
[image: Cover Page of Actor Uncovered]


[image: Title Page of Actor Uncovered]


Copyright © 2016 by Michael Howard

All rights reserved. Copyright under Berne Copyright Convention, Universal Copyright Convention, and Pan American Copyright Convention. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the express written consent of the publisher, except in the case of brief excerpts in critical reviews or articles. All inquiries should be addressed to Allworth Press, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

Allworth Press books may be purchased in bulk at special discounts for sales promotion, corporate gifts, fund-raising, or educational purposes. Special editions can also be created to specifications. For details, contact the Special Sales Department, Allworth Press, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018 or info@skyhorsepublishing.com.

20 19 18 17 16 5 4 3 2 1

Published by Allworth Press, an imprint of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.

307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

Allworth Press® is a registered trademark of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.®, a Delaware corporation.

www.allworth.com

Front cover photo credit Whitney Bauck

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available on file.

Print ISBN: 978-1-62153-549-2

Ebook ISBN: 978-1-62153-558-4

Printed in the United States of America


This book is dedicated, as is the best of my life, to my partner, my wife—the extraordinary Betty—and to my sons, Matthew and Christopher.


[image: images]

“We take our work seriously, but not ourselves.”

—Michael Howard


Introduction

By Michael Kahn

There is no one who has had a more lasting influence on my journey as a theater artist than the wise and generous Michael Howard, the author of this wise and generous book.

I first met Michael––“Mr. Howard” as he was then to me––at the beginning of my third year at the High School of Performing Arts when he became the principal acting teacher of our class.

From a very early age, I knew I wanted to be a part of the theater—not as an actor but, surprisingly and mysteriously, as a director. I was taken to many plays by my mother and various aunts and appeared in, wrote, and “directed” plays in grammar school and for my little troupe of players in one of my friend’s backyards. My parents agreed to enroll me in acting class, which met on Saturdays near Rockefeller Center. A pretty, redheaded instructor handed us monologues, which we learned and performed while she sat with the script and marked with up and down arrows as to where the intonations should be.

When I heard about the High School of Performing Arts, I begged my parents to let me try for it, even though it meant traveling to midtown New York from our Brooklyn Heights apartment. The audition morning arrived; armed with two monologues, I entered a room in which a panel of faculty members sat, and with a pencil taking the place of a cigarette in an elegant holder, I channeled—or rather imitated—George Sanders in the opening monologue of All About Eve, to the effect that: “Margo Channing became a star at the age of eight appearing as a fairy in A Midsummer’s Night Dream. She’s been an actor ever since.” (I myself was twelve.)

When the audition (which included an improvisation) was over, one of the judges said they couldn’t tell me anything that day but added that I must not under any circumstances go back to that Saturday acting class ever again.

I was accepted at Performing Arts and the first two years were alternately exciting, bewildering, and upsetting. My mother died of cancer, my father remarried soon thereafter, I now felt a stranger at home, and the faculty at critiques made it clear to me that I would never be an actor. I lived in fear of the dreaded letter that was sent to students every six months informing them whether they could continue in the program or must transfer to another school.

I had always done the work, including improv, sense memory, writing down beats, and my “intentions” (even before I had done anything with my scene partner!), but apparently to no avail. Still, the chairman of the drama program saw something in me that made her believe there would be a place somewhere for me in the profession, and so I was allowed to remain.

Michael Howard began working with us in the third year. We began by not rehearsing the text, as I had been doing, but rather improvising extensively around it: We acted out the given circumstances rather than intellectualizing them (oh, how that word kept coming up for me!) and did various exercises in which we covered up the script, said our lines with an intention, and then listened to our partner without sure knowledge of what was to come next, allowing our response to exist before we read the next line. I think this was my first inkling of what “subtext” might mean and what “being in the moment” truly was. Michael insisted on a full relaxation exercise in advance of starting work on the scene and then a preparation of the circumstances before the scene began. Once, my partner and I, doing a scene in which we were supposed to be late for a ferry ride, left the school building (which was then on 46th Street), ran down to Broadway and back, entered the school (an accomplice was holding the door open), and arrived onstage, panting realistically, to make our boat ride. Luckily we were young and so still had enough breath to say our lines.

