY STATED IN YOUR PUBLICITY I AM LEAVING ATLANTA IMMEDIATELY AND WILL STAY AWAY UNTIL TALENT SEARCH EXCITEMENT IS OVER.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Stuart Rose

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							The Saturday Evening Post

						
							
							November 29, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Rose:

			Thank you for the trouble you took with Sam Tupper’s stories. I’m sorry they wouldn’t do. While I hadn’t read them, I hoped for the best. . . .

			The tempest had begun to subside and then the Selznick people, who bought “GWTW” for the movies decided to come South and try to dig up “new faces” for the film. Naturally, everyone who thinks they can play Scarlett—and that means every female under seventy—is in a state and the town in an uproar. The Selznick people arrive on Wednesday and I pale at the thought of what the next ten days will bring forth. I firmly believe I am the only woman in the world who never wanted to be in the movies. But—well, even I would like to play opposite Donald Duck!

			Why aren’t all editors as nice as you? We so enjoyed your visit. And we hope to see you again when life has resumed its leisurely way and the “wind” has stopped blowing.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mrs. Mary Marsh

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Wilmington, Delaware

						
							
							November 29, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Mother:

			I have been a long time in thanking you for the birthday present—so long a time that the slip and the panties have already been worn and sent to the wash three times! At first, I did not write because I wasn’t sure where you were but thought you were visiting somewhere in Ohio. Then, I delayed in the hope that John and I could come up and spend Thanksgiving with you and Frank and Gordon.¶¶¶¶¶¶¶¶ I thought I could thank you, in person, then, with a squeeze which, alas, cannot be sent through the mail. As you see, we didn’t get there. It seems that we never get anywhere these days, but like Alice and the Red Queen, we only manage to stay in the same place by dint of running till our tongues hang out.

			The material of the slip and pants was lovely and they fitted perfectly, after, of course, whacking off a little of the slip’s bottom, which I must do with all garments. Now I do not feel that I will be embarrassed if caught in fitting rooms of department stores by autograph hunters. For weeks and months I’ve been too busy to buy any dresses or underclothes and my underwear was in sad shape, with lace unwhipped and straps hitched by small gold safety pins. Several times when I was trying to buy dresses and was standing in these worn and faded garments, waiting for the saleswomen, strangers pushed into the fitting room and were interested and outspoken on the condition of my petticoat. Now, I feel that I can face them with calm, even with pride, in my new slip. . . .

			I think life will settle down soon. I hope so, at any rate. People here in Atlanta are beginning to take me for granted and let me alone. My friends, with a few exceptions, have been grand and haven’t come to see me since July. And acquaintances are beginning to realize that even if their bosses do want to meet me, I don’t want to meet the bosses and so there is no use telephoning me. . . . And when we finally get over the hump of the movie people’s invasion, which will end around December 15, we ought to be able to breath.

			I do not know whether or not you read the story of the movie folks’ visit in the papers. The Selznick Company is trying to get “new faces” for “Gone With the Wind,” Southern faces, Southern voices. So they are giving “auditions” (whatever that may mean) throughout the South to Junior Leaguers, debutantes, Little Theatre groups, college dramatic clubs, etc. I have stated until I am hoarse that I have nothing to do with the movies or with the casting, filming, auditions etc. The papers here, realizing how harassed we had been by scores of people bedeviling us to get them into the movies, were very kind in issuing pleas to the public not to bother me but to bother the Selznick people when they arrived. So, mercifully, we’ve had a little peace from the movie-crazed.

			But, in a weak moment, I promised to help out on introductions to Junior Leaguers, local historians, etc. That means some grief, of course, and keeps me from bolting out of town as I would love to do. Then, too, I have to give a cocktail party for the Selznick folks and Sidney Howard, the dramatist who is adapting the book to the screen. I say “have to” but I do not mean it as it sounds. It’s one party I shall take pleasure in giving for I want to invite the press, both of Atlanta and neighboring cities, the reference librarians, the book sellers, the book reviewers—all the people who have been so kind to me and done so much for me. I’m using the movie folks as an excuse to give the party so I can thank everyone at one time. For people certainly have been good to me. . . .

			My love to you all. I wish we could have been with you.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Sidney Howard

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Tyringham, Massachusetts

						
							
							December 1, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Howard:

			I was just as mortified as Jimmy Durante when I learned that the Selznick company had said nothing to you about my attitude on the film.********* They had assured me that you knew all about it. I know you must have thought my abrupt letter the height of discourtesy, but it was written in the belief that you already knew the situation. I hope you will forgive any seeming rudeness.

			I am perfectly well satisfied to have my book in your hands and those of Mr. Cukor and Mr. Selznick. You all have taste and talent and intelligence. The truth of the matter is, as I wrote you before, that I haven’t the time to work on the picture; I haven’t the inclination; I haven’t the experience—and moreover, I do not want to let myself in for a lot of grief. That is why I have been so obstinately “hands off” in this matter.

			Reading your latest letter gave me the correct understanding of your previous letter, and I thank you most sincerely for the thoughtfulness and consideration of your offer to let me look over the script. Now that the misunderstandings have been cleared away by your letters, I am even more confident than before that the book is in good hands.

			I hope that you do decide to come to Atlanta, for I would be most happy to meet you. The date of Mr. Cukor’s arrival is still uncertain but is supposed to be around the 10th of the month. I have been planning to leave on a vacation trip on December 15, but I am holding my plans in abeyance until I hear definitely whether you or he are coming.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. Russell Birdwell

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							December 5, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Culver City, California

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. Birdwell:

			Your letter with the carbon of the story arrived today but as I have been away from the house since early morning, I have just read it.

			I thought you understood my position in the matter of the filming of “Gone With the Wind.” I’ve written it time and again to the Selznick Company, I’ve told it to its representatives and I’ve published it in many newspaper statements. I have nothing to do with the filming of “Gone With the Wind.” I have nothing to do with the casting of it and have never once even hinted that I would like for anyone to play any role. I have never even said (as you quoted me in your story) that I would like to see a Southern girl in the leading role. I have no suggestions to make about the casting. I have no suggestions to make to Mr. Cukor and will make none. Of course, I will be charmed to meet him when he comes here and pleased to introduce him to anyone who may be of assistance to him. But that is as far as my connection with the film goes. I have said time and again that I will have nothing to do with the adaptation, with writing or even suggesting additional dialogue. I have written Mr. Howard and told Miss Brown and others of the Selznick organization that I will not even look at the script. I’ll be very glad to meet Mr. Howard, for whom I have a vast admiration, but I will not read a line of the script.

			If I had wanted to be tied up with the filming of my book I would have signed a contract and gone to Hollywood. But I didn’t want to have anything to do with it, I said as much, I signed no contract. I do not wish to be tied up with the publicity of the film or talent search in any way except when it is unavoidable—such as that I happen to be the author of the book.

			If your story goes out, making it appear that I am giving the tea for the Selznick representatives, I will have to recall my invitations and hold no tea. I am giving this party for my friends in the press who have been so kind to me and to my book. It is the only way in which I can show my gratitude to them. And it’s their party and in their honor. I thought it would be very nice if Mr. Cukor and Mr. Howard and Miss Brown were here to attend it so that they could meet people who might be of some assistance to them.

			But my invitation to them to attend the tea is purely a social courtesy, whereas your story makes it appear to be an important part of a business promotion and puts me in the position of taking a prominent part in the talent search. I am taking no part in the talent search and I must insist that my position shall not be misrepresented in publicity.

			I have a very cordial feeling toward the Selznick company and all of its officials I have had the pleasure of meeting. Naturally when Mr. Cukor and Mr. Howard visit my home city, I wish to be hospitable to them. I would like to introduce them to my friends and do whatever I can to make their visit to Atlanta pleasant. This is exactly the same as I would do for any other visitor in whom I was interested.