What was most crucial for me was to feel free to bring whatever was going on within––my internal state––into the scene. This work, which finally took me out of my head (which had been constricting me and making me direct and judge myself), began to gel under Michael’s encouragement, and one miraculous afternoon, when my partner and I had finished a scene (of all things Pygmalion!), the feeling that it had all happened in the present—all spontaneous though rehearsed—filled my body and I knew what living on the stage could be. Subsequently, Michael surprised me by casting me in the Fourth Year Project, and upon graduation I received the Best Actor award––and the first wristwatch I ever owned.

I continued to study with Michael in his private evening classes when I was at Columbia University. One evening he took me aside and told me he was going to have to leave the class for a while in order to direct a play on Broadway and he wanted me to fill in for him. I was flattered but hesitant––many of the students were older than I was, but Michael’s faith in me allowed me to say yes and so began a teaching career that has run side by side with my directing. Michael had taught me to act, which as a director has helped me to understand an actor’s process, and now he was encouraging me to teach, and those skills have sustained my career throughout my artistic life.

Later, because I had worked for Michael in summer stock as an apprentice and as an assistant, it was one of the great joys in my life to offer Michael the lead in a production of two Ionesco plays that I would do off-Broadway in the spring of 1964, Victims of Duty and The New Tenant. Throughout the rehearsal process he was the actor and I was the director, and it seemed to have completed my process of becoming an adult.

I need to say one more personal thing. Michael was not only a mentor professionally; he, and his wife Betty, helped me through some difficult personal times. I “ran away” from home (it was only some five blocks from our apartment to the Howards’ apartment in Brooklyn Heights) at the absurdly advanced age of eighteen. Michael and Betty allowed me into their home and then into their family. Even though I went back to my home after a few hours, I now knew that I had another family when I needed it.

I have many people to thank for an extraordinary life in the American theater: Edward Albee, who produced my first off-Broadway production; Joe Papp, who gave me my first Shakespeare play, inspired me with the possibilities of noncommercial theater, and ignited my desire to become an artistic director; and John Houseman, who invited me to join the founding faculty of Julliard as head of interpretation, which eventually led to my becoming director of the Drama Division for more than a decade. But it is Michael’s patience, understanding, and commitment to truth that underlies most of what I have done and do.

I said at the beginning that this was a wise and generous book. Wise because it reveals the work that hundreds and hundreds of actors––many well known to us all from theater, films, and television––have experienced under Michael Howard’s guidance. Generous because this work is now shared with all aspiring and working theater artists––not only technique and process but also the humanity and passion of this remarkable man.


A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

What impelled my writing this book is the astonishing experience of finding oneself, whether early in life or late, committed to accepting acting as a profession, to living the life of the actor. For many of us, that first mysterious jolt that led us into the profession can never be forgotten. This addiction—for this is what it seems to be—goes far beyond pseudo-psychological rewards. It may begin with the (universal) need for approval, but that cannot be what keeps one at acting, what keeps one addicted. After all, there is so little approval. There is mostly rejection. So there must be something else we get, we actors who stay the course.

There is no single answer, of course, to what keeps us in this career, despite a thousand excellent reasons to leave it. After seventy-odd years of a professional life in the world of acting and theater, I am still interested in the search, in the questions, and in some possibly shareable answers.

This is not a book about how to interpret a system of acting (usually Stanislavski’s in the past ninety years), nor is it a “how to” manual that ends with a method (not even “The Method”). Many such books have been written, some excellent and useful, some foolish. Another one seems pointless.

Rather, this book is about how to make a life, how to live creatively and demand some pleasure from the chaos of the American theater, how to discover an enriched sense of self, and how to develop secret pride in the unexpectedly creative moment.

The personal anecdotes or stories of other actors I include here are aimed at stimulating an investigation into who we actors are and why we are—an investigation that I hope will resonate and remind.

I would like men and women who have done much more acting than I to read the book and say: “Yes, that’s what I wanted from my life as an actor and that’s what I still want.” I want young, hopeful actors to feel encouraged to pursue this theatrical life and to give this book to their parents so that they will better understand why one would want to act.

There is no better community to live in than the theatrical community. No better place to recognize and accept the changes that take place in all of us as we mature. No better place to develop and maintain deep and enriching life-long relationships. Why this profession more than others? Read on …


Prologue

He made sure he was alone. He waited until nobody was near, nobody was watching, and then he stepped out of the doorway and walked quickly east on 89th Street. There was a pungent smell of horses coming from the stable across the street, and the sporadic clattering of hooves broke the silence that extended up to Central Park. Every few minutes, the elevated train roared above Columbus Avenue. Panting slightly by the time he turned the corner onto Columbus, he felt it necessary to stay in the shadows that fell like the black keys of a piano onto the sidewalk from the elevated tracks. The nine blocks to the Hotel Anderson on West 80th Street were uneventful. Inside, an elderly elevator operator dozed. Slipping by him was easy. In the back of the lobby, the switchboard lady, facing the plugs and jacks that connected her to each apartment and to the outside world, sat on her chair, reading a book. He walked up the two flights of stairs that surrounded the shaft of the open-cage elevator, looking down at the lobby to make sure he wasn’t spotted. He moved quickly across the tiled third-floor hallway to an apartment with a “36” painted prominently on the door. The key, already in his hand, went into the lock. He turned the cylinder and pushed the door open, then stood in the doorframe for a long moment, listening and watching. He took the gun out of its holster and moved stealthily down the foyer hall. As he turned into the bedroom, the Other rose up from behind a chair and shot him. Mortally wounded and staggering, but with his own gun still dangling in his hand, he managed to get off one shot. One shot, but it was enough. He fell onto the bed, clutching his chest. He looked down, saw the blood spurting, and died …

… then I got up, went into the kitchen, and ate the milk and cookies my mother had left for me. Yes, that was me, a ten-year-old latchkey kid playing hooky, sneaking out of PS 166 on 89th Street, walking the nine blocks home to the Hotel Anderson, my head filled with fantasies of gangster movies, Pinocchio, and Oliver Twist.


Beginnings

How do you know you are an actor? Where does it begin, the desire to use yourself in this mysterious way? That fantasy was only one of many that helped me cope with a chaotic childhood. Is that kind of fantasy the beginning of an actor? Not for every child, certainly, but important it was to me and to my beginnings. For fantasy is what actors do—they pretend, they make believe, they imagine Lies Like Truth, as Harold Clurman titled one of his books. The actor must find a way to make the fantasies given to him by the playwright as connected, as important, and as necessary to himself as mine were to my ten-year-old self.

I grew up on the Upper West Side of Manhattan in the 1920s and ’30s, during the Great Depression. My early childhood was a series of furnished single rooms, rented with a bed, bureau, chair, sheets, towel, and a bathroom down the hall shared with strangers. My father was not about, although every now and then he would appear, and he and my mother would fight. I remember their lovemaking, then their fighting, the violence, then the police; then we were forced to move. Of my father, I have these few memories: he wore knickers and two-toned shoes, and he drove a red Nash convertible. He worked in real estate, among many other things, and on rare visits took me to newsreel theaters and bought me clothes in S. Klein’s On the Square, a now-vanished emporium on the east side of Manhattan’s Union Square where those with little money shopped.

We moved a lot, up and down the West Side, until my mother and my aunt found an oasis for us: two rooms, a kitchenette, and the first refrigerator I ever saw. We had our own bathroom and a telephone (!) connected to that switchboard in the lobby of the Hotel Anderson. My mother, Gertrude, and my Aunt Sally were each barely five feet tall and supported themselves and me—when they could find work—as 100-words-per-minute typist-secretaries. I remember seeing my mother with a series of envelopes that contained parts of her weekly salary: one for “rent,” another for “food,” another for “carfare,” and one labeled with my name, which always had five nickels.

My mother, feisty, funny, and graced with bright, questioning eyes, was the younger sibling by ten years. Inquisitive and supremely optimistic, she was sure there were great things ahead for her––and for me. My mother’s great and enduring gift to me was that I never doubted I was a wanted child. Sally was the blonde, blue-eyed warrior, and her enemy was my father. When the three of us began to share the apartment on West 80th Street, he was forbidden entry. It was Sally who had paid Booth Salvation Army Hospital for my birth: $7.00—I have the receipt. Sally paid the biggest share of the rent and had the bedroom, while my mother and I slept in the living room. We dressed separately in the bathroom, which I also used as my reading room and the place where I could be alone.