			Please do not misconstrue these simple courtesies. They have nothing whatever to do with your talent search and if they are going to be used in your publicity so as to link me with the talent search, then you will simply compel me to refuse to even meet Mr. Cukor and Mr. Howard when they come to Atlanta.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Elizabeth Sweet

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Jacksonville, Florida

						
							
							December 6, 1936

						
					

				
			

			NEWSPAPER STORIES WRONG STOP I HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH PICKING GIRLS FOR CAST OF FILM STOP NO CONNECTION AT ALL WITH FILM STOP KATHARINE BROWN ATLANTA BILTMORE HOTEL GIVING AUDITIONS STOP HAVE YOUR FRIEND COMMUNICATE WITH HER BEST WISHES.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mrs. Wilbur Kurtz

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
							
							December 8, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Mrs. Kurtz:

			I’ve been out of town for a few days and when I came back I found your “Old Field School.”††††††††† I haven’t read it yet but am saving it for a quiet moment tonight after I’ve gone to bed. I know I’ll like it and I thank you so much for it.

			The movie people have come and gone—thank Heaven—They were only looking for faces, not research workers. However, I have implanted a seed about Mr. Kurtz being the only authority in the section on historical matters and I hope it will bear fruit when the research department of The Selznick Co. comes here in the early part of the year. I told one of the Selznick people that they couldn’t possibly produce the picture unless they had him in California.

			When “this cruel war is over” and John and I have some peace and quiet we would love to come sit in your studio. I have been longing to talk of your book and see how far you have gotten and whether or not Mr. Kurtz is doing any new pictures for it.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Ginnie Morris

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							United Artists Corporation

						
							
							December 9, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Ginnie,

			Yes, I’d love to inscribe the books. However, I am leaving town at the end of the week and will be gone until perhaps February. I am having no mail forwarded. If you want the books in a hurry, I am afraid there isn’t anything I can do about it at present. If you don’t mind waiting, I’ll autograph them as soon as I get back and take great pleasure in doing them.

			Thank you for the pub stuff you sent.‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ But could you do something for me? I have never expressed the wish to see a Southern girl in the role of Scarlett O’Hara. I have never expressed any wish of any type about the cast of the picture. I will never express any wish, so help me God. I wish whenever you see me quoted, you will strike it out—also, I am not going to confer with either Mr. Cukor or Mr. Howard about the filming of the adaptation. I do not intend to even look at Mr. Howard’s script. I have nothing whatsoever to do with the film and I do not want to be tied up in any way with the publicity. Of course, if Mr. Cukor comes to town I intend to have him out for dinner, but I do not want the social end of this affair confused with the business end. “Gone With the Wind” is the Selznick’s baby and they can hold it without any help whatsoever from me, and I know they’ll do a good job of it.

			Forgive my haste. My love to you.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mrs. W.H. McAloney

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
							
							December 9, 1936

						
					

				
			

			Dear Mrs. McAloney:

			Thank you so much for the grand compliment you paid me when you wrote that you would like for me to appear in the film of “Gone With the Wind.” I must admit that the idea had never occurred to me and honesty forces me to admit that my age and my type would not appeal very much to the movie directors, but I think you were more than kind to write and tell me about this. Thank you, too, for your congratulations about the book. I think I will write Miss Katharine Brown, of the Selznick Company who was giving auditions here, and tell her to hurry back that the one and only Scarlett has been right under her nose! She is a well-bred young woman but I am afraid she will blast me if I do this.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							December 11, 1936

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
					

				
			

			[Dear Katharine]:

			Thanks for your wire. I’d love to know if the N.O. [New Orleans] prospects were really good. Thousands have assailed me since y’all left.

			I rooted in “the county” yesterday for a house. Didn’t find any. Suddenly remembered one in Jonesboro, not a plantation but a town house. Vaguely like Cyclorama one. Columns but not very impressive. It may appear in Xmas issue of “Life” with caption about it being used as Federal Hospital after battle of Jonesboro.§§§§§§§§§

			Had a swell time with y’all. Loved it all. Missed you and wished I’d gone to N.O.

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Mr. W.T. Anderson

						
							
							Atlanta, Georgia

						
					

					
							
							Macon Telegraph Publishing Co.

						
							
							December 12, 1936

						
					

					
							
							Macon, Georgia

						
							
					

				
			

			Dear Mr. W.T.:

			I was plum outdone to find you away from Macon. The movie people were outdone, too, and said frankly that I had lied about promising them the treat of seeing you as a Gentleman of the Old School. They were disappointed and so was I.

			I hadn’t thought about Sue for the purpose you mentioned because, to tell the truth, my only thought on this movie business was to get from under it all without being killed. However, now that I do think about it, it sounds like a swell idea, and I promise you if these people come back (as I fear they will!), I will certainly beat the drum for her.¶¶¶¶¶¶¶¶¶

			I can just see the gorgeous headlines, if you and I went to California, leaving John and Mrs. “A” to console each other! I believe we’d put Eddie and Wallie in the shade!**********

			
				
					
					
				
				
					
							
							Miss Katharine Brown

						
							
							Hotel Alabama

						
					

					
							
							Selznick International Pictures, Inc.

						
							
							Winter Park, Florida

						
					

					
							
							New York, New York

						
							
							December 22, 1936

						
					

				
			

			We are here at this hotel, under the names of Mr. and Mrs. John Munnerlyn, the same being my middle name. And we intend staying here until December 30, if no one finds out who I am. The first person who asks me for an autograph, or wants to know if it’s hard to write a book, or the first reporter who turns up—away we go to some other town, or home to Atlanta. We’ve been on the move constantly since leaving town or else I would have written you before this.

			About Mr. Cukor’s visit South to see me. Does he still want to come? Is he still willing to come to Florida to see me? If so, barring accidents such as the discovery of my identity, we will be here until December 30 and then we start back to Atlanta, making a leisurely trip and stopping over for brief visits at Quitman, Ga. and probably Macon, too. Would Mr. Cukor be able to come down here to Winter Park before December 30? Or would he like to arrive on December 30 and ride back to Atlanta with us? Or ride back part of the way, if his time was limited? We would be happy to see him here or to ride him home with us. Can you please wire me here at this hotel or long distance me, if you prefer, and tell me if we are to expect him or not? And could you please ask him if he could come without publicity? You see, if the story got out that he was coming here to see me, then we’d have to leave quickly. The reason is that we not only want to dodge the autograph seekers, etc., but because we know so many people throughout this section, many old friends, many newspaper people and we haven’t been to see a single one. We were both so very tired that we just didn’t have the energy to look people up. And if it got out that we were here and hadn’t looked up our friends, it would be just too bad. Fact is, I don’t want you to let anyone but Mr. Cukor know where we are or what name we are registered under—or that we are even travelling under an alias. It would make us both look pretty silly and as though we thought we were pretty damned important to hide out this way. And it isn’t that we feel important. It’s only that we are both so bone tired that we can’t stand up under any more publicity or bother.

			If it should so happen that we were forced to leave Winter Park in a hurry, I will, of course, wire you immediately telling you where we were going and how you and Mr. Cukor could reach us. The wire won’t be signed Mitchell, Marsh or even Munnerlyn but “John and Peggy Munroe.” That’s our next alias.

			I cannot tell you how much I enjoyed being with you and Tony and Harriett.†††††††††† It was not only lots of fun but a most welcome break in the long, long run of horrors which began last July. I enjoyed the trip to Macon so much, too and hope you all did. The Macon folks were simply agog about you and not because you were movie folks but because they liked you personally so very much. Of course, hundreds of people in Macon and Atlanta were simply furious because they didn’t get to meet you three. I hope you are getting nice long letters from all the hundreds of people I have referred to you. The mail came down like the waters came down at Ladore, after you left—or perhaps I should say, thick as Autumn leaves at Valombrossa, all demanding that I get so-and-so in the movies and all stating their qualifications in twelve or fourteen handwritten pages.‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ I referred them all to you, telling them what a nice sweet interested person you were and how you were simply yearning to hear from all the Melanies and Scarletts in the South.