Each sister had a small bookshelf. On Sally’s, I remember an edition of Salammbo, a novel of ancient Carthage by Gustave Flaubert, which I read secretly, being especially drawn to the delightful illustrations of naked girls in orgiastic poses. My mother’s shelf held eight volumes of Dickens, and I avidly read David Copperfield and Oliver Twist (twice). There was also a book by Arthur Schopenhauer (“Read it, it’s interesting,” she told me when I asked her about it; I was eleven). I also remember a book by a popular psychologist, Émile Coué, a Frenchman who preached self-help: “Want something badly enough? Say it out loud often and repeat it enough, and you’ll get it!” It was a tome from which my mother loved to quote.

These two Jewish women were great assimilators. In the gentile business world of the 1920s and ’30s, you either hid your Jewishness or risked dismissal, and my mother and Sally walked a fine line. My grandfather only spoke Yiddish at home, but his daughters were modern women. Christmas—and its presents—was the only holiday I remember celebrating. I had heard about Yom Kippur, but I knew next to nothing about it. Still, at my mother’s insistence, I was bar mitzvah-ed (mostly in English) at the West End Synagogue on West 82nd street. In perhaps the greatest nod to assimilation, my mother and aunt were avid golfers (Sally had the clubs).

While my mother worked, I cut school. I hated school, and even now I can’t tell you why; there seemed to be nothing there for me. I used fantasy—I needed fantasy—to deal with the fear of going into the Hotel Anderson, which was empty and quiet in the middle of the day because the grown-ups were at work (or more likely looking for work). Solo, I played out every scenario my imagination could cook up. I also remember climbing, circus-like, on the furniture in our room, from chair to bureau to bed, my feet not touching the floor, and when I was successful, taking a bow!

Too often, children are urged to put away such childish things (“Go play with your friends outside!”), and then the pleasure and the need to fantasize and to imagine can too easily be squashed. But some of us don’t listen. The fantasies are too enriching, and using our imaginations is too pleasurable. This early joy in play-acting does not make an actor, but it can be the first, embryonic brick in the building of one. It was for me.

A few years after my “shoot-out” on 80th Street, I went to the Pioneer Youth Camp in Rifton, New York, near the Hudson River. It was the summer of 1935, and I was twelve. The camp changed my life. I see my existence before that camp in grays and black-and-white. Color began for me in that experience. I had my first feelings of love (she was twelve and looked like Judy Garland). There were many firsts for me, including singing with other people, dancing, and classical music. Huddie Ledbetter (Lead Belly) came and played for us!

I discovered friendship and felt less alone. When I enjoyed, I enjoyed with others; when I allowed myself to be foolish, all around me were other clowns; and when I was angry, there were others who understood and shared my ire. I discovered there was much to be angry about. Most of the other kids came from working-class, socialist-leaning families, and I think they took great pleasure in politicizing and acculturating me. I learned Socialist anthems like “I Dreamed I Saw Joe Hill Last Night.” My Judy Garland look-alike introduced me to Mozart. This was a left-wing camp, operating on little money. Socialism was the flag we carried.

There was also a drama counselor, David Danzig, but this was definitely not the sort of place that put on Broadway musicals. I remember a little barn with a dirt floor. One day, Dave, who had big, heavy glasses and wore bellbottom dungarees, suggested an improvisation to a young girl and me. I had never done anything like that, of course. I didn’t know what the word “improvisation” meant. But I remember the scenario he proposed: there was a young girl I cared about, my family was moving to another city, I would never see her again, and I had asked her to meet me in the park so I could tell her the bad news.

We began the improvisation. I was sitting on a bench, looking at her. I began talking to the girl as I never had talked to another human being before. I was suddenly uncovered, truthful. I was unafraid. I heard myself making up stories about how maybe, somehow, she and I could see each other again, visit each other, even if we were living hundreds of miles apart. Finally, we said goodbye. I think we hugged. She walked away. I sat there, stunned. I was full of conflicting emotions. I was angry, my heart was pounding, and I was breathing with difficulty. Where had all that come from? I had never experienced deep feelings like these, and I didn’t understand them. Even as I write about it now, I can feel my memory sparking. Whatever had happened during that improvisation had touched some deep place within me that at age twelve I knew nothing about. Then I turned and looked at Dave Danzig. He was changed, he was different: eyes wide, mouth slightly open. What I saw in his face was a reflection of what I was feeling. He seemed surprised, and as moved as I was, though he said nothing. During that silence, I realized he had experienced what I had experienced; he was living it with me. More important, I felt that he had gotten me and was changed by me.

And there you have it, the keystone for me: becoming aware of the ability, the power, to affect others, to offer surprise, even insight. No longer was my fantasy life only between my ears; it could now exist in relation to another person. Affecting Dave Danzig was the beginning of my becoming an actor and embarking on a life in the theater. Because finally—more than money, more than dreams of glory, more than the desire for one’s name on a marquee or spread across a movie screen—what draws an actor inexorably to acting and holds him there is the ability to affect another person, an audience, and, ultimately, the experience of being one with a thousand people.

After that summer, I secretly began to think of myself as an actor. In my second summer at Pioneer Youth Camp, we made a movie in Kingston, New York, about workers in the nineteenth-century brickyards. I played a strikebreaker, a villainous role. I remember hitting my friend Muriel Newman on the head with a club. Acting was now even more enriching when I could take pleasure in villainy—and in public! The years following that second summer offered experiences that continued to widen my sense of what being an actor meant.

In 1938, I saw a Broadway play called The Greatest Show on Earth from box seats someone had given to my mother. Wonder of wonders, all the characters in the play were animals, and of course they were played by actors. They created their characters not with furry coats and long ears and tails but with only their bodies. I was fascinated with how they moved, how they related to each other, how they rested, and how they fought. They did this solely through the craft of acting!

At the same time, some of my campmates (who were now my closest friends) decided to put on a play together in New York at a theater we would rent. We got the rights to Three-Cornered Moon, by Gertrude Tonkonogy, and we rented the Master’s Institute Theater at 103rd and Riverside Drive. We did it all. Muriel directed, we all produced, and the show ran for three performances. It is difficult now to believe that such a lovely theater could have been rented by a group of kids, but that’s exactly what we did. Many details of the production now escape me, for instance how much it cost. It couldn’t have been very much, though, because none of us had money. I paid my share of the production expenses by selling ice cream in Central Park. I carried a large box with a strap across my shoulders; the ice-cream pops were kept cold by dry ice. I also worked at what was then a little delicatessen-grocery store on 81st and Broadway: the now-famous Zabar’s.

What I remember most acutely about the performances is that there was a boy in the play a year or two older than I was—and he was a better actor. I found out that he was studying at the New Theater League School in New York, and I set my sights on studying there too. My time at Dewitt Clinton High School, and the hour-long subway ride each way, was becoming increasingly arduous. I began cutting classes, so many that I almost didn’t graduate. I’d take the train to school. I’d walk up to the building doors. Then I’d turn around and go back to the elevated subway. Up the stairs I went and took the first train downtown, to Times Square and the movie theaters (and, I confess, the burlesque houses) on 42nd Street. I’d pay my twenty-five cents and watch movies until three in the afternoon, when I could go home. I was only thirteen, but I was never stopped, never accosted. I watched a movie called Beau Geste at least seven times. In the burlesque houses, I loved the naked girls, but at home, I would practice the famous routines of the “Top Bananas,” the headliner comedians. These experiences (and my mother’s little library), more than anything else, were my real education.

At sixteen, I, too, was studying at the New Theater League School with John O’Shaughnessy, himself an actor and a good director. From him I first heard the name Stanislavski and read his My Life in Art. Most of the actors-in-training were older than I was, and the teachers were all working professionally in the theater. Toby Cole was there—she would become the famous editor and theater anthologist of, among other things, Actors on Acting; the playwright Ben Irwin was teaching there too, as was the director Lem Ward.

A year later Lem cast me in my first professional job—for money too! It was called Zero Hour, an anti-war, anti-fascist play in which I played a young man who wanted to go to Canada to join the Canadian Air Force and fight the Nazis. It was produced off-Broadway at 430 Lafayette Street, in the studio owned by Helen Tamaris, a famous American dancer-choreographer. (This pacifist play closed the day after Hitler invaded the Soviet Union, on June 22, 1941.)

During this period, my mother, recognizing the importance of the theater to me, felt as parents always do—that the young actor needs a “real” profession to fall back on. Thus graduating from high school was essential. Wanting to help me, she scraped together enough money to send me to a therapist. After many months of twice-weekly sessions, the therapist said to me, “You’re right. You’re an actor, and no one will ever ask to see your diploma. Don’t get your diploma for them. Do it to prove to yourself you can do it. Then you must move out of your mother’s apartment, get a job, and be with your friends.”