			If I had my way, I’d stay out of Atlanta until my money runs out but as John’s vacation is up soon and it wouldn’t be any fun away from him, I’ll have to go home and take up the weary load again. This has certainly taught me a lesson and it’ll be a cold day in August before I write another book and get myself in such a fix. I keep thinking and praying that this mess can’t go on much longer but it seems to get worse. I don’t believe it will settle down till after the film comes out so please hurry up and get the film over with! I hope you saw Lois Cole after you got back and told her all about your trip. I’ve been aiming to write to her ever since you were down here for she was most interested in the matter but I never got around to it. In fact, this is the first letter I’ve written since I’ve been away.

			Give my Christmas greetings to Harriett and Tony and Miss Modisett and the lawyer gentlemen who were so nice. And John and I hope you and yours have a bang up Christmas.

			All the best to you and hoping to hear soon about Mr. Cukor’s visit.

			
				
					* On March 11, Macmillan mailed Mitchell a check for $250—the remaining half of her $500 advance, due on delivery of her manuscript. The publisher also sent a check for $10 as reimbursement for a new photograph the author had had taken in Atlanta. 

				

				
					† Ann Watkins was the head of A. Watkins, Inc., a New York literary agency. 

				

				
					‡ Stepin Fetchit was the stage name of vaudeville comedian Lincoln Perry, who became the first millionaire black film actor.

				

				
					§ Drums in the Forest, by Lois Dwight Cole and her husband, Allan Taylor, was published in 1936 by Macmillan under the pseudonym Allan Dwight. 

				

				
					¶ Dorothy “Dot” Bates Kelley was a childhood friend of Mitchell’s and a bridesmaid at her first wedding in 1922. 

				

				
					** Bessie Berry (later Jordan) was Mitchell’s longtime housekeeper and cook. 

				

				
					†† In late April, Mitchell’s publisher brokered a deal with Macmillan & Co. Ltd., its former parent company in London, for a British edition of Gone With the Wind. The novel was released in England in September. 

				

				
					‡‡ W. Colston Leigh of the Leigh Bureau of Lectures and Entertainments wanted to arrange a paid speaking tour for Mitchell to promote her book. 

				

				
					§§ On July 7, Macmillan sales manager Alec Blanton promised his employees they would be notified when the movie rights were sold. Until then, he cautioned, “you should, if asked, say that they have not as yet been disposed of.” 

				

				
					¶¶ Allan played Clara Copperfield in the 1935 film version of David Copperfield, produced by David O. Selznick at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. 

				

				
					*** Holt, best known for his work in westerns, was a leading man who got his start in silent pictures. 

				

				
					††† Sims was the head of the book department at Atlanta’s Davison-Paxon department store, which hosted Mitchell’s first book signing on publication day, June 30. 

				

				
					‡‡‡ On the evening of July 3, Mitchell was featured on WSB Radio’s “Editorial Hour.” The carefully scripted “interview” was conducted by Medora Perkerson, the author’s former colleague on the Atlanta Journal Sunday Magazine. 

				

				
					§§§ On July 23, 1936—one week before the contract was signed—Selznick issued a press release announcing, “David O. Selznick Outbids All Producers for ‘Gone With the Wind.’” While neither Selznick International nor Macmillan announced the selling price, the rumor mill quickly filled in the blank. United Press reported Mitchell was paid $52,000. “Sally Forth,” the Atlanta Constitution’s society columnist, pegged the amount at $54,000, adding that the author would “receive royalties from the picture that, with the cash payment, will exceed $100,000 in two years.” Hollywood gossip columnist Louella Parsons claimed Mitchell was paid “no less” than $65,000. 

				

				
					¶¶¶ Mitchell had attended a writers conference at Blowing Rock, North Carolina, where she met Brickell, who reviewed Gone With the Wind in the New York Post, and Edwin Granberry, who reviewed the book in the New York Sun. The author began corresponding regularly with both men and their wives, Norma Brickell and Mabel Granberry. 

				

				
					**** Dorothy Modisett was Kay Brown’s assistant in New York. 

				

				
					†††† On September 21, the author’s brother wrote a lengthy and sharply worded letter to George Brett Jr., president of The Macmillan Company, asking him to notify Williams that she “is not now and never has been Mrs. Marsh’s agent but participated in the sale of the motion picture rights only as an employee of The Macmillan Company.” 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡ On September 17, Then & Now, a new radio program sponsored by Sears, Roebuck and Co., featured Robert Montgomery and Constance Bennett performing the scene in Gone With the Wind in which Rhett proposes to Scarlett. In its review, Variety said Bennett’s voice “lacks rounded cadence” and that Montgomery “romps through his lines in a way suggesting he was in Chicago between trains.” Mitchell’s husband agreed. In a letter to his mother, he wrote, “We were told, however, on fairly good authority,” that the pair “had not been selected for the movie. If you happened to hear the program, I think you will agree that the message was hardly necessary, as both of them are so completely unsuited for the part.” 

				

				
					§§§§ Mitchell inscribed the book, “To David Selznick with admiration for your many artistic achievements—Margaret Mitchell, Atlanta, Ga., October 1, 1936.” The volume was sold at a June 2, 1971, auction at Christie’s in London for £260, or $624. 

				

				
					¶¶¶¶ Selznick announced in a press release on September 11 that George Cukor would direct Gone With the Wind. Selznick and Cukor had worked together on several films, including David Copperfield, What Price Hollywood? (1932), and Dinner at Eight (1933). 

				

				
					***** The September 1936 issue of Red Barrel, the in-house publication of the Coca-Cola Company, featured a seven-page article titled “Gone With the Wind,” by Ralph McGill. 

				

				
					††††† Actress Tallulah Bankhead, born in Alabama, was the daughter of U.S. Speaker of the House William B. Bankhead. Trotti, a former reporter with the Atlanta Georgian, was a producer and screenwriter at Twentieth Century-Fox. 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡‡ Sobol wrote Mitchell on October 6 that the information came from Timmons herself and added that he “wouldn’t be a nice man” if he made a liar out of the young woman in his column. Yet, in his “The Voice of Broadway” that same day, Sobol quoted from Mitchell’s letter and defended himself by repeating that the “charming Miss Timmons, who insists she is a niece of Miss Mitchell,” was his source. 

				

				
					§§§§§ Timmons’s paternal uncle was married to Aline Mitchell, a sister of the author’s father. When Timmons continued her public campaign to wrangle a screen test for the role of Scarlett, Mitchell’s opinion of the “fine” young woman changed. Eventually, the author and others at the studio began referring to Timmons as “Honey Chile.” 

				

				
					¶¶¶¶¶ Stephens Mitchell went to New York to meet with Macmillan officials, who were conveying the foreign publication rights of Gone With the Wind to the author. He also met with Marion Saunders, who would become the author’s agent for her overseas publishing contracts. 

				

				
					****** Selznick announced in a press release on October 29 that Pulitzer Prize–winning playwright Sidney Howard would write the screenplay for Gone With the Wind and pledged that the studio would give the novel the “most complete treatment ever accorded a literary work.” 

				

				
					†††††† Dodsworth, produced by Samuel Goldwyn Productions in 1936, was adapted by Howard from his 1934 stage version of the novel by Sinclair Lewis. 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡‡‡ Heyward, author of the 1925 novel Porgy, on which the musical Porgy and Bess was based, wrote to Mitchell seeking her help in securing a job writing dialogue for the Gone With the Wind screenplay. 

				

				
					§§§§§§ Murfin was a playwright and screenwriter. She and Adela Rogers St. Johns wrote the screenplay for Selznick’s What Price Hollywood? 