My mother was devastated. She wrote the therapist a furious two-page, single-spaced letter, accusing that good man of the worst treachery. But I did graduate, and that summer I moved out. On the morning of the day I was leaving home, before she left for work, my mother, weeping, gave me a huge hug and at the door pressed something into my hand. I thought it was money. I thanked her, shut the door, and opened my hand. It was a condom.

I moved into a studio in Greenwich Village. My little room on Sullivan Street had a closet with a toilet and a small sink (I went to a friend’s apartment to shower), a hot plate in a closet, and a fireplace. That fireplace was the most precious thing about my new home. It became the gathering place. No one else had one. We lit the fire and drank. We lit the fire and sang. We lit the fire and made love. On the corner was a newsstand that sold cigarettes at seventeen cents a pack. The vendor would open a pack and sell individual cigarettes for a penny apiece to people like us, smokers all, who couldn’t afford a full pack.

There were five of us, actors and folk singers, struggling to define who we were individually and as a group and to learn what it meant to create a career. Two of them, Paul and Charis Bain, were married, and I now also observed, for the first time, the joy of a good marriage. Dolph Green, my closest friend since I was twelve, was a freshman at NYU in the theater program. He was young, handsome, and a leading man, and he reminded everyone of Orson Welles. Paul, a Canadian and senior to us by a few years, was a talented singer and part of the thriving folk song industry of the early forties. Charis was the most theatrical and perhaps the most talented of us all. She was a free spirit, demanding and challenging, and the woman who introduced us to the work of Eleonora Duse. Betty Sanders was a folk singer and one of the closest female friends I ever had. The two women attended the theater program at New York University with Dolph, which is how we all met. Though the other three were older than Dolph and I, they accepted us and helped us grow up. Shortly thereafter, Dolph and Charis left NYU to join the renowned Neighborhood Playhouse theater school.

In the summer of 1941, the five of us got jobs in the “Borscht Circuit,” in New York’s Catskill Mountains, at a resort called Pearl Lake Lodge, to work as the summer’s entertainers. Each night we performed a different bill. We thought out the programs at the beginning of the week. Some were easy to put together—concert nights were always made up of songs in the repertoire of the three singers in our company. Variety nights included some of these songs and some improvisations we either made up or took from a book of sketches. The theater nights, memorized during the week, were one-act plays, sometimes short scenes from plays, sometimes improvisations. For variety nights, each of us was called upon to do something. I, for instance, put together two pantomimes: pretending to play a pinball machine and doing a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde transformation.

That summer changed our lives. We had forged strong relationships, we cared deeply about each other, and now we had taken it all into the heat of combat—artistic turmoil, night after day after night, struggling, succeeding, failing.

Back in the city that fall, Dolph and Charis harassed the Neighborhood Playhouse into offering me a scholarship, and I began studying with Sanford Meisner, the actor and teacher who had been one of the original members of the Group Theatre. The time I spent at the Playhouse studying with Sandy, Martha Graham, Louis Horst, David Pressman, Jane Dudley, and other talented teachers was difficult, and finally rewarding, and that experience has only become more useful as the years have gone on. It was difficult because I had never learned how to be a student or how to behave with a male power figure. Further, Meisner was testy; he resented (and rightly so) anyone thinking (as I did) that they could do his work while missing some of his beginning classes.

I was studying at the Playhouse when America went to war in 1941 after Pearl Harbor. I enlisted, and by attending the Army’s Signal Corps School at night, I was able to continue my studies at the Playhouse by day. But there was no way for me to earn a living in my final year, to pay the rent and buy food. It was a serious dilemma. Then one of my friends at the Playhouse, Mary James, came to my rescue. She had graduated from a Southern college before arriving at the Playhouse, and her parents had given her a station wagon as a gift. Mary decided she didn’t need a car in New York and so she sold it—and gave me half the proceeds. Mary, the career-saver.

As soon as Dolph and I graduated from the Neighborhood Playhouse, we were inducted as full-time soldiers. Thinking we would make poor ordinary foot soldiers in a war we saw as necessary, and hoping to stay together, we volunteered for the Parachute Troops. Paratroopers wore jazzy uniforms—silk scarves, boots, and a great jump-jacket. It was quite theatrical. But I didn’t see him again until the war ended; he was sent to the 17th Airborne, while I went to the 101st.
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