				

				
					¶¶¶¶¶¶ Brumby devoted his entire “Jambalaya” column to Gone With the Wind, noting that “very sensibly Miss Mitchell refused to take any part in the game of naming the movie stars.” He also warned readers of the novel that they should “be prepared to drop everything else—it is that interesting and once you get into the story, you just simply can’t put it down to go to sleep, to work, or anything else.” 

				

				
					******* Tupper, a reporter on the Atlanta Journal, was a friend of Mitchell and her husband and had reviewed Gone With the Wind for the newspaper. A line from his critique—“a book to own and re-read and remember forever”—was used as a blurb on the back of the novel’s later dust jackets. 

				

				
					††††††† The character of Grandma Fontaine was not included in the motion picture. 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ Susan Myrick, a reporter and columnist on the Macon Telegraph, was a charter member of the Macon Little Theatre. 

				

				
					§§§§§§§ Baldwin came to Atlanta in early December, and her article “The Woman Who Wrote Gone With the Wind, An Exclusive and Authentic Interview” appeared in the March 1937 issue of Pictorial Review. 

				

				
					¶¶¶¶¶¶¶ In his letter to Mitchell on November 18, Howard called the black characters in Gone With the Wind “the best written darkies, I do believe, in all literature. They are the only ones I have ever read which seem to come through uncolored by white patronizing.” 

				

				
					******** “Tell it not in Gath, publish it not in the streets of Askelon; lest the daughters of the Philistines rejoice, lest the daughters of the uncircumcised triumph.” 2 Samuel 1:20. 

				

				
					†††††††† In the same letter, Howard related that he had purchased a farm in New England “in a village with ninety Yankee inhabitants and a Civil War Monument,” adding, “Some day I am going to ascertain how the soil of rural New England which won’t produce anything now was ever able to pay for so many Civil War monuments.” 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ Russell Birdwell was director of advertising and publicity at Selznick International. 

				

				
					§§§§§§§§ Birdwell’s press release began by saying that Mitchell “may get her wish for a Southern actress” to play the part of Scarlett. He also claimed that Brown and Howard would “confer” with the author about casting and the screenplay. 

				

				
					¶¶¶¶¶¶¶¶ Francesca “Frank” Marsh was the wife of John Marsh’s youngest brother, Ben Gordon Marsh. 

				

				
					********* “I’m mortified!” was one of the comedian and actor’s signature lines. 

				

				
					††††††††† “Old Field School” was a story Annie Laurie Kurtz wrote about a small country schoolhouse in Clayton County, Georgia, that her father attended as a boy. 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ United Artists had a contract to distribute the films of Selznick International Pictures, so the studio’s press releases were issued through United Artists. 

				

				
					§§§§§§§§§ Mitchell apparently was referring to the Warren House, which was used as a hospital for Union soldiers injured in the 1864 Battle of Jonesboro. The December 28, 1936, issue of Life featured a four-page spread on Mitchell and her novel, but it did not include a photograph of the house. 

				

				
					¶¶¶¶¶¶¶¶¶ In a letter to Mitchell on December 9, Anderson recommended that the author’s friend Susan Myrick be “deputized” to “fight to keep the picture off the rocks.” He also jokingly suggested that he and Mitchell go to Hollywood to ensure “your book is properly filmed.” 

				

				
					********** King Edward VIII had recently abdicated the throne of England so that he could marry American divorcee Wallis Warfield Simpson. 

				

				
					†††††††††† Director Anton “Tony” Bundsmann helped Brown with the auditions in Atlanta. Harriett Flagg was Brown’s secretary. Neither Cukor nor Howard made the trip. 

				

				
					‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡ Lodore, a waterfall in England, is the subject of an 1820 poem, “The Cataract of Lodore,” by Robert Southey: “All at once and all o’er, with a mighty uproar, And this way the water comes down at Lodore.” Vallombrosa is a Benedictine abbey referenced in Paradise Lost, John Milton’s 1667 epic poem: “Thick as autumnal leaves that strow the brooks in Vallombrosa.” 
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